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THE  FAWCETT  MEMORIAL  IN  WESTMINSTER  ABBEY. 
{From  the  Relief  hy  Alfred  Gilbert,  A.R.A.) 


ALFRED  GILBERT,  A.R.A.— I. 

By  W.  COSMO  MONKHOUSET 


IT  is  one  ol;  the  most  interesting'  questions  of  the 
present  day  whether  we  are  at  last  to  have 
what,  in  the  fullest  sense  of  the  term,  can  be  called 
a  National  School  of  Sculpture.  For  the  last  hundred 
years  or  more  we  have  had  many  accomplished  and 
earnest  sculptors,  men  devoted  to  their  profession 
and  lofty  in  their  conception  of  its  functions,  and 
.553 


these  sculptors  have  not  been  without  opportunities 
of  exercising  their  art  in  the  expression  of  purely 
national  sentiment.  But  all  this  has,  unfortunately, 
proved  that  English  sculptors  and  national  monu¬ 
ments  may  exist  without  any  national  feeling  for 
the  art,  and  without  the  production  of  much  w'ork 
which  could  be  expected  to  stimulate  it.  Flaxman 
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iind  Ranks,  Raeon  and  Chantrey,  and  many  more, 
have  lived  and  worked  to  the  admiration  ot‘  a  cnl- 
tnred  few,  the  coldness  of  the  many.  Not  till  oar 
own  days  has  it  appeared  j)robahle,  or  even  possil)le, 
that  scnl[iture  wonld  take  its  place  Ijeside  painting 
in  England  as  a  living  form  of  artistic  expression. 
Rut  there  are  signs  now,  almost  tV)r  the  first  time, 
that  scnljitnre  is  beginning  to  apjieal  to^  a  larger 
circle;  and  there  can  be  no  doubt  that  during  the 
last  few  years  the  sculpture  at  the  Royal  Academy 
and  other  exhibitions  has  met  with  more  favour  in 
the  eves  of  visitors  than  formerly.  It  is  not  only 
that  the  number  of  admirers  has  increased,  but 
the  quality  of  admiration  appears  to  bave  changed. 
Rather,  ])erhaps,  it  should  be  said  that  something 
has  been  added  to  admiration  :  they  are  interested, 
amused,  pleased. 

It  was  a  cold  and  solitary,  but  not  a  very  lofty 
)ieak  on  which  the  sculptor  of  the  older  school  stood 
alone  with  his  ideal,  or  rather,  the  ideals  of  ancient 
Greece  and  Rome  which  he  tried  to  make  his  own. 
He  failed  to  create  any  national  feeling  for  his  art 
as  an  expression  of  poetical  ideas.  For  sympathy, 
for  bread  even,  he  had  to  descend  to  portrait — por¬ 
trait,  scorned  in  those  days  hy  all  votaries  of  “  high 
arG^ — portrait,  sniffed  at  by  Fuseli,  scoffeil  at  by 
Rarry — a  “  trade, tit  only  for  money-grid)bers,  like 
Reynolds.  And  the  division  between  the  ideal  and 
t  he  [lortrait  w'as  absolute  in  sculpture ;  there  was 
no  friendly  middle-ground  of  landscape  or  genre  in 
which  the  plastic  artist  could  rest  safe  from  self- 
contempt  on  the  one  hand  and  absolute  poverty 
on  the  other.  It  was  a  choice,  so  to  speak,  l)etwmen 
“Ajax  Defying  the  Lightning”  and  the  bust  of 
“  John  Smith,  Esq.,”  and  the  sculptor  did  not  know 
how'  to  make  the  one  interesting  or  the  other  re¬ 
spected  as  art. 

The  case  was  pitiable  from  the  artisFs  point  of 
view,  but  it  is  rather  a  plea  for  the  public  than  pity 
for  the  artist  that  I  wish  to  raise  here.  If  the 
public  were  cold  to  sculpture,  sculpture  was  cold 
to  tben.  It  neitber  linked  itself  to  their  experi¬ 
ence  nor  sought  their  sympathy.  If  it  embodied 
their  ideas,  or  ideas  which  they  could  appreciate,  it 
expressed  them  in  language  wdiich  they  had  never 
been  taught.  There  is  no  reason  to  suppose  that  the 
faculty  of  appreciating  sculpture  wxas  absent,  but  it 
was  dormant,  and  not  to  be  awakened  by  the  mere 
sight  of  wmrk,  however  orthodox,  which  did  not  affect 
them  in  the  least. 

Retween  the  Rritish  sculptor  and  the  Rritish 
public  there  was  a  great  gulf  fixed,  and  neither 
party  kumv  in  the  least  how  it  could  or  should 
be  bridged.  The  sculptor  went  on  producing  his 
gods  and  his  goddesses,  and  the  Rritish  puldic  said, 
“Very  hue  !  ”  and  passed  on  ;  he  went  on  producing 


his  busts,  and  the  public  scrutinised  them  for  the 
likeness  only.  There  was  one  field  only  on  which 
one  might  have  expected  sculptor  and  public  to 
meet  on  something  like  common  artistic  ground. 
For  monumental  sculpture  there  was  always  a  cer¬ 
tain  demand,  and  it  gave  scope  for  the  exjiression 
of  genuine  modern  sentiment  expressed  in  modern 
language.  Rut  the  melancholy  failures  in  St. 
Ranks  and  Westminster  Abbey  show  how  little 
our  sculptors  were  capable  of  seizing  the  02)por- 
tunity.  Britannias  like  Minervas,  with  tridents; 
angels  like  nymphs,  with  trumpets;  cherubs  like 
Cupids,  with  wings  and  without  bodies;  cannons 
and  coils  of  ropes  ;  Hags  and  scrolls  and  clouds  of 
marble — all  the  stage-properties  of  both  sculpture 
and  painting  gathered  in  clumsy  profusion  around  a 
central  figure — such  were  their  modes  of  expressing 
national  itride  and  private  sorrow.  Such  work  was 
not  likely  to  sow  the  seeds  of  any  real  apjjreeiation 
of  sculpture  in  England,  and  though  they  knew  it 
not,  the  despised  domain  of  portrait  was  the  only 
one  in  which  their  art  was  really  alive  ;  and  even 
this  class  of  work  was,  to  a  great  extent,  devitalised 
by  endeavours  to  make  Englishmen  look  as  much  as 
possi1)le  like  ancient  Greeks  and  Romans. 

tVe  have  thus  had  in  England  almost  to  the 
present  day,  on  the  one  hand,  a  public  who  have 
never  known  what  it  is  to  care  for  sculpture,  nor 
what  it  is  in  sculpture  that  they  should  care  about ; 
and,  on  the  other,  a  school  of  sculpture  in  which  the 
scholars  were  scholars  only,  who  never  used  their  art 
as  a  mode  of  personal  expression,  and  did  not  know 
how  so  to  use  it.  The  problem  before  them,  if  they 
had  only  known  it,  was  how  to  employ  sculpture  to 
express  their  own  feelings  and  tastes  and  the  ideas 
of  the  society  which  surrounded  them ;  and,  if  they 
wanted  assistance  in  solving  it,  they  should  have 
studied  the  work  of  Florence  in  the  fifteenth  century. 
The  Italians  of  the  Renaissance  were  in  much  the 
same  jiosition  as  these  sculptors  of  ours.  They  too 
were  absorbed  in  tbo  study  of  antique  art,  arid  had  no 
other  sculpture  for  a  model.  Rut  they  saw  what 
the  problem  was,  and  they  solved  it.  They  never 
thought  of  adopting  the  spirit  of  classic  art ;  they 
did  not  accept  its  dead  ideal ;  they  aspired  after  no 
already-attained  perfection.  They  only  studied  it  to 
gain  its  principles,  and  to  find  a  way  to  express 
their  own  feelings  in  sculpturesque  language.  Even 
Niccola  Pisano,  though  he  took  figures  frankly  from 
Roman  bas-reliefs,  used  them  to  express  his  own 
thoughts,  and  was  never  less  than  original ;  and 
Donatello,  the  Della  Robhias,  Ghiberti,  Michelangelo, 
Quercia,  and  the  rest  of  the  illustrious  group,  made 
sculpture  live  again  as  freely  and  vigorously  as  it 
had  ever  lived  in  ancient  Greece  and  Rome.  From 
these  sculptors  our  own  might  have  learnt  to  be 
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faithful  without  being  commonplace,  to  be  tender 
without  affectation,  to  be  familiar  without  vulgarity, 
to  be  sublime  without  plagiarism ;  but  it  has  re¬ 
mained  for  the  younger  sculptors  of  the  present 
day  to  appreciate  the  examples  they  set  us.  Among 
these  younger  men,  none  has  appreciated  it  more 
than  Mr.  Alfred  Gilbert. 

The  development  of  Mr.  Gilbert  as  a  sculptor 
has  indeed  probably  owed  more  to  the  example  of 


tion.  Although  their  more  creative  work  lias  not 
been  free  from  conventional  and  academic  inlluence, 
it  has  never  succumbed  to  it,  and  during  the  last 
lifty  years  there  is  no  branch  of  sculpture  in  France 
which  has  not  been  invigorated  by  constant  study  of 
nature  and  the  development  of  artistic  individuality. 
It  is  impossible  that  acquaintance  with  the  work 
of  Mercie  and  Falguiere,  Rarrias  and  Carjieaux, 
Fremiet  and  Delaplanche,  not  to  mention  a  dozen 
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iFrom  the  Bronze  by  Alfred  Gilbert^  A.R.A.,  in  the  Possession  of  Luke  Fildes,  Esq.,  B.A.) 


Donatello  and  other  Florentine  sculptors  of  the 
fifteenth  and  sixteenth  centuries  than  to  any  other 
ancient  source,  but  his  training  has  been  varied  and 
his  study  wide.  His  first  master  was  Mr.  Boehm, 
but  he  soon  went  to  Paris,  where  he  worked  under 
Cavelier,  and  for  a  while  was  affected  by  French 
examples.  Although  the  traces  of  this  part  of  his 
training  are  faint  in  the  work  by  which  he  is 
best  known,  the  force,  the  life,  the  movement  of 
French  sculpture  must  have  helped  him  much  in 
finding  his  true  way  to  self-expression.  In  por¬ 
trait  the  French  school  has  always  been  vigorous, 
full  of  spirit,  and  national ;  and  in  monumental  and 
decorative  wotk  it  has  always  had  style  and  distinc- 


other  names  of  French  sculptors  distinguished  for 
their  spontaneity  and  skill;  or  that  life  amongst 
other  younger  men  devoted  to  their  art,  full  of  ideas 
and  talent,  some  of  whom  have  since  made  their 
mark,  could  have  had  anything  but  a  stimulating 
effect  upon  the  natural  genius  of  Alfred  Gilbert. 
But  his  stay  in  Paris  was  comparatively  short,  and 
it  was  in  Italy  that  he  executed  the  charming  marble 
group  belonging  to  Sir  Henry  Doulton,  which  is  here 
engraved.  (See  p.  5.)  The  child  is  a  portrait  of 
the  artisFs  second  son,  and  the  woman  of  an  Italian 
servant.  The  group  belongs  to  a  transitional  period, 
when,  not  yet  free  from  French  influence,  he  was 
rapidly  working  out  his  own  individuality.  He  spent 
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several  years  in  Rome,  working  and  studying’  by 
In'mself;  and  there  he  formed  his  style  as  a  sculp¬ 
tor — that  is  to  say,  his  ]n’esent  style,  for  it  would 
be  premature  to  regard  his  style  as  fixed.  He  is 
still  young’,  and  has  only  partially  expressed  him¬ 
self.  All  tlrat  can  be  said  is,  that  he  has  lia.d  a 
varied  experience,  and  that  the  value  of  it.  is  very 
evident  in  his  works,  for,  few  as  they  are,  they 
show  a  width  of  artistic  sympathy,  a  knowledge 


hkely  to  be  exertefi.  That  it  has  Iiegun  already 
eannot  be  doubted. 

A  few  statuettes,  one  or  two  portrait  groups,  a 
few  luists,  a  small  but  elaborate  memorial  in  West¬ 
minster  Abbey,  one  large  statue  of  the  Queen — these 
are  the  principal  achievements  by  which  Mr.  Gilbert 
is  known,  and  these  have  sutllced  to  earn  him  name 
and  position,  to  secure  his  Associateship  of  the  Royal 
Academy,  to  fill  his  hands  with  commissions,  and  to 
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(From  ihe  Oroifp  t)>/  Alfred  Oilberfj  A.R.A.,  in  the  Royal  Academy  ExhihWion^  1SS7.) 


of  his  art  in  all  its  phases,  and  a  command  of  his 
tools  and  materials  which  is,  at  least,  not  common, 
lechnically,  he  has  achieved  the  power  to  do  what 
he  will  ;  he  is,  at  least,  a  master  of  his  craft,  whether 
as  a  worker  in  marble  or  metal.  Interested  m  every 
branch  of  his  jii’ofesslon,  and  desiring  to  express  him¬ 
self  in  every  direction;  prodigal  of  labour  and  inven¬ 
tion,  he  has  certainly  one  of  the  most  active  and 
cultivated  art-intelligences  of  the  da.y,  and  must,  in 
the  nature  of  things,  have  much  intluence  on  the 
spirit  and  direction  of  the  art  of  the  present  genera¬ 
tion  of  Englishmen.  It  is,  therefore,  of  no  little 
interest  to  examine  in  what  way  this  influence  is 


make  a  new  work  from  his  fingers  an  event  to  which 
most  lovers  of  modern  art  look  forward  with  interest. 
As  far  as  the  Royal  Academy  is  concerned,  their  re¬ 
cognition  of  his  merit  is  not  surprising.  They  have, 
as  a  body,  always  treated  sculptors  with  honour ;  and 
this  has  not  been  less  the  case  under  the  present  Presi¬ 
dent  of  the  Royal  Academy — Sir  Frederick  Leighton, 
himself  one  of  the  finest  of  living  English  seul^itors. 
No  recent  elections  at  the  Royal  Academy  have  been 
received  with  more  a^iproval  than  those  which  have 
rapidly  elevated  IMr.  Hamo  Thornycroft  to  full 
honours,  and  bestowed  the  rank  of  Associate  on  Mr. 
Gilbert,  Mr.  Brock,  and  Mr.  Onslow  Ford. 


MOTHER  AND  CHILD. 

(From  the  Marble  Group  by  Alfred  Gilbert,  A.R.A.  Engraved  by  C.  Carter.  By  Permission  of  Sir  Henry  DouUon.) 
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“EEALISM”  vimsus  “SLOPPINESS.” 

By  WILLlxVM  POWELL  FPOTIl.  K.A. 


N  Ills  Fourth  Discourse,  Sir  Jcshua 
Keyiiokls  says: — “  The  histori¬ 
cal  painter  never  enters  into 
the  detail  of  colours,  so  neither 
does  he  debase  his  conceptions 
with  niinute  attention  to  the 
discriminations  of  drapery.  It 
is  the  inferior  style  that  marks 
the  variety  of  stuffs.  With  him 
[the  historical  painter]  the  clothing'  is  neither  woollen, 
nor  linen,  nor  silk,  satin,  or  velvet;  it  is  drapery,  and 
mjthing-  more.'’'’  ATith  all  respect  to  the  memory  of 
Sir  Joshua,  this  view  seems  to  me  somewhat  narrow. 
What  is  history,  and  what  is  an  historical  painter  ? 
A  picture  of  Charles  I.  taking’  leave  of  his  children, 
or  of  Cromwell  dissolving-  the  Long-  Parliament, 
would  be  historical  in  the  truest  sense  of  the  word. 
What  would  become  of  those  subjects  under  the 
Reynolds  treatment?  And  I  imagine  the  painter 
could  not  be  found — at  any  rate  in  these  days — who 
would  ignore  costume,  and  dress  his  figures  in  the 
“drapery”^  recommended  by  Reynolds.  Imagine 
Cromwell’s  sturdy  figure  envelojied  in  a  Roman 
toga,  and  the  recalcitrant  Members  of  Parliament 
similarly  disguised  ! 

AVhen  IVest  announced  his  intention  of  breaking 
through  these  classiciil  trammels  on  the  occasion  of 
his  being  commissioned  by  the  king  to  jiaint  the 
death  of  General  Wolfe  on  the  plains  of  Abraham, 
and  clothing  his  figures  in  the  dresses  they  must 
have  worn,  the  q/iithiujics,  with  Sir  Joshua  at  their 
head,  foreboded  failure.  IIap|)ily,  AVest  shut  his  ears 
to  opposing  arguments,  and  produced  one  of  the  few 
pictures  by  which,  aided  greatly  by  Woollet’s  en¬ 
graving,  his  name  will  live.  It  is  said  that  West’s 
success  converted  Reynolds.  If  that  is  true,  the 
conversion  is  not  in  evidence  in  the  Fourth  Dis¬ 
course.  I  suppose  it  will  not  be  denied  that  an 
incident  which  occurred  at  the  Palace  of  Versailles, 
namely,  that  of  the  King  of  Prussia  proclaiming 
himself  Emperor  of  Germany  in  the  midst  of  his 
applauding  generals,  was  an  historical  suljject  of 
intense  interest  and  importance,  and  I  think  it  will 
be  conceded  that  truth  of  costume  in  all  its  variety 
was  a  factor  necessary  to  be  correctly  observed. 

The  historical  i)ietures  of  Paul  Delaroche  are,  I 
am  told,  at  present  under  a  cloud.  The  God-gifted 
geniuses  of  modern  France  will  have  none  of  them  ; 


they  are  the  old  game,”  and  enjoy  the  contempt 
of  the  realists  and  impressionists  of  the  hour.  I 
venture  to  think,  however,  that  “  Strafford  Kneel¬ 
ing  to  receive  Laud’s  Benediction  as  he  goes  to  the 
Scaffold,”  “  Charles  in  the  Guard-room  at  White¬ 
hall,’'’  and  Lady  Jane  Grey,  blindfold,  feeling  about 
lor  the  block  on  which  her  beautiful  head  is  to 
be  ])resently  laid,  will  be  considered  g’reat  works 
of  art  when  their  detractors  are  forgotten.  IVhat 
becomes  of  Sir  Joshua’s  theory  as  applied  to  those 
works?  The  idea  is  too  ludicrous  to  contemplate. 
Illustrations  might  be  multijhied  to  any  amount  of 
the  absurdity  of  applying  the  Reynolds  dictum  to 
historical  art.  Great  men  in  great  countries  are 
making  history  every  day ;  and,  though  modern 
dress  is  terribly  unpicturesque,  he  would  be  a  bold 
and  foolish  man  who  would  adopt  any  other  in 
dealing  with  the  historical  scenes  of  his  own  day. 
One  of  the  finest  of  Delaroche’s  pictures  repre¬ 
sents  the  Princes  in  the  Tower,  waiting,  terror- 
stricken,  at  the  approach  of  their  murderers.  The 
dresses  of  the  boys  are  strictly  in  accordance  with 
the  costume  of  the  period ;  the  bed  on  which  they 
sit  is  evidently  copied  from  a  bed  of  the  time.  The 
strict  observance  of  the  accessories  adds  reality  to 
the  scene  instead  of  detracting  from  it.  The  spec¬ 
tator  is  so  impressed  with  the  truthfulness  of  the 
portrayal,  that  he  feels  it  must  have  happened  as 
the  painter  has  delineated  it.  This  seems  to  me  the 
triumph  of  historical  art.  Hear  what  Don  Quixote 
says  : — “  It  is  the  province  of  the  historical  painter,” 
said  this  wisest  of  madmen,  “  to  produce  his  repre¬ 
sentation  of  some  remarkable  event  in  history  not 
as  it  really  happened,  but  as  it  ought  to  have  hap¬ 
pened.” 

In  the  few  words  from  the  Discourse  which 
heads  this  paper  Reynolds  hits  the  real  danger 
attending’  the  attempts  to  reproduce  historical  scenes, 
in  which  the  actors  should  be  dressed  in  costumes 
appropriate  to  their  action.  The  exigencies  of  the 
occasion  may  recpiire  “a  variety  of  stuffs:  linen,  silk, 
satin,  and  velvet,”  or  armour.  Now,  all  those  things 
are  far  easier  to  })aiut  than  the  “human  form  divine,” 
with  its  appropriate  ex])ression,  character,  and  action  ; 
and  the  inferior  painter  of  history  is  pi’etty  sure 
to  “debase  his  conception,  and  to  distract  atten¬ 
tion  from  what  should  be  the  main  point  of  his 
story,  by  an  unfortunate  realism  in  his  accessories.” 
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But  the  answei-  to  that  is  :  No  inferior  painter 
should  ^A’ush  in  where  angels  fear  to  tread/^  I 
have  done  it  myself,  with  disastrous  results,  and 
therefore  I  sj^eak  witlr  authority.  We  do  not  think 
of  the  materials  of  the  dresses  which  clothe  Eela- 
roche's  figures,  nor  of  the  wonderful  truth  of  the 
vnse  en  scene  in  all  his  greatest  works;  though 
after-examination  shows  imitation  of  every  detail 
carried  to  the  precise  point  beyond  which  it  would 
be  dangerous,  if  not  fatal,  to  go.  To  illustrate 
the  absurdity  of  the  Reynolds  theory,  I  draw  my 
I’eaders^  attention  to  two  examples  in  sculpture. 
One  is  the  figure  of  George  IV.  on  horseback  in 
Trafalgar  Square,  and  the  other  is  Dr.  Johnson, 
stark  naked,  save  for  a  piece  of  classical  drapery, 
either  in  St.  PauPs  or  Westminster  Abbey — I  forget 
which. 

There  may  be  an  excuse  for  the  effigy  of  George 
IV.  That  potentate,  in  his  habit  as  he  lived,  would 
have  been  simply  unendurable ;  but  be  would  have 
been  George  IV.,  instead  of  the  Roman  gentleman 
who  now  plays  the  part  on  the  finest  site  in  Europe. 
But  why  Dr.  Johnson  should  have  been  deprived 
of  bis  picturesque  suit  of  broadcloth  and  his  usual 
wig,  and  made  to  show  himself  in  a  condition  in 
which  nobody  used  to  see  him,  exceeds  the  compre¬ 
hension  of  the  ordinary  mind. 

In  these  days,  when  the  artistic  compass  veers 
about — now  to  impressionism,  which  has  its  crazy 
advocates;  now  to  realism,  which  is  scarcely  less 
foolish  and  offensive  —  it  behoves  the  student  to 
endeavour  to  find  a  sure  and  certain  guidance  by 
which  he  may  be  saved  from  tbe  perils  that  beset 
him.  I  believe  there  are  young  gentlemen  to  be 
found  who  deny  the  merit  of  the  Old  Masters 
altogether. 

My  old  teacher’s  motto,  to  which  my  youthful 
attention  was  constantly  drawn  —  “  Those  works 
which  have  received  the  approbation  of  ages  are 
intended  for  your  emulation,  not  your  criticism  ” — 
would  only  excite  a  smile  in  these  geniuses.  To 
such  people  I  have  nothing  to  say ;  they  are  past 
praying  for.  But  to  the  number  of  clever  young 
men  and  women,  whose  work  in  our  annual  exhibi¬ 
tions  shows  constant  promise  and  frequent  perform¬ 
ance,  I  would  most  respectfully,  and  as  a  fellow- 
student,  offer  words  of  warning  and  advice. 

Impressionism  is  a  craze  of  such  ephemeral  char¬ 
acter  as  to  be  unworthy  of  serious  attention.  The 
dangers  of  realism  I  have  pointed  out.  If  the  student 
desires  further  illustration,  he  has  but  to  look  at  a 
])icture  painted  in  the  Pre-Raphaelite  manner,  and  he 
will  find  details  which  are  unimportant  elaborated 
till  they  vie,  in  reality,  with  the  natural  objects — 
satins,  velvets,  and  armour  almost  illusive — while 
the  human  being  they  clothe  is  destitute  of  the 


feeblest  claim  to  reality;  and  so  long  as  a  living 
thing  is  more  difficult  to  represent  than  an  inanimate 
one,  and  so  long  as  llesh  is  more  difficult  to  render 
than  the  leaves  of  a  dock  or  the  bark  of  a  tree,  these 
realistic  attempts  will  only  prove  examples  of  mis¬ 
directed  industry.  There  is,  however,  a  kind  of 
realism  that  is  infinitely  more  offensive  than  that 
of  the  Pre-Raphaelite,  and  that  is  to  be  found  in 
some  examples  of  foreign  art,  where  the  accidents 
of  nature — such  as  dirt,  distortion,  and  exceptionable 
ugliness  of  type — are  insisted  upon. 

Against  this  perversion  of  the  real  aim  and  end 
of  art  I  think  there  is  little  necessity  to  warn  the 
English  student ;  his  natural  taste  will  save  him 
from  this  revolting  practice. 

There  is  another  eccentricity  in  the  air  which 
seems  to  me  to  call  for  observation  and  warning.  I 
hear  that  subject  in  a  picture  is  not  only  of  no  con¬ 
sequence,  but  it  is  better  avoided.  Pictures,  accord¬ 
ing  to  this  novel  theory,  should  be  songs  without 
words ;  ”  they  should  be  beautiful  in  colour,  light, 
and  shadow,  tone,  and  all  the  rest,  but  these  quali¬ 
ties  should  not  be  made  vehicles  of  story  :  that  is  to 
be  left  to  literature.  M^hat,  then,  becomes  of  the 
cartoons  of  Raphael  and  the  ‘'Marriage  a  la  Mode  ” 
of  Hogarth?  What  becomes  of  Michelangelo’s  “Last 
Judgment”  and  the  “  Acteon  and  Diana”  of  Titian? 
And,  to  go  much  lower,  if  attempts  to  make  paint¬ 
ing  a  vehicle  for  story  are  reprehensible,  what  cul¬ 
prits  are  the  old  Dutchmen,  with  their  Kermesses 
and  their  innumerable  illustrations  of  Low  Country 
life  and  manners! — Jan  Steen,  with  his  “Physician 
Visiting  a  Sick  Frau ;  ”  and  Teniers,  with  his  “  Pro¬ 
digal  Son”!  It  is  true  that  there  are  Italian  pic- 
tui-es  to  be  found  which  affect  the  mind  like  a  solemn 
strain  of  music,  from  the  loveliness  of  the  tone  and 
the  exquisite  harmony  of  the  colours ;  but,  beyond 
those  charms — and  no  one  can  value  and  enjoy  them 
more  than  the  writer — they  mean  nothing.  There 
are  many  figures  in  “glorious  hues  bedight,”  and 
there  is  a  background  which  is  in  itself  a  poem ;  but 
the  figures  are  doing  nothing,  they  say  nothing; 
like  Canning’s  “  Knife-Grinder,”  they  have  no  story 
to  tell.  I  submit  that  painting  is  a  language  capa¬ 
ble  of  expressing  every  emotion  of  the  heart  and 
mind  of  the  human  being,  and  that  its  vocation  is  to 
endeavour  to  elevate  by  poetic  treatment  of  noble 
themes  ;  or,  if  that  rare  power  is  denied  the  artist, 
then  to  convey  moral  lessons  or  infinite  varieties  of 
harmless  pleasure.  Beautiful  as  the  language  is, 
and  worthy  of  admiration  for  itself,  it  is  hut  a  means 
to  an  end,  and  the  attempt  to  make  it  the  end  is, 
to  my  mind,  a  fatal  mistake.  The  last  sixty  years 
have  produced  advantages  to  the  art-student  of  this 
country  that  are  incalculable.  To  say  nothing  of 
schools  of  design  and  numbers  of  academies,  we  have 
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a  National  Galleiy,  nnsurpassed  in  Europe,  where 
the  education  ot‘  the  painter  should  be  completed. 
H  e  will  find  there  nature  represented  by  all  kinds 
of  methods,  except  impressionism  (I  beg'  pardon  for 
using  the  word  again  !)  and  realism.  These  are  the 
fungi  on  the  tree  of  art.  Let  the  young  painter 
study  such  noble  stems  as  Titian,  Velasipiez,  and 
Rembrandt,  and  let  him  endeavour  to  rival  those 
great  men,  and  others  wdiose  successes  abound. 

Nature  is  infinitely  various,  and  so  are  the  means 
by  which  she  can  be  imitated  by  the  painters  ;  and, 
while  being  careful  against  the  copying  of  any  style, 
he  should  evolve  one  of  his  own  by  which,  having 
careful  regard  to  tlie  limits  prescrilied  by  his  art,  he 
may  hope  to  arrive  at  a  true  imitation  of  nature. 

In  conclusion,  1  should  like  to  draw  attention  to 
the  nearest  approach  to  realism  in  really  fine  art  that 
occurs  to  me.  I  think  it  is  to  be  found  in  the  pic¬ 
tures  of  Metzu,  Terburg,  and  Gerard  Dow,  and,  in 
each  case,  injurious  to  the  living  personalities. 

I  suppose  white  satin  was  never  so  perfectly  re¬ 
presented  as  by  Terburg;  certainly  that  painter’s 
subjects — if  they  can  be  called  subjects  at  all — are 
of  the  most  trilling  character  :  a  music-master  and 
his  pupil,  or  a  lady  asleep  on  a  chair,  while  her  maid 
warms  her  bed.  The  red  jacket  of  the  sleeper  and 
her  white  petticoat  are  done  to  perfection  ;  but  there 
your  admiration  ceases,  for  the  face  is  lacking  in 
beauty  and  charm,  and,  as  a  representation  of  the 
subtleties  of  llesh,  it  is  not  to  be  named  with  the 
truthful  rendering  of  the  silk  petticoat.  These 
works,  admirable  as  they  are  in  their  way,  shoidd 
serve  as  warnings.  Let  us  picture  to  ourselves  the 
dresses  in  the  “  Marriage  a  la  Mode  or  in  the  finest 
works  of  Watteau.  In  those  pictures  the  dresses 
play  their  proi)erly  subordinate  parts ;  and  though, 
on  examination,  you  may  discover  the  material  of 
which  they  are  composed,  they  never  attract  undue 
attention,  and  you  notice  them  no  more  than  you 
would  those  of  living  personages  if  you  could  see 
them  performing  the  })arts  in  real  life  which  are  so 
admirably  reali.sed  in  unfading  colours. 

Though  realism,  in  the  full  meaning  of  the  term, 
IS  to  be  condemneil,  the  extreme  op])osite,  shown  in  a 
careless  rendering  of  details  approaching  to  slight 
suggestiveness,  is  erpially  certain  to  attract  attention 
away  from  the  main  purpose  of  the  painter.  An 
apt  illustration  of  this  occurs  to  me.  My  old  friend 
Sir  William  Roxall  showed  me  a  portrait  of  a  man 
in  which  the  head  was  distinguished  by  the  mastery 
of  character-expression,  and  above  all,  colour,  that 
the  works  of  that  distinguished  artist  always  pre¬ 
sented  ;  but  the  black  coat  and  hands  were  very 


slight  and  sketchy;  the  head  was  wonderfully  like  a 
head,  but  the  coat  was  as  wonderfully  unlike  a  coat. 
I  complained. 

“  Why,  my  dear  fellow,'’  said  Boxall,  “  1  want 
the  head  to  be  principal.  A  coat  is  easier  to  paint 
than  a  head,  and  I  have  left  it  as  you  see,  so  as  not  to 
attract  attention  from  the  head.” 

“  But,”  rejoined  I,  “  you  have  painted  the  coat 
so  badly  that  it  does  precisely  what  you  intended  i(. 
should  not  do  :  it  attracts  attention  from  the  head.” 

This  little  anecdote  shows  the  dilfieulty  of  pre¬ 
scribing  the  precise  line  of  demarcation  between 
slovenly  suggestiveness  and  a  too  complete  imita¬ 
tion  of  subordinate  details,  both  being  destructive 
of  that  which  ought  to  be  the  main  ])urpose  of  the 
painter. 

I  have  always  thought  that  Hogarth  hit  the 
exact  mark  in  his  rendering  of  details,  under  which 
heading  I  include  dresses,  furniture,  background — in 
fact,  everything  that  constitutes  the  setting  of  such 
gems  as  the  “  Marriage  a  la  Mode.” 

Imagine  one  of  Terlnirg’s  white  satin  j^etticoats 
on  one  of  Hogarth’s  figures !  The  whole  scene 
would  be  vulgarised. 

How,  then,  is  the  student  to  guide  himself 
through  this  difficulty  ?  If  he  is  a  portrait-painter, 
he  will  find  in  the  best  works  of  Vandyke,  Rem¬ 
brandt,  Titian,  and  Velasquez  the  precise  point  to 
wdiich  the  completion  of  details  should  be  carried. 
There  are  examples  of  Vandyke  and  Rubens,  notably 
in  the  Blenheim  portraits  by  the  latter  (now,  alas  ! 
lost  to  this  country),  in  which  pearls  and  lace,  bows 
and  dresses,  are  propei'ly  finished — that  is  to  say, 
they  are  exquisite  representations  of  the  different 
objects  painted,  wdth  exactly  the  right  amount  of 
realism,  and  subordinated  with  admirable  skill  to  the 
chief  objects,  namely,  the  heads  of  the  ])ersons  re¬ 
presented. 

If  the  student  1)6  a  painter  of  history,  I  refer 
him  to  what  I  have  already  said.  If  of  genre, 
then  I  would  refer  him  to  the  works  of  the  great 
Dutchmen,  especially  those  of  Jan  Steen,  whose  art 
is  scarcely  inferior  to  that  of  Titian.  In  those  he 
will  find  neither  slovenliness  nor  realism,  but  the 
jude  mllteii  between  the  two. 

I  feel  less  competent  to  speak  of  landsca2)e  art. 
Turner  is  the  god  of  my  idolatry,  and  in  his  work 
I  can  find  no  “  realism,”  but  only  the  rendering  of 
nature  by  the  hand  of  a  true  poet. 

If  anything  I  have  urged  in  this  paper  should 
act  as  a  warning  against  the  dangerous  crotchets  of 
the  art-mongers  of  the  day,  my  purpose  in  writing 
it  will  be  fully  answered. 


THE  MARKET-PLACE,  WELLS. 
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WELLS  AND  ITS  CATHEDRAL. 

By  ELIZABETH  ROBINS  PENNELL. 


"fTTE  came  to  Wells  with  the  primroses.  Before 
we  left,  gardens  were  sweet  with  lilacs  and 
laburnums,  meadows  were  all  white  and  golden  with 
daisies  and  buttercups,  near  hillsides  were  covered 
with  “  the  flowery  frost  of  May.'’"’  Nowhere  is  the 
corning  of  the  spring  more  beautiful  than  in  Somerset, 
the  land  of  orchards. 

It  gives  a  new  charm  to  the  little  cathedral  city 
at  the  foot  of  Mendip,  whose  chief  interest  at  other 
times  is,  as  Mr.  Freeman  says,  ecclesiastical.  You 
have  but  to  climb  to  the  top  of  the  cathedral  tower 
to  know  that  he  is  right.  As  you  lean  over  the 
parapet,  you  have  spread  out  before  you  an  ecclesias¬ 
tical  enclosure,  such  as  you  have  never  seen,  except 
in  some  old  mediaeval  engraving.  A  gargoyle  grins 
at  your  side.  Just  below  you  are  grotesque  heads 
looking  downward,  and  many  pinnacles.  To  the 
north,  and  still  lower,  is  the  long,  narrow  Vicar’s 
Close,  lined  with  little  fourteenth-century  houses, 
each  holding  up  a  tall  chimney,  and  each  with  a 
little  green  place  at  its  door.  Beyond  the  southern 
transept,  moat  and  battlemented  walls  shut  iu  the 
old  gabled  Bishop’s  Palace  and  its  g-arden.  To  east¬ 
ward  and  westward,  a  mere  handful  of  houses  in  strag¬ 
gling  lines  wander  into  the  country.  Throughout  is 
but  one  prominent  landmai-k,  the  lovely  grey  tower 
of  the  Church  of  St.  Cuthbert.  This  is  all  Wells. 

When  you  walk  through  the  town,  you  find  that 
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everything  worth  looking  at — the  old  houses  to  the 
north  of  the  gi’een,  the  many  gateways,  the  little 
almshouses,  where  old  men  sit  in  the  queer  old  stone 
seats  in  the  outer  wall  to  watch  the  passers-by — in  a 
word,  everything  beautiful  with  the  beauty  of  other 
days,  belongs  in  one  way  or  another  to  cathedral  or 
church.  At  first  you  may  think  you  have  found  an 
exception  in  the  market-place,  where  a  few  gabled 
houses  with  jirojecting  storeys  and  diamond-paned 
windows  and  bits  of  carving  still  stand  overlooking 
the  town  fountain  and  the  cannon  from  Sevastopol. 
One  of  these  is  the  Crown  Inn,  from  which  William 
Penn,  who  hated  things  ecclesiastical,  once  taught 
the  people  of  Wells  the  new  gospel  of  peace  and  love 
and  salvation.  And  yet  the  market-place  was  built 
by  a  bishop,  and  in  it  you  cannot  forget  the  cathedral. 
It  lifts  its  grey  towers  above  the  gateway  at  the 
corner,  the  only  passage  between  the  square  and  the 
cathedral  green.  Near  by  is  the  beautiful  old  gate¬ 
house,  with  crumbling  tracery  and  broken  battlements, 
which  leads  towards  the  palace. 

From  the  country  around,  from  meadowland  and 
hilltops,  it  is  always  cathedral  and  church  you  see 
when  your  eyes  turn  towards  Wells.  And  so  it  is 
with  the  history  of  the  town  in  the  past  and  in  the 
present.  In  the  centuries  that  are  gone,  had  it  not 
been  for  the  cathedral  there  never  would  have  been  a 
town.  The  great  men  of  Wells  were  its  bishops  and 
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priests  ;  the  great  deeds,  the 
and  close,  palace  and  deanery; 
the  Catholic  Church  in  Engl 


building  of  cathedral 
the  records,  those  of 
and  through  all  her 
growth  in  power, 
and  wealth,  and 
corru[)tion,  to  her 
fall.  There  are 
no  world  -  wide 
famous  names  or 
events  associated 
with  AVells  as 
with  Canterbury 
or  Westminster  ; 
and,  still,  to  those 
who  read  aright, 
its  history  is,  as 
Mr.  Parker  says, 
that  of  England. 

To-day,  were 
it  not  for  the  ca¬ 
thedral,  the  town 
would  fall  into 
the  long  sleep  for 
which  already  it 
seems  so  wel  1 


CENTRE  OF  THE  WEST  FRONT  OF  THE  CATHEDE.UL,  WELLS. 
{Draioi  hy  C.  E.  Mcilloirs.) 


prepared.  It  is  this  sleepiness  which  first  impresses 
the  stranger.  The  market-place  and  High  Street, 
for  all  their  shops,  looked  to  us  as  if  they  had 
been  caught  napping.  The  two  men  in  armour, 
on  the  north  transept  wall,  struck  the  cpiarters 
timidly,  as  if  to  apologise  for  breaking  tbe  stillness. 
The  only  signs  of  activity  were  in  the  })alace  moat, 


where  ducks  fought  and  tumbled  under  the  elms. 
But  gradually  we  learned  something  of  the  real  life 
of  the  town.  It  is,  like  the  history  of  Wells,  wholly 
ecclesiastical,  and  centres  about  the  cathedral.  Our 
rooms  were  in  the  Vicar’s  Close,  and  here  we  always 
heard  the  near  bells  ringing  for  service,  and  saw  the 
canons  and  choristers  on  their  way  to  and  from  the 
cathedral.  Ijater,  the  theological  students  returned 
from  their  holidays.  Their  rooms,  too,  were  in  the 
close,  and  they  were  for  ever  passing  backwards  and 
forwards  between  it  and  lecture-hall  or  tennis-court. 
Three  times  a  day  through  our  open  windows  came 
the  sweet  sound  of  their  chantino-  from  the  little 
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chapel  at  the  far  end  of  the  enclosure.  It  was  a 
quiet,  peaceful  life,  such  as  you  might  imagine  the 
monks  of  old  living ;  quieter  now  than  when  the 
bishop’s  power,  temporal  and  spiritual,  was  real,  and 
moat  and  wall  about  his  palace  served  for  defence  as 
well  as  beauty. 

In  all  the  group  of  buildings  which  make  the 
glory  of  Wells,  the  cathedral,  of  course,  is  first  in 
interest.  If  you  come  to  it,  not  by  the  Shepton 
Mallet  Road,  as  Mr.  Freeman  advises,  but,  as  is  more 
probable,  by  the  direct  way  from  the  station,  you  will 
begin  by  being  disappointed.  Seen  I’rom  under  the 
limes  at  the  opposite  end  of  the  well-kept  green,  the 
west  front  is  low  and  square.  Its  doors  and  windows 
would  be  small  in  a  small  parish  church.  The  slim, 
greyish,  Idack  shafts  that  support  the  many  canopies 
have,  at  least  to  our  American  eyes,  a  suggestion  of 
stove  or  un])aiuted  organ  ))ipes.  Moreover,  if  jmu 
have  heard  Mr.  Ruskin’s  praise  of  the  statues,  or 
that  of  men  who  think  that  from  them  French 
sculptors  borrowed  all  the  loveliness  of  their  art, 
when  you  are  near  enough  to  see,  they,  too,  must 
be  a  disappointment.  The  faces  of  the  angels  are 
fiat  and  featureless,  the  drapery  of  saints  and  bishops 
is  broken  and  crumbling.  Even  at  their  best,  it  is 
most  likely  their  greatest  beauty  was  that  of  quaint¬ 
ness — the  beauty  still  to  be  seen  in  the  old  kings 
with  their  strangely  misshapen  arms  akimbo.  We 
always  liked  the  west  front  best  in  the  late  afternoon, 
when  the  western  light  shone  on  all  this  multitude  of 
saints  and  angels  and  kings  in  their  high  niches,  and 
the  rooks  perched  solemnly  on  the  poor  weather¬ 
worn  heads  and  shoulders,  and  on  the  mutilated 
arms. 

Disappointment  comes  to  an  end  once  you  pass 
from  the  front  to  walk  around  the  north  side  of  the 
cathedral.  You  look  up  to  where  the  grey  tower 
springs  far  above  the  pinnacles  of  nave  and  transept. 
Across  the  street  stretches  the  chain-gate,  the  bridge 
which  made  a  private  entrance  into  the  cathedral  for 
the  vicars-choral  who  lived  in  the  close,  where  choris¬ 
ters,  or  lay-vicars,  are  still  given  their  houses.  The 
north  door  is  rich  with  the  carvings  for  which  Wells 
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is  famed.  And  when  you  go  a  little  further  and  see 
the  chapter-house,  with  its  Pointed  roof  and  many 
Decorated  windows,  and  the  Lady  Chapel,  close  to 
which  rise  from  the  foliage  the  three  old  gables  of 
the  precentor^s  house,  you  understand  why  Mr.  Free¬ 
man  calls  the  grouping  of  these  buildings  matchless. 
It  is  impossible  not  to  quote  Mr.  Freeman  in  Wells, 
the  cathedral  town  of  all  those  he  knows  so  well, 
which  seems  to  belong  particularly  to  him.  On  the 
soutli  side  of  the  cathedral  are  the  cloisters  where 
never  walked  a  monk.  Not  in  its  earliest  years  was 
Wells  a  monastery.  The  cloisters  were  but  a  passage- 
way  for  the  bishop,  a  covered  walk  about  the  grave¬ 
yard.  Under  the  wide-spreading  yew  that  shades 
the  little  green  space  they  enclose  the  dead  are  still 
brought  to  be  buried,  while  the  great  bell  above  tolls 
slowly.  From  no  point  is  the  central  tower  so  fair 
to  look  upon  as  from  this  place  of  sleep. 

Without  the  cathedral,  hideous  gargoyles  —  old 
witches  of  women,  inhuman  monsters,  grinning 
demons — stare  down  upon  you  from  nave  and  tran¬ 
sept  walls,  from  chapter-house  and  chain-gate  heights. 
Within,  men,  and  beasts,  and  birds  lurk  in  the  grace- 


sculptures  are  to  be  found.  As  with  the  statues  on 
the  west  front,  their  (juaintuess  is  their  chief  beauty. 
But  grotesque  as  many  are  in  themselves,  in  decora¬ 
tive  feeling  and  grace  all  are  very  lovely.  They  say 
that  in  Jocelin  s  time,  and  after,  local  sculptors  were 
at  work  on  the  decoration  of  their  cathedral,  and  this 
is  why.  Early  English  as  it  is,  it  is  so  different  from 
the  cathedrals  at  Lincoln  and  Salisbury.  In  it  are 
Pointed  arches  and  lancet  windows ;  the  new  style 
was,  in  a  measure,  adopted,  but  the  old  Romanesque 
still  lingered. 

In  keeping  with  the  sculptures  is  the  old  Glaston¬ 
bury  clock,  with  new  works,  which,  on  the  north 
transept  wall,  gives  its  hourly  tournament.  Close 
by,  and  seated  on  a  lofty  bracket,  is  the  man  who, 
with  his  feet,  strikes  the  quarters. 

With  all  this  wealth  of  detail,  the  interior,  as  a 
whole,  is  bare.  Its  bareness  is  that  of  every  English 
cathedral  where  the  choir  is  shut  off  for  service.  The 
two  circles  in  the  spandrils  of  the  inverted  arch 
look  down  like  great  eyes  ujion  a  cold,  white  nave. 
This  inverted  arch,  as  everyone  knows,  was  built  to 
strengthen  the  support  of  the  central  tower,  which 
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(Draiore  by  C. 

ful  foliage  of  almost  every  capital.  Here  it  is  a 
cobbler  at  work,  thieves  in  a  vineyard,  a  sufferer  in 
the  agony  of  toothache ;  here  a  strange  and  beauti¬ 
ful  bird  twines  its  two  bodies  among  the  leaves. 
Wherever,  indeed,  they  are  possible,  there  these 
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was  no  sooner  set  up  than  the  piers  sank  beneath  it. 
The  arch  has  been  severely  criticised  and  condemned. 
But  it  gives  the  cathedral  a  distinct  character  of  its 
own. 

More  picturesque  than  nave  and  transepts  are  the 
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groove  worn  in  them  by  the  feet  of  viears-choi'al  and 
dean  and  cdiai)ter.  Tliey  lead  to  the  chaptev-lionse^ 
and  then  to  the  covered  gallery  across  the  street,  and 
are  as  pccnliar  to  AVclls  as  the  inverted  arch  beneath 
the  tn\v(T. 

1  do  not  know  that  spring  made  much  difference 
to  the  interior  of  the  cathe- 
;-..  dral ;  there  was  only  a  little 

more  sunshine  to  warm  the 
white  piers  and  arches.  But 
the  exterior  and  its  sinn'onnd- 
ings  g’rew  lovelier  with  every 
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Lady  Chapel,  with  the  grove  of  clustered  columns  at  day.  On  the  green  the  old  limes  took  new  life, 
its  entrance,  and  the  old  stone  stairs,  with  the  deep  and  fdled  their  many  hranches  with  tender  young 
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leaves ;  the  grass  was  sprinkled  witli  tiny  daisies, 
which  sprang  up  again  and  again  as  quickly  as 
they  were  cut  down  by  the  mower.  WallHowers 
forced  their  way  through  every  crack  and  crevice 
in  the  old  stonework  of  the  cathedral  and  the 
chain-gate ;  with  the  red  valerian  they  made  flower¬ 
beds  of  old  gateways  and  house-roofs;  they  gave 
brighter  colour  to  the  vine-grown  moat  wall  and  its 
deep  reflections;  they  blossomed  in  a  gay  border 
beneath  the  battlements  of  the  palace  ruins ;  they 
grew  with  waving  grass  on  the  mossy  tops  of 
the  high  stone  walls  with  which  the  peo2')le  of 
Wells,  like  the  Florentines,  shut  in  their  gardens. 


Of  these,  the  loveliest  is  the  Inshop’s.  In  it  are 
flowers  everywhere.  Roses  gr(uv  about  Hie  low 
portal;  a  brilliant  may-tree  stands  on  Hie  edge  of 
the  lawn.  On  the  other  side  is  a  jirim,  old-fashioned 
Italian  garden  made  by  one  of  the  late  bishoji's  wives, 
and  beyond  this  you  cro.ss  the  moat  and  come  to 
where  fruit-trees  drop  pale  blossoms  into  the  wells 
from  which  the  town  takes  its  name.  The  north 
end  of  the  palace,  which  you  are  now  facing,  rises 
right  from  the  moat,  and  has  been  less  restored  than 
the  rest  of  the  building.  It  is  irregular  with  gables 
and  oriel  windows,  and  many  vines  climb  over  its 
walls.  Its  reflection  falls  into  the  water  below. 


CEOSCOMBE  CHUECH,  NEAE  WELLS. 

{Draimi  by  C.  E.  MaUoics.  Evyraved  by  J.  D.  Cooper.) 


to  lie  broken  by  long  lines  of 
ripples,  as  the  swans  and  ducks 
swim  past.  For  colour,  there  is  no¬ 
thing  in  Venice  more  beautiful  than 
the  wall  around  the  garden,  with 
the  red  brick  showing  through  the 
green  things  growing  on  it,  and 
with  its  rich  growth  of  valerian  and 
wall-flowers. 

Had  we  not  staved  so  long  in 
Wells,  we  should  have  learned  little 
of  the  loveliness  of  the  countin' 
round  about — a  loveliness  of  which 
the  tourist  of  a  day  nmst  ever  re¬ 
main  in  ignorance.  Where  the 
streets  come  to  an  end,  little  foot¬ 
paths  wander  across  broad  meadows 
and  through  spinneys.  Garden  walls 
lower  their  heights,  and  cover  them¬ 
selves  with  green  to  follow  the  many 
turns  of  low-lying  lanes.  Fields  and 
orchards  slope  uj^ward  to  the  gorse- 
grown,  barren  tops  of  Mendip,  from 
which  you  look  down  over  the  val¬ 
ley.  Just  below,  the  grey  towers 
rise  above  the  blue  smoke  of  Wells 
into  clean  air,  and  beyond  are  heclged- 
in  meadows,  with  here  and  there 
a  steep,  grassy  hill  standing  soli¬ 
tary  ;  still  beyond  is  a  pale  range  of 
hills,  and  on  the  horizon  Glastonbury 
Tor,  crowned  with  St.  Michael’s 
tower,  is  grey  against  the  sky.  And 
if  the  day  is  bright,  away  to  the 
west  is  the  shining  sea.  Not 
the  least  of  this  loveliness  are  the 
little  towns  and  villages  scattered 
over  the  hills  and  in  the  plain, 
each  clustering  around  one  of  the 
fair  towers  for  which  Somerset  is 
famed. 
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By  E.  I'JMBAULT  DIBBIN. 


IVERPOOL  is  a  brand-new  city, 
and  not  ancient  even  as  a  town — 
I'or  it  was  only  dnriny 
last  century  that  it 
einerg'ed  from  compara¬ 
tive  obscurity.  The  in¬ 
habitants  from  the  lirst 
were  enero-etic  and  enter- 
])rising-,  and  missed  no 
o})portunity  of  advancing' 
their  fortunes.  At  one 
time  privateering  and  the 
slave  trade  were  favourite 
lields  of  enterprise;  but,  as 
civilisation  advanced,  these  gave  place  to  less  dubious 
forms  of  trade,  in  the  pursuit  of  which  Liverpool  gradu¬ 
ally  acquired  its  place  as  one  of  the  greatest  ports  of 
the  world.  The  people  were  early  inclined  to  the  arts. 
Alusic  flourished,  letters  were  encouraged,  the  theatre 
was  a  regular  resort  out  of  season  for  the  best  actors 
on  the  London  boards,  and  i)ainting  was  not  neglected. 
Two  years  after  the  Royal  Academy  was  founded,  a 
“  Society  for  the  Protection  and  Encouragement  of  the 
Art  of  Design  in  Liverpool  ”  was  formed.  It  soon  ex¬ 
pired,  but  was  revived  in  177d,  and  in  1774  o])ened  the 
first  provincial  Art  Exhibition  held  in  the  kingdom. 
Tliis  contained  eighty-four  exhibits,  which  included 
landscapes,  engravings,  models  of  shipping,  minia¬ 
tures,  designs  for  furniture,  portraits,  and  studies  in 
Indian-ink  and  chalk.  After  a  second  period  of  in¬ 
action,  the  movement  again  revived  in  1784,  in  which 
year  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds  and  other  eminent  painters 
were  exhibitors.  After  a  year  or  two  the  enterprise 
fell  through,  and  nothing  of  importance  was  done 
until  1811),  when  the  Liverpool  Academy  was  founded 
and  opened  its  first  exhibition.  It  is  thus,  with 
the  exception  of  the  Royal  Academy  and  the  “  Old 
Society,^^  the  oldest  existing  art  corporation  in  the 
kingdom.  Many  honoured  names  have  found  a  place 
on  the  roll  of  the  Liverpool  Academy,  and  the  fame 
of  not  a  few  of  its  mendjers  has  become  national. 

The  annals  of  the  Liverpool  Academy  yet  await  a 
worthy  chronicler;  but  this  is  not  the  place  to  deal 
with  its  career.  Its  downfall  as  the  leading  power  in 
local  art  was  due  indirectly  to  the  Pre-Raphaelite 
movement.  In  the  earlier  ])art  of  the  century,  it  was 
the  custom  of  the  Academy  to  award  money-prizes  to 
the  best  works  shown  at  their  exhibitions.  The  worth 
of  the  new  art-deparfurc  was  promptly  recognised  by 


the  Council  of  the  Academy,  and,  during  the  seven 
years  from  1851  to  1857,  the  annual  prize  of  c€5() 
was  awarded  on  six  occasions  to  pictures  by  W. 
llolmau  Hunt  (11),  J.  E.  Millais  (:1),  Mark  Anthony, 
and  Eord  Madox  Rrown.  The  adherents  of  what  was 
then  styled  ‘‘  the  natural  schooL^  were  extremely 
indignant  at  this,  and  when,  in  1857,  Millais’  “  Blind 
Cirl  won  the  prize,  a  fierce  strife  arose  ;  the  advocates 
of  the  old  order  alleging  that  the  award  should  have 
been  to  “Waiting  for  the  Verdict,^’  by  Abraham 
Solomon.  The  question  attracted  general  interest,  and 
the  AtJienanm  attacked  the  Academy  in  most  bitter 
terms  for  its  recognition  of  what  the  writer  styled  “  the 
Pre-Ra]diaelite  heresy.'’^  John  Ruskin  was  equally 
warm  on  the  other  side,  and,  in  prophesying  that 
events  would  vindicate  the  action  of  the  Academy,  he 
styled  the  occasion  “  the  lirst  instance  on  record  of 
the  entirely  just  and  beneficial  working  of  the  acade¬ 
mical  system.^'’  The  strife  continued  for  some  time 
at  a  white  heat.  Next  year  the  Council  gave  worse 
offence  than  ever  by  fixing  their  choice  on  an  entirely 
uupopidar  work  by  Eord  Madox  Brown  ;  a  member 
who  had  written  to  the  papers  was  promptly  expelled ; 
the  Town  Council  was  induced  to  withdraw  financial 
support  from  the  Academy  ;  and  rival  exhibitions  were 
opened,  with  the  inevitable  result  of  disaster  to  both 
sides.  The  prizes  were  ajjparently  discontinued  after 
186.i  ;  and,  five  years  later,  the  funds  of  the  Academy 
being  exhausted,  the  exhibitions  ceased. 

With  matters  in  this  unsatisfactory  state,  the 
Corporation,  which  included  several  ju’ominent  citizens 
interested  in  art,  decided  to  hold  an  annual  autumn 
exhibition  of  pictures  in  the  premises  of  the  Free 
Public  Library  and  Aluseum,  the  gift  to  the  town  of 
Sir  Mhlliam  Brown.  The  first  exhibition  was  opened 
on  4th  September,  1871,  and  since  then  the  “Autumn 
Exhibition”  has  been  the  chief  art  event  of  the  year 
in  Liverpool. 

The  growth  in  importance  of  the  exhibitions  and 
of  the  permanent  collection  of  pictures  acquired  by 
the  Corporation  soon  rendered  it  necessary  that  new 
premises  should  be  found.  So  earl}"  as  1873,  a  report 
was  presented  to  the  Town  Council,  by  a  committee 
of  gentlemen  interested  in  the  matter,  recommending 
the  erection  of  a  separate  gallery  of  art  as  an  adjunct 
to  the  library  and  museum.  A  large  section  of  the 
ratepayers  strongly  opposed  the  scheme  ;  but,  on  the 
other  hand,  several  prominent  citizens  determined  not 
to  let  the  matter  rest.  At  a  public  meeting,  held  at 
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the  Town  Hall,  on  ‘29th  September,  1873,  a  committee 
was  formed  and  subscriptions  of  nearly  £7,000  were 
announced  in  the  room.  The  Mayor,  Mr.  Edward 
Samuelson,  who  presided  at  the  meeting*,  has  through¬ 
out  been  one  of  the  most  active  and  influential  pro¬ 
moters  of  art  in  the  town,  and  it  is  to  him,  with  Mr. 


was  designed  by  Messrs.  Cornelius  Sherlock  and  H. 
11.  Vale,  was  opened  by  the  Earl  of  Derby.  In  1882, 
the  growth  of  the  permanent  collection  rendered 
it  necessary  to  have  increased  accommodation,  and, 
although  an  extension  of  the  building  was  sanctioned 
by  the  City  Council,  the  donor  of  the  gallery  insisted 


STUDENTS  OF  SALAMANCA  SEKENADING. 

(From  the  Picture  hy  John  Philip,  R.A.  Engraved  by  F.  Babbage.) 


(now  Sir)  James  Picton  and  Mr.  P.  H.  Rathbone,  that 
the  success  of  the  movement  was  most  largely  due. 
At  this  juncture  all  difficulties  were  dissi25ated  by  the 
munificence  of  Mr.  Alderman  (now  Sir)  A.  B.  Walker, 
who,  on  his  election  as  Mayor  in  November,  1873, 
announced  his  intention  of  erecting  the  required  build¬ 
ing  at  his  own  cost  and  presenting  it  to  the  town.  The 
foundation-stone  was  laid  on  28th  September,  1874, 
and  on  the  6th  September,  1877,  the  building,  which 


on  defraying  the  entire  cost.  The  addition  was 
opened  in  the  autumn  of  1884.  The  building,  which 
is  named  the  Walker  Art  Gallery,  has  a  commanding 
situation  facing  the  north  end  of  St.  George’s  Hall, 
and  claims  to  be  the  finest  English  art  gallery  out  of 
London.  Externally  it  is  fairly  effective,  and  the 
interior,  especially  the  upper  suite  of  thirteen  rooms, 
is  admirably  suited  for  the  exhibition  of  pictures.  The 
light  is  not  at  too  great  an  altitude,  and  is  so  arranged 
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that  it  falls  directly  on  the  walls,  which  are  evenly 
lig'hted,  and  have  no  dark  corners.  The  total  cost 
to  Sir  A.  15.  Ahdker,  Bart.,  is  estimated  at  hetwecu 
t50,0lJ0  and  £60, (100. 

Although  only  seventeen  years  have  elapsed  since 
the  lirst  small  beginnings  were  made,  and  oidy  eleven 
since  Liverpool  conld  lirst  boast  an  art  gallery,  the 
catalognc  of  the  permanent  collection  already  com- 


masters,^'’  for  the  most  j)art  gifts,  Imt  not  many  of 
them  are  of  the  lirst  order  of  merit. 

One  of  the  most  distingnished  of  the  earlier 
Victorian  })ainters,  John  Philip,  R.A.,  is  well  repre¬ 
sented  by  an  nnlinished  but  brilliant  and  highly 
cbaracteristic  example  of  his  work,  entitled  “  Students 
of  Salamanca  Serenading,'”  presented  by  Mr.  Benson 
Bathbone  in  1 S8U.  The  lack  of  linish,  while  it 


TABLE  d’hote  AT  A  DOGS’  HOME. 

(From  the  Pichire  hy  J.  C.  DoJlman,  ItJ.  Eogravcd  by  P.  yutimainf.) 


jirises  over  live  hundred  works,  many  of  very  great 
value  and  imjiorlance.  A  nnmber  of  valuable 
works  of  art  have  been  acf|uired  by  l)eqnest  or  gift 
of  either  ])ictures  or  money,  but  the  major  portion 
of  the  collection  and  of  the  finest  works  included  in 
it  have  been  purchased  by  the  Arts  Committee  of 
the  Corporation  with  surplus  funds  arising  from  the 
profits  of  the  Autumn  Exhibitions.  In  consequence 
of  the  fierce  light  that  beats  upon  the  proceedings  of 
jiublic  bodies  there  have,  from  time  to  time,  been 
outcries  against  individual  purchases,  and  some  of  the 
most  unpleasant  experiences  of  the  committee  have 
been  in  connection  with  the  acquisition  of  works 
which  are  now'  rightly  regarded  as  among  the  choicest 
gems  ill  the  gallery. 

The  oil-paintings,  which  form  the  most  imporlant 
section  of  the  collection,  number  nearly  two  hundred 
and  fifty.  As  might  be  expected,  the  modern  pictures 
are  by  far  the  most  imjiortant.  There  are  certain  “  old 


scarcely  detracts  from  the  beauty  of  the  picture,  is  of 
sjiecial  interest  to  amateurs,  as  displaying  somewhat 
of  the  method  of  the  artist,  whose  brush  w'as  guided 
by  an  adroit  and  sure  hand.  The  carefully-painted 
head  of  a  mule  to  the  right  of  the  picture  is  by 
Richard  Ansdell,  R.A.,  a  painter  of  distinction  who 
had  his  origin  in  Liverpool,  and  was  for  some  time 
president  of  the  Liverpool  Academy.  The  greatest 
of  all  our  animal-jiainters.  Sir  Edwin  Landseer, 
R.A.,  is  less  satisfactorily  represented  by  three  ex¬ 
amples  of  but  little  importance  ;  the  portrait  of  Sir 
£V alter  Scott  being,  on  account  of  its  subject,  the 
most  interesting.  “  The  Five  of  the  Battle  of  Edge- 
Hill,”  by  Landseer’s  brother  Charles,  is  said  to  be 
that  painter’s  best  work.  The  dogs  were  originally 
painted  by  Sir  Edwin  ;  but  an  ingenious  dealer, 
through  whose  hands  the  picture  passed,  cut  the 
animals  out  and  substituted  copies  by  an  inferior 
band.  The  discovery  of  this  circumstance  after  the 
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SAMSON. 

(Fiom  the  Piclure  hi/  Solomon  J.  Solomon.  Engraved  by  Jon 
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purchase  of  the  picture  furnished  the  ever- vigilant 
critics  of  the  Corporation  with  excellent  entertain¬ 
ment.  The  work,  however,  is  by  no  means  devoid  of 
merit. 

It  is  particularly  appropriate  that  the  city  which 
gave  the  tirst  official  recognition  of  the  Pre-Raphaelite 
school  should  possess  so  fine  an  example  of  its  methods 
as  the  ^‘Lorenzo  and  Isabella'’^  of  Millais — “the 
most  wonderful  painting  that  any  youth  still  under 
twenty  years  of  age  ever  did  in  the  world.”  The 
picture,  which  does  not  illustrate  any  particular  in¬ 
cident  either  in  the  tale  of  Boccaccio  or  the  poem 
of  Keats,  represents  the  household  of  the  trea¬ 
cherous  brothers  seated  at  tablo:  The  story  of  the 
unhappy  lovers  is  subtly  indicated  by  the  painter, 
and  the  patient  imitation  of  texture  throughout  the 


friend,  his  dog,”  J.  C.  Dnllman,  R.I.,  Imhls  a  high 
place;  and  his  “Table  dTldte  at  a  Dogs’  Home,” 
presented  by  Sir  J.  A.  Picton,  is  a  delightful  subject, 
quite  in  Landseer’s  humorous  vein.  Dogs  of  all 
kinds  are  attacking  the  meal  provided  for  them  in 
a  long  wooden  trough,  and  there  is  much  subtle 
insight  into  canine  character  in  the  demeanour  of 
the  various  and  varied  guests. 

One  of  the  most  difficult  problems  constantly 
presented  to  the  controllers  of  a  public  collection  is 
the  question  as  to  what  class  of  pictures  should  be 
acquired.  Works  of  art  bought  with  public  money 
should  certainly  be  selected  with  an  eye  to  the  taste 
of  the  million,  especially  in  a  city  like  Liverpool, 
where  the  average  daily  attendance  for  the  last  ten 
years  has  been  nearly  two  thousand.  On  the  whole. 


LOBENZO  AND  ISABELLA. 

(From  the  Piclitre  by  Sir  J.  E.  Millais,  Bart.,  R.A.  Engraved  by  F.  Babbage.) 


work  is  little  short  of  marvellous.  The  faces  were 
painted  from  various  distinguished  sitters,  including 
Messrs.  Gabriele  Rossetti,  Dante  G.  Rossetti,  W. 
B.  Scott,  Wright  the  architect,  Fenn,  Harris,  W.  M. 
Rossetti,  and  F.  G.  Stephens,  now  art-critic  of  the 
Aiheumum.  (See  engraving  also  on  p.  25.) 

Among  more  recent  painters  of  “  man’s  best 


the  Arts  Committee  of  the  Corporation  have  acquitted 
themselves  excellently.  While  not  neglecting  the 
claims  of  genuine  art-lovers,  or  losing  sight  of  the 
inflexible  necessity  of  buying  nothing  that  is  not 
first  of  all  a  good  work  of  art,  they  have  succeeded 
in  making  the  gallery  genuinely  attractive  to  the 
“uncultured  visitor”  by  acquiring  pictures  which 
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nre  iii(i'insic;illy  iiiterostiiig.  The 
seriplural  sulijeet,  if  treated  in  a 
modern  spirit^  always  takes  well 
with  tlie  erowd,  and  the  AValker 
Art  Gallery  1  las  several  ])opular 
favourites  that  prove  this.  “  Ruth 
a.nd  Naomi/"  by  P.  IL  Calderon, 
R.A.,  illustrates  the  most  charm- 
in<>‘  of  Bible  idylls  in  a  deli^-htful 
manner.  'The  ]iainter"s  penehant 
for  loveliness  in  woman  has  made 
even  Naomi  g-ood- looking’,  and 
Ruth  is  of  extreme  beauty,  while 
her  attitude  and  g-esture  are  touch- 
ingly  expressed.  Orjiali  stands 
apart  in  o])en-eycd  wonder  at  the 
reluctanee  of  Ruth  to  leave  their 
mother-iii-law.  The  whole  is  set 
in  a  sterile  eastern  landscape,  heau- 
tilied  by  the  rosy  light  of  sunset. 
The  well-known  'CElijah  iii  the 
Wilderuess/"  by  Sir  P.  Leighton, 
P.R.A.,  commissioned  in  1S70, 
and  ])resented  to  the  gallery  by 
Air.  A.  G.  Kurtz,  is  a.  characteristic 
exam])le  of  that  ])aintor"s  scho¬ 
larly  and  elevated  treatment  of 
such  themes.  “  The  Shepherd  of 
Jerusalem,""  by  P.  R.  Alorris, 
A.R.A.,  presented  by  Air.  Henry 
Branston,  is  a  happy  conception, 
suggested  by  the  great  world - 
tragedy.  A  swarthy  shepherd, 
tending  his  shec])  and  goats,  has 
come  u])on  a  rude  wooden  cross 
bearing’  an  inscription.  He  looks 
lip — and  doubtless  wonders  who 
this  King  of  the  Jews  may  be  who 
was  so  cruelly  mocked  in  the 
hour  of  death — while  over  his 
head  llutters  a  ilight  of  doves. 

One  of  the  most  recent  addi¬ 
tions  is  the  well-known  ‘^Samson,"" 
by  Solomon  J.  Solomon,  which  was 
presented  last  year  by  Air.  James 
Harrison.  So  far,  indeed,  as  it  is 
jiossible  for  art  to  represent  suc¬ 
cessfully  a  scene  of  violent  action. 
Air.  Solomon  has  succeeded.  The 
canvas  is  full  of  large  ligures  in  a 
very  whirl  of  strife.  Everything 
introduced  lends  itself  to  the  wild 
movement,  and  the  falling  tripod 
and  swinging  lamii  add  to  the  vivid 
effect.  The  incident  is  realised, 
THE  sHEi'iiEiia  OF  JERUSALEM.  aiid  the  stoiy  is  told  to  perfection. 

(I’loiii  the  I’iclurc  by  1‘hil.  U.  Ilorris,  A  It. A  Ktiyiacul  by  C.  Carter.) 
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THE  POETEAITS  OF  DANTE  GABEIEL  EOBSETTL— I. 

By  WILLIAM  M.  ROSSETTI. 


ONSIDERING  that  Dante 
Rossetti  was  an  artist  from 
boyhood  upwards,  and  a  poet 
as  well,  much  admired  in  his 
maturity;  that  he  was  at  an 
early  age  a  prime  mover  in 
the  foundation  of  a  special 
and  active  school  of  art — the 
so-called  Pre-Raphaelite;  that 
he  associated  all  his  life  with 
artists,  many  of  them  of  high  standing  in  their  pro¬ 
fession,  and  drawn  to  him  by 
intimate  ties  of  friendship  and 
endeavour ;  and  that  his  head 
was  one  extremely  well  adapted 
for  being  portrayed  ; — it  cannot 
be  said  that  the  extant  portraits 
of  him  are  by  any  means  nu¬ 
merous  in  proportion.  There  is 
only  one  single  portrait,  that 
by  Mr.  G.  F.  W atts,'^  which 
holds  the  rank  of  a  serious  like¬ 
ness  of  him,  painted  expressly 
as  such,  and  completed  as  an 
oil  picture  on  the  scale  of  life. 

Rossetti  never,  I  think,  painted 
any  portrait  of  himself — -cer¬ 
tainly  not  any  of  large  dimen¬ 
sion  or  highly  elaborated ;  and. 
disliking  the  contingent  trouble 
and  interruption,  he  rather 
evaded  than  courted  any  sug¬ 
gestion  of  sitting  to  other  artists. 

Still,  there  are,  besides  the  work 
by  Mr.  Watts,  a  certain  not  inconsiderable  number 
of  portraits,  of  one  kind  or  another,  traceable  by 
those  who  know  where  to  look  for  them.  It  is  my 
purpose  in  these  articles  to  give  some  account  of  the 
portraits  in  question,  taking  them  as  near  as  may  be 
in  order  of  date.  As  the  brother  of  Dante  Rossetti, 
constantly  along  with  him  in  childhood,  boyhood, 
youth,  and  manhood  up  to  the  moment  of  his  death, 
I  may  be  entitled  to  suppose  myself  an  adequate 
judge  on  the  prime  point  of  likene.ss  to  the  original. 

I  will  begin  by  sketching  the  appearance  of  my 
brother,  as  I  remember  him  towards  the  age  of  thirty- 
five,  or  in  1863.  He  was  of  rather  low  middle  sta¬ 
ture,  or  barely  five  feet  eight  in  height.  He  had  in 

♦  We  regret  that  this  picture,  the  property  of  Mr,  F.  R. 
Leylaiid,  is  inaccessible. — Editok, 


youth  been  thin,  but  was  now  tending  towards  fat¬ 
ness  :  at  times  this  tendency  became  rather  marked, 
and  anon  diminished  again.  He  was  well-propor¬ 
tioned,  save  for  being  somewhat  abnormally  wide 
at  the  hips;  the  shoulders  and  chest  fully  developed, 
the  hands  and  feet  small  and  delicate.  The  hands 
indeed,  were  soft  enough,  and  hardly  too  large,  for  a 
woman’s.  His  head  was  massive  without  beinfr  larffe  : 
the  forehead  broad  and  spacious,  and  rather  noticeably 
high  ;  the  eyes  greyish-blue,  well-shaped  and  well- 
sized  ;  the  nose  nearly  straight  but  prominent,  with 
a  remarkably  strong  indentation 
at  its  spring  from  the  fore¬ 
head  :  wide  nostrils,  moderate 
upper  lip,  teeth  ordinarily  good, 
lips  full  and  not  very  shapely, 
chin  moderate,  ears  in  good  pro¬ 
portion  and  form.  At  this  date 
he  wore  moustaches  and  a  short 
beard  only.  The  cheeks,  clean 
shaven,  were  full  but  not  heavy  ; 
and  the  line  of  the  jaw,  which 
had  in  youth  been  rather  angu¬ 
lar  and  tapering,  had  become 
amply  curved.  His  hair  was  not 
abundant  at  this  pei’iod  of  life, 
but  neither  was  it  at  all  scanty  ; 
baldness  only  began  many  years 
later,  and  it  had  not  proceeded 
very  far  even  at  the  date  of  his 
death.  The  hair  was  dark  in 
colour,  with  a  certain  remains  of 
auburn  brightness,  and  w'as  of 
soft  and  rather  silky  texture. 
His  complexion  was  both  warm  and  dark;  something 
sanguine  and  quick-blooded  in  it,  though  thei’e  was 
no  jrarticular  ruddiness  in  the  cheeks.  He  looked 
more  Italian  than  English  to  me;  and  in  fact  was  so, 
save  in  the  accident  of  birthplace,  and  in  some  points 
of  character.  The  general  expression  of  the  face  was, 
I  should  say,  decidedly  prepossessing ;  it  had  force, 
fire,  predominance,  frankness,  and  a  certain  wanning 
quality  which  seemed  to  meet  sympathy  halfway. 
Neither  in  his  visage  nor  in  his  bearing — nor,  I  may 
at  once  say,  in  his  character — was  there  the  least  jot 
of  mawkish  sentimentalism,  a  quality  which  has  been 
freely  imputed  to  him  by  such  persons  only  as  knew 
him  not  at  all.  If  it  is  asked,  “  Mas  ho  handsome  ?  ” 
I  w’ill  only  reply  that  several  people  considered  him 
eminently  so.  I  hardly  suppose,  however,  that  this 
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was  the  [irevailing  opinion  ;  l)nt  few  wonhl  liave  hesi¬ 
tated  to  say  that  he  looked  like  a  remarkable  and  inte¬ 
resting’  man,  of  whom  one  wonld  willingly  know  more. 

Our  first  illnstration  is  the  lirst  portrait  ever  taken 
of  Dante  Gabriel  Rossetti — or,  in  strictness,  of  Gabriel 
Charles  Dante  Rossetti,  for  these  were  his  baptismal 
names,  and  in  his  own  family  he  was  invariably  called 
“Gabriel.'’^  This  is  a  miniature  painted  towards 
ISd-f,  when  he  was  about  six  years  old  (his  birth¬ 
day  being  12th  May,  1828),  by  Filip])o  Pistrucci, 


mind’s  eye.  Both  he  and  his  brother  Benedetto  had 
a  physical  ])eculiarity  of  the  rarest — the  palm  of  the 
hand  was  lilled  up  with  a  callous  or  corneous  growth, 
which  was  quite  hard  to  the  tomdi,  and  needed  from 
time  to  time  to  be  parcel  down  with  a  razor.  Filippo 
was  a  designer,  jeainter,  writer,  and  imjerovisatore, 
chielly  subsisting  in  England  as  a  teacher  of  Italian  ; 
a  person  of  various  and  ready  faculty,  stopping  short 
of  eminent  talent.  Had  I  to  name  the  man  of  most 
natural  kindliness  of  heart  that  I  ever  knew,  I  should 


D.  0.  EOSSETTI  AT  THE  AGE  OP  EIGHTEEN. 
(From  a  Pencil  Drawing  by  Himself.) 


brother  of  the  celebrateil  meilallist,  Benedetto  Pi¬ 
strucci.  A  companion  miniature  of  our  elder  sister, 
IMaria  Francesca,  was  painted  towards  the  same  time. 
W  e  see  here  that  Rossetti’s  hair  in  childhood  was  a 
bright  auburn,  his  visage  childishly  round,  and  his 
complexion  agreealdy  rose-llushed.  His  garli  is  what 
w’c  called  a  ‘^Spencer”  m  those  days,  of  a-  salmon- 
orange  tint.  I  well  remember  Filippo  Pistrucci,  who 
was  a  Roman  with  a  nobly  emphatic  enunciation  of 
his  native  speech,  and  was,  like  my  father,  a  political 
exile  ;  he  lived  on  till  18.57  or  thereabouts,  dying  in 
a  gooil  old  age.  His  })icturesque  resolute-looking 
head,  embellished  ly  copious  curling  grey  hair,  mid 
rather  spoiled  by  a  quasi  bottle-nose,  is  present  to  my 


probablji  say  “  Filippo  Pistrucci.”  He  was  adored 
by  Italian  organ-grinders,  for  whose  instruction  in 
some  rudiments  of  knowledge  he  greatly  exerted 
himself  towards  1840  and  ensuing  years.  The 
reader  may  be  pretty  sure  that  Filippo  wxas  at  times 
rather  “hard-up,”  and  I  have  an  impression  that  he 
was  invited  by  my  father  to  paint  these  miniatures, 
partly  in  order  that  an  opportune  guinea  or  two  might 
house  in  his  pocket. 

The  same  motive  applied  to  a  second  portrait  done 
of  my  brother.  This  is  a  vignetted  water-colour  by 
Pistrucci,  painted  2‘»>‘obably  in  1840  or  1889;  and 
similar  heads  of  onr  mother,  our  two  sisters,  and 
myself,  were  produced  about  the  same  time.  My 
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brother  and  I  gave  Pistrueci  more  than  one  sitting  at 
his  studio  in  Howland  Street/rottenham  Court  Road. 
This  head  of  Gabriel^  and  the  one  of  Maria,  were  con  ■ 
sidered  in  our  family  to  be  the  only  successful  like¬ 
nesses  of  the  series.  My  brother  appeal's  here  in 
collar  and  blue  jacket,  with  a  brass-buttoned  white 
waistcoat,  and  a  little  hair  watch-chain.  He  is  a 
good-looking  spirited  boy,  his  hair  darkening  but  not 
yet  dark,  parted  at  the  left  side,  his  lips  lightly 
unclosed.  There  is  yet  another  water-colour  of 
Rossetti  done  by  Pistrueci,  rather  earlier  than  the 
last-named ;  it  belongs,  as  do  all  the  rest,  to  our 
surviving  sister  Christina,  and  so  does  the  jiortrait  by 
Filippo  Alaenza,  which  I  shall  next  have  to  mention. 
The  Pistrueci  subject  is  a  head  full-face,  with  slight 
indication  of  shoulders.  It  is  lightly  brushed-in  in 
water-colour  :  plump  face,  rosy  cheeks,  eyes  more 
blue  than  grey.  This  head  was  originally  painted  as 
forming  part  of  a  complete  family  group;  but  the 
other  figures  in  the  composition  were  not  regarded 
with  favour,  and  this  item  alone,  being  cut  out,  was 
preserved. 

As  a  growing  youth  towards  the  age  of  fifteen  and 
sixteen,  my  brother  was  in  rather  uncertain  health, 
which  required  bracing.  Our  parents,  therefore,  on 
more  than  one  occasion,  obtained  permission  from 
the  IMaenza  family  in  Boulogne  that,  quitting  London, 
he  should  stay  with  them  for  a  eouj)le  of  months 
or  so  at  a  time,  under  an  arrangement  as  to  his 
board.  Signor  Giuseppe  Maenza  was  another  of  the 
then  numerous  Italian  refugees  spread  in  squads  over 
the  various  countries  of  Europe  where  the  political 
system  “was  not  one  of  repi'essive  des])otism.  He 
taught  Italian,  and  gave  instructions  in  painting  as 
well — having  an  enviable  aptitude  for  picturesque 
sketching  in  pencil  or  water-colour,  as  of  old  buildings, 
cattle,  boats,  sheds,  market-women,  &c.  He  had  a 
son  Filippo,  familiarly  named  Peppino,  some  four  years 
older  than  my  brother,  and  studying  as  an  artist. 
Peppino  was  a  youth  of  parts,  who  surprised  Rossetti 
by  his  ease  and  decision  in  sketching  from  nature ;  he 
turned  out,  however,  to  be  of  a  desultory  and  un¬ 
settled  disposition,  never  took  steadily  to  his  profes¬ 
sion,  drifted  off  at  last  to  Australia,  and  was  heard 
of  no  more.  For  years  his  parents  remained  in 
anxiety  as  to  his  fate,  and  finally  concluded  that  he 
must  certainly  have  died.  In  November,  1813,  Pep- 
j)ino  did  a  pencil  sketch  of  Rossetti  seated,  nearly  in 
profile — all  but  full-length  —  with  one  leg  raised 
and  grasped  in  both  hands.  It  is  drawn  in  a  dark 
^^blocky^^  manner,  with  firmness  which  might  have 
developed  into  skill,  but  is  a  highly  ungainly  perform¬ 
ance.  Rossetti  here  looks  gaunt  and  uncouth,  a 
hobbledehoy  with  no  girth  of  chest  or  shoulder,  with 
blubber  lips  and  almost  a  quadroon  type  of  face';  not 
stupid,  but  so.  wanting  in  Jineise  as  to  approach  the 
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stolid.  The  unevenly  cut  hair  droops  over  the  fore¬ 
head,  which  is  thus  made  to  look  low.  No  indication 
appears  of  a  coming  whisker  or  moustaebe.  At  that 
date  he  was  certainly  thin ;  but  in  all  other  respects 
the  portrait  is — what  the  family  always  considered  it 
— a  caricature,  and,  even  as  such,  deficient  in  telling 
resemblance. 

The  second  illustration  is  from  a  delicately  drawn 
pencil  head  of  himself,  slightly  heightened  with 
white  chalk,  done  by  Rossetti,  perhaps  in  1810,  or 
as  likely  1847.  It  will  be  seen  that  he  indulged 
at  this  time  (contrary  to  the  precedent  of  1843)  in  an 
unusual  growth  of  flowing  hair;  a  habit  which  youth¬ 
ful  artists  have  constantly  affected,  and  which  ho 
may  be  held  to  have  pushed  to  an  extreme.  He  began 
this  mode  towards  1846;  it  lasted  not  very  long — 
hardly,  I  should  think,  up  to  the  close  of  1849. 
This  head  is,  no  doubt,  considerably  like  my  brother; 
still  it  does  not,  to  me,  carry  with  it  that  flash  of 
absolute  reminiscence  of  the  Rossetti  of  eighteen 
or  nineteen  years  of  age — the  Rossetti  of  the  early 
Italian  translations,  capable  soon  afterwards  of  the 
Pre-Raphaelite  movement  and  “The  Blessed  Damozel  ” 
— which  I  would  so  gladly  receive  from  it.  IVhat 
damages  the  likeness  is  the  sidelong  set  of  the  eyes,  as 
copied  from  the  reflection  in  a  looking-glass;  this  gives 
them  a  constrained  and  somewhat  furtive  aspect,  most 
foreign  to  my  brother’s  appearance  and  character. 

Thei'e  is  another  little  memorandum  of  Rossetti’s 
appearance  rather  later  than  this  date,  done  many 
years  afterwards  by  Mr.  Eyre  Crowe;  it  belongs  to 
our  old  friend,  the  painter  and  poet  Mr.  "William  Bell 
Scott.  This  is  something  midway  between  a  character- 
sketch  and  a  caricature — showing  Rossetti  of  meagre 
form  with  very  wide  hips,  attired  in  a  swallow-tailed 
coat,  such  as  Mr.  Crowe  recollects  having  seen  him 
in  the  Antique  School  of  the  Royal  Academy. 

A  medallion  is  also  presented  of  Rossetti,  still 
long-haired,  executed  by  Mr.  John  Hancock  in  1846; 
I  think  the  date  of  month  is  October,  but  this  is 
concealed  in  the  framing.  If  one  strikes  a  mental 
balance  between  this  medallion  and  the  pencil  head 
which  we  have  just  been  considering,  we  shall  come 
very  near  to  the  true  appearance  of  my  brother  in 
those  early  and  teeming  years.  For  a  youth  in  his 
nineteenth  year,  the  face,  as  represented  by  Hancock, 
is  a  little  haggard;  it  seems  foreshadowed  with  the 
work,  the  aspiration,  the  passion,  of  years  to  come. 
The  mould  of  feature  is  thin  and  bony ;  the  nose  per¬ 
ceptibly  though  slightly  aquiline ;  the  exjiression  of 
the  eyes  one  of  steady  thought,  half-inquiring  and 
half-challenging;  the  mouth  sensitive  and  mobile. 
This  is  a  good  piece  of  work  by  a  young  sculptor 
who  promised  at  his  outset  more  than  he  performed 
in  his  maturity.  John  Hancock — a  wizened  smallish 
man  with  a  slim  voice— made  a  hit  towards  1848 
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I)y  a  Ijas-reHel'  of  ‘M'livisEs  Entry  into  Jcnisalcni/’ 
which  won  an  Art  Ihiion  preniinin,  and  was  cn^-raved 
for  tliat  Society ;  lushest  work,  three  or  four  years 
later,  was  a  statue  of  Dante’s  Beatrice — a  choice  of 
subject  with  which  the  iidlnenee  of  Rossetti  may  have 
had  soinethino'  to  do.  He  shared  towards  this  period 
a  studio  near  Reo'ent’s  Park  with  iMr.  ’riiomas 
AToolner,  who  was  a  meinher  of  the  Pre-Ra})haelite 
Brotherhood. 

We  come  next  to  a  oToup  df  heads  of  Rossetti 


principle  of  those  days  recpiired  him  to  adhere  to  his 
model  without  deviation.  The  sole  point  therefore 
which  detracts  from  the  value  of  this  as  a  portrait  is 
the  highly  foreshortened  position;  the  head  being 
thrown  hackwai'd,  with  the  chin  and  the  line  of  the 
jaw  ])rotrnding.  I  have  before  me  as  I  write  a  chalk 
drawing  of  this  head — a  striking  ]>iece  of  firm  and 
etiicient  tlranghtsmanshi|).  It  was  given  hy  Hunt 
to  my  brother,  alter  whose  death  it  jiassed  into  my 
hands.  Allowing  for  the  foreshortening',  all  his 
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painted  in  oil,  not  as  express  portraits  of  him,  hut  as 
characters  in  subject  pictures.  1  shall  put  them  all 
together,  slightly  disregarding  for  this  purpose  the 
absolute  order  of  date.  The  first  is  the  head  of  Rienzi 
in  ]\Ir.  Holman  Hunt’s  picture,  exhibited  in  bSd!),  of 
“  Rienzi  Swearing  Revenge  over  his  Brother’s  Corpse.” 
I  need  hardly  say  that  this  is  an  extremely  fine  head, 
lit  with  energy  and  expression.  It  is  undoubtedly  a 
strict  portrait  of  my  brother;  for  not  only  did  Plunt 
find  no  reason  to  modify,  for  the  purposes  of  his 
picture,  the  head  as  he  saw  it  liefore  him,  but  the 
severe  (and  in  some  resjiects  excellent)  Pre-Raphaelite 


features  are  pre.scnted  here  ver}’  vigorously;  the  full- 
sized  eyes,  the  decisive  nose  with  ample  nostrils,  the 
lips  well  open  with  the  teeth  showing,  and  the  whole 
contour  of  the  face  highly  virile.  The  throat  is 
shown  as  uncommonly  massive.  There  is  a  slight, 
but  only  a  slight,  indication  of  moustache  and  incipient 
beard  ;  the  crop  of  hair  is  still  long,  but  this  is  only 
faintly  touched  in.  It  need  hardly  he  said  that  for 
the  painting  of  the  head  on  the  canvas  my  Iirother 
gave  several  sittings.  I  did  the  like  for  the  head  of 
the  young  Colomia  who  is  trying  to  soothe  and  console 
Rienzi.  These  sittings  all  took  place  in  the  studio 
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tlien  jointly  oceu[)ied  by  Hunt  and  Rossetti  in  the 
liouse  which  was  numbered  7  (now  dd),  Cleveland 
Street,  Eitzroy  Square.  Rossetti’s  own  first  picture, 
“The  Girlhood  of  Mary  Vir<);in,^^  was  growing’  into 
shape  at  the  same  time.  The  house  was  kept  as 
a  school  by  a  Mr.  Simmons.  The  studio  was  the 
front  room  on  the  first  floor.  In  the  back  room  was  a 
pianoforte,  and  in  the  house  was  a  young  Irish  female 
servant  who  had  a  fancy  for  sitting  down  to  this 
instrument  at  odd  moments  and  strumming  upon  it. 
Alore  than  once  have  I  seen  Hunt,  who  was  sensitive 
to  noise,  jump  up  from  his  work,  dart  into  the  back 
room,  and  adjure  the  servant  to  leave  his  auditory 
nerves  at  peace;  or  he  would  for  the  same  purpose 
rap  with  his  mahlstick  on 
the  partition  wall.  In  an¬ 
other  picture  by  Holman 
Hunt  there  is  a  head  which 
has  more  than  once  been 
spoken  of  as  being  painted 
from  Rossetti — the  head  of 
Valentine  in  the  picture, 
executed  towards  IS5I,  en¬ 
titled  “  Valentine  Rescuing 
Sylvia  from  Proteus. This, 
however,  is  a  mistake.  I  am 
not  sure  that  my  brother 
sat  at  all  for  that  head ;  at 
any  rate,  the  person  whose 
face  is  substantially  repre¬ 
sented  is  quite  different — 
namely,  Mr.  J.  Lennox 
Hannay,  for  many  years 
past  a  London  police  ma¬ 
gistrate. 

During  the  same  months 
when  Rossetti  was  sitting 
to  Hunt  for  the  Rienzd  jncture  he  was  sitting  also  to 
M-illais  for  the  “Isabella^’’  picture,  i.e.,  for  the  head 
of  one  of  the  minor  personages,  in  the  oil  paint¬ 
ing,  from  Keats’s  poem,  of  Isabella  and  her  lover 
at  table,  with  several  others  sharing  the  meal.  The 
face  painted  from  Rossetti  is  that  of  a  young  man, 
with  his  head  thrown  considerably  back  as  he  drinks 
from  a  long  wine-glass.  The  personage  in  ques¬ 
tion  is  not  supposed  to  be  anybody  in  particular, 
and  his  occupation  is  as  commonplace  as  himself  : 
therefore  there  w'as  no  occasion  for  Air.  Alillais  to 
try  to  bring  out  the  more  esoteric  qualities  of  Ros¬ 
setti’s  head.  The  face,  here  engraved,  is  in  profile, 
thin,  and  rather  worn-looking  for  so  young  a  man ; 
it  was  always  regarded  as,  within  the  limits  of  its 
attempt,  a  fair  and  moderately  characteristic  like¬ 
ness.  This  head  was  painted  in  the  studio  of  No.  83 
(now  7),  Gower  Street,  a  long  and  rather  low  apart¬ 
ment  built  out  from  among  the  living-rooms  of 
5.56 
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that  commodious  corner  house’,  in  which  llu’  yeeuth- 
fnl  painter,  predestined  to  so  much  I'ame,  livc’d  along 
with  his  father  and  mother.  At  the  lime  when  this 
jiainting  was  finished  Rossetti  was  close  upon  twenty- 
one  years  of  age.  Hunt  alxnit  a  year  older,  and  Alillais 
about  a  year  younger.  The  trio  of  pictures  were  the 
first  exhibited  outcome  of  the  Pre-Ra])haelite  move¬ 
ment,  and  were  all  signed  with  the  initials  P.R.R. 
following  the  artists’  names.  I  myself  sat  for  the 
head  (but  not  for  the  long  golden  locks)  of  the  lover 
Lorenzo  ;  and  I  could  name  three  or  four  others  of 
the  sitters,  were  their  identity  here  in  question.* 

For  an  e.xhibition  of  the  following  year,  18.50,  was 
produced  Ford  Aladox  Brown’s  picture  of  “  Lear  and 

Gordelia;”  the  scene  where 
Cordelia  is  watching  over 
her  father,  about  to  be  re¬ 
stored  to  consciousness  to 
the  strains  of  music,  after 
his  long  misery  and  mad¬ 
ness.  In  this  fine  picture 
Rossetti  figures  as  the  Fool, 
or  Jester,  of  King  Lear. 
Air.  Aladox  Brown  did  not 
conceive  the  jester  as  at  all 
a  jocular  personage  at  this 
particular  juncture;  hiscoun- 
tenance  on  the  contrary  is 
one  of  great  gravit}'  and  re- 
cueillemeni  as  he  stands  with 
folded  hands  watching  the 
scarred  visage  of  his  king, 
eager  to  catch  the  first  glim¬ 
merings  of  restored  reason 
and  composure.  The  Fool, 
we  may  do  well  to  remem¬ 
ber,  has  one  of  the  wisest 
heads  and  of  the  noblest  hearts  amid  the  dnimafis 
persona  of  the  tragedy:  Air.  Aladox  Brown,  in  de¬ 
picting  him  from  Rossetti,  intended  us  no  doubt  to 
rate  h.im  accordingly.  For  expression  in  relation  to 
the  subject  of  the  picture,  this  is  a  conspicuously 
good  head  ;  as  a  likeness  of  Rossetti  it  is  also  good, 
a  genuine  reminiscence  of  him  at  that  period  of  life. 

Air.  Aladox  Brown  painted  another  head  of  Ros¬ 
setti  in  the  large  ])icture,  exhibited  in  1851,  of 
“  Chaucer  Reading  the  Legend  of  Custance  at  the 
Court  of  Edward  III.”  The  head  of  Chaucer  is  in 
fact  the  head  of  Rossetti.  Of  course,  the  painter  had 
to  preserve  a  certain  adequate  resemblance  to  the 
historical  or  traditional  visage  of  Chaucer.  He 
found  in  Rossetti’s  face  something  appropriate ;  but 
he  could  not  paint  him  with  such  j^ortrait-like 
exactness  as  would  have  allowed  a  few  intimates 
to  aver  “  That  is  Rossetti,”  and  would  not  have 
*  See  reference  to  the  same  pictui-e  on  page  19. — Ed. 
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enabled  anyone  to  say  Tliat  is  Clianeer.'’^  Tliis 
picture,  grand  in  scale  and  in  Ireatinent,  is  now 
in  the  Public  Gallery  ot  Sydney,  Anstralia,  so  that  I 
cannot  reFresh  niy  memory  of  details,  and  indicate 
them  here.  Had  the  picture  been  in  England,  it 
wonld  have  lieen  one  of  the  first  from  which  1  slionld 
have  wished  a  rejiroduction  to  appear  in  these  jiages. 
Chancer  is  re]>resented  reading  aloud  from  his  text 
with  slightly  drooped  eyelids.  An  oil  study  of  this 
Chanc'er  head,  on  a  much  smaller  scale,  is  stdl  in 
London,  and  is  the  ]  >ro- 
]'ertyof  Mr.  and  IMrs. 

Hneffer.  It  is  not, 
however,  done  from 
my  brother’s  face. 

That  Rossetti 
should  have  been 
twice  painted  as  a 
Shakespearean  fool  or 
jester  by  different  art¬ 
ists  is  a  rather  curi¬ 
ous  coincidence.  He 
was  not  a  fool,  and 
was  not  ])iir  ej'cel- 
Icjice  a  jester  — 
though  some  people 
who  fancy  that  he 
was  Constantly  sunk 
in  gloom  or  brooding 
in  mysticism  are  far 
indeed  from  divining 
him  as  he  was  known 
to  his  friends.  In  or 
about  is  5. 2  "Walter 
Howell  Deverell,  a 
young  ])ainter  of 
marked  ])romise  who 
died  very  soon  after¬ 
wards,  was  executing 
a  picture  from  Shake-  f'-  eossetti  at  the 

S))eare’s  “  Twelfth  [From  the  Portrait  in  Coloured 

Might” — the  Duke, 

\  iola,  the  jester  reading  and  chanting,  and  various 
minor  iignres.  Deverell  asked  my  brother  to  sit  for 
the  jester,  and  he  assented.  This  lu'ad  seems  to 
me  somewhat  harsher  in  feature,  and  more  saturnine 
in  expression,  than  was  distinctive  of  him  ;  it  is, 
however,  a  snlfieiently  well-jiainted  head,  and  mav, 
within  limits,  be  regarded  as  a  likeness.  Miss  Sid- 
dal,  whom  Rossetti  afterwards  married,  sat  for 
^  iola;  the  head  of  the  Duke  was  jiainted  from 
Deverell  himself,  who  was  a  more  than  commonly 
personable  young  man.  The  picture  belongs  to 
Mr.  Wb  R.  Scott,  and  hangs  in  his  house  in 


Cheyne  Walk,  not  far  from  the  dwelling  which 
my  brother  oeeujiii'd  in  all  his  later  years.  Deverell 
was  a  son  of  the  Secretary  to  the  Schools  of  Design, 
the  jn-ecursor  of  the  South  Kensington  Science  and 
Art  Department.  He  was  intimate  with  Rossetti, 
and  through  him  with  the  other  members  of  the 
I  re-Raphaelite  Rrotherhood  ;  and,  after  the  secession 
of  James  Collinson  from  that  body,  he  was  elected  to 
fill  the  vacancy,  but  ueath  overtook  him  before  he  had_ 
well  passed  beyond  a  probationary  stage  as  a  “  P.R.P  ” 

Along  witb  these 
oil  pictures  I  may 
mention  a  pen-and- 
ink  design,  of  excep¬ 
tional  interest  of  asso¬ 
ciation  here,  which 
contains  a  head  of 
my  brother.  It  is  the 
handiwork  of  Aliss 
Siddal ;  who  jirodueed 
a  considerable  number 
of  drawings  and  water¬ 
colours  of  the  like 
kind,  sim[ile,  but  sin¬ 
cere  and  sometimes 
even  deep  in  inven¬ 
tion.  The  design, 
which  seems  to  be  a 
mere  fancy-piece,  re¬ 
presents  two  lovers 
seated,  the  man  sing¬ 
ing  to  the  music  of 
two  primitive  out¬ 
landish-looking  wo¬ 
men,  w  ho  may  be  gip¬ 
sies  or  moriscoes.  It 
is  clear  to  me  that 
my  brother  must  hav'e 
sat  for  the  head  of  the 
AGE  OF  TWEXTY-FivE.  youiig  1111111,  probiibly 

C'ha’h-a,  hi!  11'.  Holman  Hunt.)  j];  1856  Or  ’54'.  It 

is  perceptibly  though 
not  strongl}'  like  him,  good-looking  (as  one  might 
expect  it  to  be,  coming  from  Miss  Siddal’s  hand), 
earnest  and  candid  in  expression  ;  the  moustaches  and 
beard  are  omitted.  I  cannot  say  where  the  original 
drawing  may  now  be,  but  I  ])ossess  a  pliotograjih 
of  it. 

For  the  next  portrait  I  have  to  recur  to  that  by 
Air.  Holman  Hunt.  Its  date  was,  I  think,  in  the 
Slimmer  of  1856.  It  appears  reproduced  on  this 
page;  but  my  account  of  the  circumstances  under 
which  it  was  produced  must  be  held  over  for  my 
second  article. 


“THE  PAINTER.” 


Painted  by  J.  L.  E.  Meissonier.  Etched  by  Gery-Bichard. 


S  an  example  of  the  etcher’s 
art^  almost  as  much  as  of  the 
painter’s^  the  which 

forms  our  frontispiece  is^  un- 
questionably^  an  exceptional 
piece  of  work.  M.  Gery- 

Bichard,  who  has  produced 
it,  is  a  young-  man,  but  one 
who  has  already  won  his  spurs 
in  the  Salon.  He  comes  of  a 
good  stock — being  the  pupil  of  M.  Gau- 
cherel  and  of  M.  Hedouin,  in  a  school 
where  Messieurs  Courtry,  Le  Rat,  Lalauzc, 
and  the  late  Paul  Rajon  and  others  were  his  fellow- 
students.  The  school  of  etching  of  which  Gaucherel  is 


the  head,  shares  with  Leopold  Flameng  the  honour 
of  having  placed  the  art  of  translating-etching'  on 
a  higher  pedestal  tluui  it  had  ever  before  occupied. 
These  two  great  pioneers  in  the  art  first  showed  how 
the  trammels  of  conventionality  could  be  thrown  off, 
and  how  painting  could  be  interpreted  with  the  etch¬ 
ing-needle  with  a  freedom  and  a  vigour  hitherto  un- 
attempted.  ‘'My  best  works,”  said  M.  Gaucherel 
with  a  felicity  peculiarly  Gallic,  "are  my  pupils;” 
and  M.  Gery-Bichard  is  prominent  in  the  number. 
His  work  is  technically  almost  complete,  while  it  is 
free  from  a  certain  hardness  sometimes  visible  in 
the  master. 


The  picture  itself  displays  one  of  M.  Meissonier’s 
most  remarkable  qualities — the  power  to  interest  the 
spectator  in  a  subject  insignificant  in  itself,  or  trivial 
in  the  occupation  it  represents.  In  "The  Painter” 
we  have  no  opportunity  of  admiring  the  painter’s 
felicity  when  dealing  with  the  subtleties  of  facial  ex¬ 
pression,  nor  to  marvel  at  his  wonderful  precision  and 
minuteness  of  workmanship  and  touch,  in  this  repre¬ 
sentation  of  a  bare,  unattractive  studio.  It  is  the 
naturalness  of  the  whole  thing  that  charms  us — the 
consummate  ease  of  the  pose  and  the  perfection  of  the 
drawing  that  carry  conviction  with  them.  The  occu¬ 
pation  of  this  eighteenth-century  artist  is  a  common¬ 
place  one  :  he  is  simply  transferring  to  canvas  the 
outline  of  the  preliminary  sketch  that  stands  before 
bim.  But  so  naturally  does  he  sit  there,  pencil  in 
hand,  at  his  work,  that  we  are  tempti'd  to  pause  and 
peer  over  his  shoulder  as  he  proceeds. 

There  is  a  breadth  of  drawing,  as  well  as  of 
treatment,  about  this  picture  that  places  it  in  the 
category  of  M.  Meissonier’s  most  successful  works. 
This  quality  of  breadth  he  doubtless  retains,  tbanks  to 
his  wise  practice  of  regularly  making  life-size  studies 
of  the  human  figure.  "  The  Painter”  belongs  to  the 
series  of  single-figure  subjects  in  which  minuteness  of 
detail  is  not  the  object  sought  for,  and  which,  to  our 
mind,  will  hereafter  be  counted  as  his  finest  works. 

M.  H.  S. 


INSIGNIA  OF  MAYORALTY. 

By  lewis  F.  day. 


The  Insignia  of  Mayoralty  cannot  be  discussed 
altogether  without  reference  to  the  office  of 
mayor.  In  some  sort  of  shape  the  office  is  of  con¬ 
siderable  antiquity  with  us — much  older  than  the 
name — which  signifies  really  very  much  the  same 
thing  as  the  warden,  bailiff,  port-reeve  or  port-grave. 
Mayor  is  equivalent,  of  course,  to  maire.  The  deputy 
of  royal  authority  over  Scottish  crown  lands  was 
called  at  first  maor  and  afterwards  thane.  In  Wales 
there  was  a  mner.  From  being  originally  a  kind 
of  overseer  of  crown  lands,  the  mayor  developed 
into  chief  magistrate  of  a  corporate  town  or  city. 
He  is  in  effect  the  head  of  the  local  judicature 
arid  the  executive  officer  of  the  municipal  body. 


The  first  Mayor  of  London  was  appointed  in  1IS9. 
It  was  not  until  the  year  1351  that  Edward  III. 
allowed  to  him  the  distinction  of  "  Lord,”  which  he 
shares  with  the  Lord  Mayor  of  York.  Dublin  has 
also  its  Lord  Mayor  and  Edinburgh  its  Lord  Provost, 
taking  precedence  of  other  Scottish  lords  of  like 
degree,  who  are  "  Honourables  ”  only,  whilst  he  of 
Edinburgh,  like  the  Lord  Mayors,  is  styled  "  Right 
Honourable.”  Ordinarily  the  first  magistrate  is 
only  "  His  Worship  the  Mayor.”  To  him,  under 
whatever  title,  is  delegated  something  of  royal 
authority.  Historically,  he  is  not  without  justifica¬ 
tion  if  he  conceive  himself  to  be  a  sort  of  deputy 
king.  The  emblems  of  his  office  correspond,  indeed. 
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of  his  state.  To  this  state  belong'  the  swords  of 
office,  the  mace,  the  collar,  and  the  hado’o. 

Of  the  swords  there  is  not  much  to  say.  The 
State  Sword  was  restored,  according'  to  its  inscrip¬ 
tion,  no  lonyor  ago  than  iSSiO — others  are  known 
as  the  Old  Railey  Sword  and  the  iMournino-  Sword. 
They  are  not  unlike  state  swords  in  general — or  mili¬ 
tary  swords  for  that  matter.  The  scabhard  of  the 
State  Sword,  wdh  its  cross-bands  of  solid  gold  and 
enamelled  shields  of  arms  between,  is  the  most  in¬ 
teresting  thing  about  it.  \Vhat  is  known  as  the 
Pearl  Sword,  presented  to  the  Oorporation  by  Queen 
Iffiizabeth,  has  distinct  character.  The  gaddsmith’s 
work  of  the  hilt  is  rough  but  very  rich.  The  crimson 
velvet  scabbard,  tiligreed  over  with  gold  cord,  and 
‘studded  with  pearls  and  little  discs  of  gold,  is  de¬ 
lightfully  elaborate  in  effect,  though  the  means  by 
which  it  is  arrived  at  are  so  simple.  The  illustra-- 
tion  on  page  -‘31  gives  a  very  good  idea  of  tlie  design 
and  detail  both  of  sword-hilt  and  scabbard. 

The  mace  of  office  differs  materially  from  the  more 
warlike  weapon.  The  military  mace  was  originally  a 
short  staff  of  wood  or  metal,  from  which  swung  a 


THE  LORD  MAYOR  OF  LONDON’S  COLLAR  OF  ‘‘SS”  AND 
DIAMOND  BADOE  OF  OFFICE. 


spiked  metal  ball  attached  by  a  chain.  From  very 
early  times  such  a  weapon  was  in  use  in  the  East. 
In  Europe  it  was  jutv  excel Icnce  the  weapon  of  the 
priests  militant,  who  were  forbidden  to  bear  the 
sword.  ]3y  its  ludp,  they  were  enabled  to  obey  the 
letter  of  the  law  and  yet  shirk  the  engagement  to 
ipeaceful  ways  implied  in  their  jtrofession  of  faith. 
The  mace  was  also  a  favourite  weapon  witli  the 
knights  and  sergeants,  horsemen  who  in  the  twelfth 
century  were  second  oidy  to  them  in  rank.  Later,  in 
the  fourteenth  century,  by  an  institution  of  Richard  1., 
the  sergeants-at-arms  were  the  king’s  own  bodyguard 
of  gentlemen.  They  were  called  also,  from  the 
weapon  they  bore,  sergeants-at-mace. 

The  shape  of  the  mace  changed  with  the  times, 
and,  by  the  tifteenth  century,  its  ordinary  form  was 
that  of  a  Hanged  truncheon  of  iron  or  steel.  The  mace 
borne  before  the  king  in  state  naturally  resembled 
the  imjileimmt  of  war.  As  a  mark  of  high  favour,  it 
was  granted  to  mayors  and  others  to  whom  the  royal 
authority  was  delegated,  rather  as  an  honorary  dis¬ 
tinction  than  a  right,  to  be  preceded  by  one  or  more 
sergeants  with  maces  bearing  the  royal  arms.  Refer¬ 
ence  is  made  to  them  in  the  charter  of  Charles  I.  to 
the  city  of  Carlisle.  In  Scotland,  it  seems,  the  ollh'crs 


with  the  emblems  of  royalty.  d'lu“  mace,  the  sword 
of  state,  and  the  collar  of  office  (which  with  its 
badge  may  stand  for  the  knightly  order  without 
which  no  royal  jiersonage’s  e(pn]nnent  would  be  com¬ 
plete)  are  directly  imitated  from  the  regalia:  only 
the  c-rown  is  wanting. 

The  Lord  Mayor  is  more  modest  than  the  worship¬ 
ful  master  of  a  certain  city  company,  who  is  (or 
until  recently  was)  crowned  with  a  crimson  velvet 
cap  of  otlice,  embroidered  with  gold  and  silver. 
There  is  a  suspicion  of  [larody  about  that  perlorm- 
ance.  As  the  representative  of  royalty  in  its  civil 
government  of  the  city,  the  Lord  IMayor  of  London 
is,  in  the  eyes  of  the  foreigner,  a  very  important 
personage  indeed.  ]5ut  we  do  not  see  ourselves  jire- 
cisely  as  others  see  us.  The  irreverent  cit  regards 
him  merely  as  the  senii.ir  alderman  or  ex  -  slu'ritf, 
duly  arrived  at  the  height  of  aldermanic  ambition. 
No  .Englishman  attvilnites  ti.)  him  the  dignity  of 
a  mediieval  doge  —  for  all  the  pomp  and  ceremony 
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wliose  function  it  is  to  keep  silence  in  the  hio-hei- 
courts  of  law  g-o  by  the  name  of  “  macers.'’'  The 
sergeants-at-arms  who  bore  the  mace  were  usually 
constables ;  and  the  humble  staff  of  Policeman  X 
may  trace  its  descentj  through  the  mace  of  oiiice, 


op 

In  France  the  wand  of  the  usher  and  the  staff  ef 
the  beadle  are  called  iJ’hnla^iei-  and  dc  hedcua 

respectively. 

The  flange-headed  instrument  of  war  having  no 
very  convenient  place  for  the  royal  arms,  the  knob 


THE  MAYOR  OF  PRESTON’s  CHAIN. 
(DfS/f/jictZ  \)[i  Alfred  Gilbert,  A.Ii.A.) 


to  the  sceptre  itself.  It  still  bears  the  royal  arms, 
and  used  to  be  surmounted  by  the  crown.  Cromwell 
called  the  mace  of  the  Sjreaker  a  “  fool’s  bauble ;  ”  and, 
indeed,  the  fool’s  or  jester’s  bauble  is  but  a  mockery 
of  the  sceptre,  as  the  mace  is  a  sort  of  mock-sceptre. 


at  its  base  was  gradually  enlarged  to  make  room 
for  them,  until  eventually  it  grew  into  a  bell-shaped 
bowl.  The  mace,  it  must  be  remembered,  had  a 
double  use.  In  serving  process,  the  sei-geant-at- 
mace  showed  the  bell  end  of  his  mace  with  its  royal 
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arms  as  warrant  oP  his  otiice.  AYerc 
opposition  offered  to  his  authority,  he 
luul  only  to  reverse  the  emblem,  and 
he  was  provided  with  a  weapon  with 
which  to  enforce  the  (djedience  of  the 
contumacious.  It  was  with  his  mace 
of  ollice  that  AValworth,  it  is  said, 
knocked  down  AYat  Tyler.  It  was 
only  natural  that,  as  the  civic  use 
snpei'seded  the  military  use  of  the 
mace,  the  base  which  I)ore  the  em- 
hlem  si^’uiticant  of  the  authority  tlele- 
gated  should  grow  higger  and  bigger, 
whilst  the  offensive  llangcs  shrunk 
into  less  and  less  conspicuous  features 
— until  at  last  they  dwindled  into 
mere  grooves  in  a  terminal  knoh,  and 
linally  disajipoared. 

The  bell  end  of  the  mace  being 
now  the  important  one,  it  was  natu¬ 
rally  treated  as  such  by  the  designer; 
accordingly  it  was  surmounted  in  the 
later  half  of  the  seventeenth  century 
by  a  royal  crown,  tdten  of  exceeil- 
ingly  elegant  ]iroportions,  beneath 
which  the  royal  arms  lay  like  a  great 
golden  seal.  In  the  Jewel  Room  at 
the  Tower  are  the  maces  which  were 
home  in  state  hefore  James  II.,  Charles 
II.,  and  AA  illiam  and  Alary.  The 
maces  carried  before  the  Lord  Chan¬ 
cellor  and  the  Speaker  of  the  House 
of  Commons  are  of  the  same  kind. 
And  so  is  the  mace  carried  hefore  the 
Lord  Alayor.  The  civic  mace  is  prac¬ 
tically,  as  has  heeii  said,  a  military 
mace  turned  upside  down. 

The  staff  of  the  mace  at  the  Alan- 
sion  House  is  covered  with  inscrip¬ 
tions.  They  date,  however,  no  further 
back  than  the  year  ITo."),  when,  it  ap- 
])cars,  the  lit.  lion.  Sir  Edward  Rel- 
lamy,  Knt.,  was  Lonl  Mayor,  and 
John  Elderton,  Esq.,  Common  Crier 
and  Sergeant-at-arms.  Emm  a  further 
])crusal  of  the  lettering,  we  gather 
the  no  less  interesting  ])articulars  as 
to  how  often  between  that  date  and 
the  year  I8S()  the  mace  was  “'re¬ 
paired  and  regiRA’ — as  many  as  seven 
times  it  a))pears,  in  connection  with 
which  important  periodical  events  the 
names  of  other  Ijord  Alayors  and  Com¬ 
mon  Criers  are  immortalised.  The 
engraving  of  these  inscri])tif)ns  is  just 
sullicieut  to  disturb  the  brightness  of 


COEl'OEATION  MACE  OF  TIIIO 
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the  gold.  It  is  not  enough  to  be  in 
any  degree  effective,  nor  yet  to  give 
lirmer  grip  to  the  mace-bearer. 

The  chain  of  ollice  of  the  Lord 
Alayor  finds  its  prototype,  as  already 
said,  in  the  knight’s  collar,  from  which 
the  badge  of  bis  order  was  suspended. 
The  very  collar  of  “  SS  ”  worn  by  the 
Lord  Alayor  (concerning  the  origin 
of  which,  by  the  way,  the  learned  in 
such  matters  still  dispute,  some  su};- 
posing  the  letters  to  stand  for  “  Sove- 
reaigne  ”  and  others  for  St.  Simpli¬ 
cius)  was  adopted  liy  Henry  lA^.  as  a 
Lancastrian  ensign.  It  is  made  uj) 
(p.  28),  like  so  many  of  the  knightly 
collars,  of  alternating  emblems  linked 
together.  The  badges  of  families  and 
dynasties  are  fi'cqrently  used  in  this 
way,  such  as  the  roses  of  A’ork  and 
Iiancaster,  the  Tudor  double  rose,  the 
Jleii r-fle-V/s,  and  the  eagle.  AA’e  lind 
also  emldems  of  religion,  such  as 
crosses  of  various  kinds,  the  emblems 
of  saints,  cy])hers,  and  monog-rams. 

It  is  the  connecting  links  hetween 
such  Ijadges,  insignificant  though  they 
be — mere  hinges  on  which  the  parts 
work — that  justify  the  name  of  chain. 
The  necessity  of  in  some  way  linking 
together  the  badges  has  led  to  the 
introduction  of  a  twist  or  ornamental 
knot  to  connect  fhem,  as  in  the  case 
of  the  collar  of  “  SS,”  and  again  in 
the  collars  of  the  orders  of  the  Bath, 
the  Garter,  and  St.  Patrick,  where  the 
symbolic  letters,  roses,  crowns,  or  alter¬ 
nating  liai'ps  and  roses,  as  the  case 
may  be,  are,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  sepa¬ 
rated  rather  than  joined  by  an  equally 
symbolic  knot  of  gold.  Eor  this  knot¬ 
ting  is  in  idea  oidju  The  knots  are 
not  links,  but  additional  objects  re¬ 
quiring  to  be  linked  to  the  more  pro¬ 
minent  emblems  by  actual  links  re¬ 
duced  to  insignificance.  Nothing 
could  well  be  more  unworkmanlike 
than  this  substitution  of  the  sign  of 
connection  in  the  place  of  intellig’ent 
joining.  Even  though  the  knot  he  a 
symbol  of  first  importance  (and  knots 
of  various  kinds  are  often  used  of 
course  as  heraldic  badges),  the  instinct 
of  a  competent  artist  would  have  been 
to  make  it  perform  its  natural  and 
usefid  fund  ion  too. 
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Mr.  Alfred  Gilbert  has  treated  bis  new  Preston 
chain  much  more  as  a  chain,  introducing'  the  words 
“  Proud  Vvesiow,  Princejis  Pads,”  on  a  series  of  labels 
which  actually  link  the  more  prominent 
features  of  the  collar  together.  (See  p. 

29.)  The  loosely  interlacing  ends  of  the 
straps,  or  links,  ai'e  at  once  graceful  and 
full  of  vigour,  suggesting  by  their  turn 
and  grasp  of  each  other  the  life  and 
growth  of  tender  plant  tendrils :  the 
curling  tips  seem  to  be  feeling  for  some 
sympathetic  thing  to  lay  hold  of.  In 
any  but  a  chain  of  state  they  would 
very  possibly  be  too  apt  to  c£itch  hold 
of  whatever  came  near  them.  This  is 
a  danger  which  the  artist  has  discreetly 
avoided  in  the  smaller  chain,  designed 
to  fit  the  neck,  where  the  ends  of  the 
links  are  closely  knotted  together,  form¬ 
ing  a  more  practical  and  work-a-day 
chain  —  a  type 
of  what  such 
a  thing  should 
be.  Mr.  Gil¬ 
berts  original 


As  the  enameller  branched  off  into  the  art  of 
painting,  he  strayed  farther  and  farther  from  the 
domain  of  enamel.  It  is  to  be  doubted  whether  we 
have  not  to  thank  Leonard  and  the  other 
great  enamel-painters  of  Limoges  for 
diverting  (as  genius  so  often  has  done) 
a  worthy  art  from  its  natural  path.  It 


straight 


and  spirited  de¬ 
sign  must  be  a 
sort  of  revela¬ 
tion  to  the  trade  jeweller — who  has  eyes 
to  see  it. 

The  shields  which  form  so  important 
an  element  in  the  design  are  presumably 
intended  to  be  emblazoned,  although  their 
shape  seems  rather  to  have  been  deter¬ 
mined  with  a  view  to  elegance  than  to 
the  charges  they  are  to  bear.  In  the 
one  shield  that  is  not  left  plain,  the 
lions  passnnis  cannot  be  said  to  occupy 
the  shield  satisfactorily  :  they  are  small, 
and  the  lower  portion  of  the  field  is  so 
much  space  “  to  let.'’^  This,  however, 
is  a  point  which  the  artist  has  probably 
hardly  yet  considered :  Mr.  Gilbert  is 
too  thorough  an  artist  not  to  consider 
it  in  the  execution  of  bis  design. 

One  would  like  to  see  the  heraldic 
shields  enamelled  in  cloisonne  or  chamio- 
levS,  either  of  which  methods  would 
almost  compel  a  larger  and  more  effec¬ 
tive  treatment  than  is  usually  adopted 
in  the  modern  process.  There  is  a  cer¬ 
tain  jewel-like  hrilliancy  in  the  trans¬ 
parent  enamel,  such  as  the  red  and  green  in  the  roses 
of  the  Lord  Mayor^s  collar;  but  the  effect  of  it  is 
always,  somehow,  more  suggestive  of  tinsel  than  of 
jewels,  which  it  was  obviously  intended  to  imitate. 


read  like  bigotry,  but  it 


gate  and 
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is  the 

narrow  way  which 
perfection  in  craftsmanshiji. 
That  there  are  but  few  who  find  it  is 
only  too  evident. 

There  is  not  much  really  noteworthy 
workmanship  in  the  insignia  of  mayor¬ 
alty  at  the  Mansion  House — not  much 
that  would  make  one  care  to  know  who 
did  it.  There  is  a  certain  clumsiness  of 
execution  even  in  the  smaller  work,  such 
as  the  collar,  where  it  is  least  excusable. 
This  may  he  accounted  for  in  part  hy 

the  British  pre- 
ference  for 
“good,  solid'" 
work  —  solidity 
being  about  the 
last  thing  to 
be  desired  in 
jewellery. 

But  it  is  clear,  besides,  that  the  work 
has  not  been  done  by  craftsmen  of  pre¬ 
eminent  ability.  That  accounts  also  for 
the  commonidace  character  of  our  modern 
goldsmiths'  work.  It  is  relegated  almost 
entirely  to  a  class  of  workmen  who  are 
scarcely  recognised  as  artists,  and  cer¬ 
tainly  not  paid  as  such — who  are  com¬ 
pelled  hy  conditions  of  trade  to  work  so 
persistently  below  their  best,  that,  when 
occasion  comes  for  art,  they  are  not 
equal  to  it. 

May  it  be  taken  as  an  indication 
of  a  tendency  to  better  ways  that  an 
artist  of  Mr.  Gilbert's  gifts  should  have 
been  entrusted  with  the  design  of  the 
Preston  collar  ?  If  he  should  actually 
execute  the  work,  the  Victorian  gold¬ 
smith  will  be  competing  for  once  on 
more  equal  ground  with  the  artificers  of 
the  time  of  Cellini.  Our  difficulty  is, 
that  it  is  pecuniarily  not  worth  the 
artist's  while  to  adopt  an  art  like  the 
goldsmith's  as  his  metier ;  and,  if  he 
only  take  to  it  on  occasion,  he  cannot  possibly  do 
in  it  all  that  he  might  have  done  had  he  once  served 
his  apprenticeship  to  it.  And  that  is  one  of  the 
evils  of  separating  craftsmanship  and  art. 


OLD  ALTS  AND  ^lODEKN  THOUGHTS. 
TriE  I  sow  UK  I  ISIS. 

]{Y  .T.  K.  HODGSON,  1!.A. 


O  M  K  months  ago  I 
found  niyseir  on  a 
very  bright  morning 
on  board  the  J’ioiieer 
steamer,  whieh  plies 
to  and  fro  between 
Locli  Sunart  and 
()l)an  ;  soon  after  ten 
ohdoek  we  steamed 
out  of  the  Sound  of 
:\full  on  our  way 
to  the  latter  ])laee. 
The  scenery  there 
has  been  familiar  to 
me  for  upwards  of 
twenty  years;  I 
have  seen  it  at  all 
hours  of  the  day  and 
even  of  the  night,  in  morning  and  evening,  in  storm 
and  sunshine.  I  have  seen  that  iron  coast  lashed  by 
Atlantic  breakers,  with  the  rugged  hills  towering  dark 
and  sullen,  like  the  gates  to  some  inhospitable  land  ; 
and  I  have  seen  the  sunset  glowing  on  their  peaks, 
which  burned  like  Haines  against  the  eastern  sky. 
But  on  this  last  occasion  I  saw  them  under  a  new 
aspect :  the  wind  was  easterly,  and  there  was  a  de¬ 
cided  mirage  ;  a  thin,  colourless  liand  separatinl  the 
water  from  the  land,  which  seemed  steeper  and  higher 
than  usual.  The  land  loomed,  as  sailors  say.  On 
my  left  were  the  granite  hills  of  IMorven  and  Sunart; 
on  my  right,  on  the  far  side  of  the  Linnhe  Loch,  was 
a  long  stretch  of  the  Argyllshire  Highlands,  bending 
northwards,  a  vista  of  mountains,  jieak  liehind  piaak, 
from  Ben  Cruachan  and  the  Hills  of  Appin  and  (flen- 
coe  to  distant  Ben  Nevis,  whose  truncated  cone  was 
clearly  detined  against  the  sky.  They  were  exces¬ 
sively  sharp  but  pale  and  Hhny,  their  lights  of  an 
indescribable  amlier  colour,  tinged  with  rose,  their 
shadows  of  a  clear  cerulean  blue.  The  sky  was  pale 
ultramarine  blue,  barred  with  wdnte,  and  the  sea 
the  colour  a  tunpioise  stone  would  be  were  it  not 
cloudy  but  transparent;  add  some  flocks  of  white 
sea-gulls  Hying  round  the  ship,  and  the  reader  can 
]ncture  to  himself  in  a  dim  and  partial  way  some¬ 
thing  of  the  beauty  of  what  I  witnessed.  But  I 
cannot  convey  to  him  the  impression  it  ju’oduced  upon 
my  feelings;  the  sense  of  littleness  and  utter  worth¬ 
lessness,  the  awful  recognition  of  sublimity,  of  stu¬ 
pendous  might  and  majesty  with  which  it  impressed 


me.  Those  eternal  hills  which  had  decked  themselves 
in  their  robes  of  azure  ami  gold  and  sat  reposing  in 
their  unalterable  strength  and  endurance,  with  the 
cloud-wreaths  Hoating  lightly  round  their  heads  and 
their  feet  upon  the  quiet  waters,  seemed  utterly  aloof 
from,  and  utterly  regardless  of,  human  troubles  and 
vicissitudes. 

As  I  recall  that  scene,  I  ask  myself,  how  would 
the  stern  doctrinarians,  the  theorists  who  hold  colour 
so  chcajily,  as  such  a  sensuous  and  inferior  thing, 
account  for  the  strong  impression  it  created  ? 

It  is  evident  that  the  supreme  Artist  and  Artificer 
of  the  universe  does  not  disdain  to  use  it.  From 
)norn  till  eve  it  seems  to  be  His  delight  to  vary  its 
harmonies,  to  (diange  its  key  from  sad  to  gay,  from 
solemn  to  playful,  and  to  find  beauty  and  im))ressive- 
ness  always. 

AVe  might  expect  to  find  colour,  which  so  power¬ 
fully  affects  the  imagination,  occupying  an  imj)or- 
tant  ])lace  in  art-education  ;  as  the  facts  are,  we  are 
disappointed — we  might  almost  say,  that  the  icverse 
is  the  case,  that  it  is  ignored.  The  subject  is  so  con¬ 
fessedly  dllficult,  that  not  only  in  England,  Init  in 
France,  Holland,  Belgium,  Italy,  and  Germany,  it 
seems  to  have  l)een  al.)andoned  and  left  to  the  pro¬ 
cesses  of  nature.  In  all  academies  and  schools  of  art, 
from  the  sixteenth  century  downwards,  the  attention 
of  students  has  been  directed  to  drawing,  design,  com- 
]>osition,  perspective,  and  anatomy;  and  around  these 
subjects  there  has  grown  up  a  mass  of  writings,  of  pro¬ 
fessorial  formnlre  and  dogmas,  which  exhibit  an  inter¬ 
esting  variety  in  their  degrees  of  wisdom  and  imbecility. 
A  great  effort  has  been  made  to  afilliate  art  to  ])hilo- 
sophy.  For  instance,  because  a  Greek  philoso})her 
invented  a  theory  of  abstract  beauty,  based  on  the 
postulate  of  a  prior  conscious  existence — a  ])ostulate 
which  no  living  creature  now  will  accept — it  has  been 
argued  that  the  excellence  of  Greek  sculpture  was  the 
result  of  that  theory,  whieh  it  was  not,  and  can  l)e 
proved  not  to  have  l)een  on  historical  evidence,  seeing 
that  Plato  did  not  come  into  the  world  till  seventy 
years  after  Phidias;  and  consequently  if  his  theory  had 
any  effect  whatever  on  Greek  art,  which  it  probably 
had  not,  it  produced  its  decline.  The  ancient  Greek 
was  an  artist  to  the  core ;  he  never  ceased  to  be  one 
to  the  latest  days  of  his  melancholy  histoiy  ;  and  the 
Grseculus  esuriens  satirised  by  Juvenal,  though  he 
was  a  rogue,  a  liar,  and  a  sycophant,  still  preserved 
within  him  the  instinct  of  the  beautiful.  But  Greek 
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art  had  reached  its  highest  point  in  Phidias,  its 
supreme  intellectual  limit,  the  point  of  calm  con¬ 
templation  ;  after  him  it  had  descended  to  the 
feverish  regions  of  sensuous  excitement,  and  what¬ 
ever  Plato  may  have  done  for  it  he  did  not  elevate 
its  tone.  It  is  ill  playing  with  classification  in 
matters  of  art,  where  every  quality  is  precious,  if 
it  be  only  genuine  and  from  the  heart.  Though 
design  may  travel  by  a  dif¬ 
ferent  road  to  reach  the  in¬ 
tellect  and  the  imagination, 
colour  gets  there  also,  and 
makes  itself  equally  im¬ 
portant. 

It  has  been  said  that 
this  valuable  quality  cannot 
be  taught ;  it  is  so  far 
true,  that  you  cannot  point 
out  or  explain  what  par¬ 
ticular  tint  of  blue  or  grey 
will  become  beautiful  when 
placed  next  to  a  particular 
tint  of  yellow  or  reel,  that 
requires  what  the  Freneli 
call  “  la  bosse  ;  ”  yet  you 
can  put  students  in  posses¬ 
sion  of  the  science  of  co¬ 
louring— and  there  is  one 
— you  can  explain  what 
constitutes  good  colouring, 
and  what  are  its  proper¬ 
ties,  and  by  calling  their 
attention  to  it,  you  may 
stimulate  independent  in¬ 
quiry,  and  so  develop  “  la 
bosse, if  it  is  in  them. 

In  the  Middle  Ages, 
and  even  to  the  close  of 
the  fifteenth  century,  every 
individual  artist  held  towards  some  other  individual 
artist  the  position  of  pupil  to  master,  and  it  is  rea¬ 
sonable  to  suppose  that  he  imbibed  from  him  many 
valuable  rules  and  precepts  which  are  now  lost, 
which  were  scattered  when  the  personal  relationship 
ceased,  when  the  master  ceased  to  be  an  individual 
and  became  an  academy. 

How  else  can  we  account  for  the  facts  ?  An  ad¬ 
mirable  method  of  colouring  prevailed  amongst  the 
Venetians  from  the  earliest  times;  Carpaccio,  Carlo 
Crivelii,  Cima  da  Conegliano,  and  Bonifazziu  had  a 
profound  science  in  colouring,  which  was  afterwards 
perfected  by  Giorgione,  Titian,  P.  Veronese,  and  Tinto¬ 
retto.  We  find  an  equally  admirable  practice  amongst 
the  Dutch  paintei’s  of  the  seventeenth  century,  who 
may  have  had  access  to  traditions  handed  down  from 
the  Van  Eycks  through  Van  der  Weyden,  Memling, 
557 


and  Breughel.  In  any  ease,  it  seems  repugnant  to 
reason  to  attribute  the  general  excellence  of  a  school 
to  a  coincidence  of  individual  gifts,  and  we  must 
suppose  that  amongst  the  Venetians  and  the  Dutch 
colouring  was  taught,  and  taught  successfully. 
This  is  further  borne  out  by  the  fact  that  each  of 
these  schools  had  its  peculiar  characteristic  attribute. 
Amongst  the  Venetians  colouring  received  its  glory 

from  without — from  atmo¬ 
spheric  causes ;  they  loved 
to  represent  objects  glow¬ 
ing  in  the  golden  light  of 
evening  in  a  coloured  at¬ 
mosphere.  The  Flemings 
and  Dutch,  with  a  few  ex¬ 
ceptions  —  such  as  Cuyp 
and  Both — painted  colour¬ 
less  light,  and  the  lustre 
of  their  colouring  was  de¬ 
rived  from  that  inherent 
in  the  objects  represented. 

In  our  day  there  is  no 
country  in  Europe  which 
can  so  fairly  lay  claim  to 
have  produced  a  school  of 
colourists  as  our  own. 
British  pictures  seen  in 
foreign  galleries  arrest  the 
eye  at  once  by  the  lustre 
and  variety  of  their  tint¬ 
ing.  An  eminent  French 
painter,  on  entering  an 
English  exhibition  for  the 
first  time,  turned  his  eyes 
rapidly  from  side  to  side, 
and  then  exclaimed,  “  Au 
moins  e’est  gai !  From 
the  days  of  Reynolds  to 
our  own  British  artists 
have  aimed  at  producing  fine  colour,  and  if  in  quite 
recent  exhibitions  we  notice  a  change  in  that  respect, 
that  must  be  attributed  to  the  influence  of  French 
teaching,  which,  after  centuries  of  careful  schooling, 
of  professorial  industry,  and  elaborate  classification, 
has  arrived  at  producing  quite  an  unnatural  divorce 
between  colour  and  chiaroscuro,  which  are,  in  reality, 
inseparable.  This  process  has  of  late  years  been 
accelerated  by  the  introduction  of  photography  and 
its  cousins — heliotype,  photogravure,  &c. — inventions 
which  seem  to  give  emphasis  to  an  artificial  distinc¬ 
tion.  To  establish  this  statement  I  must  venture  on 
a  little  analysis. 

The  complete  and  perfected  art  of  painting  is 
a  representation  of  the  appearance  of  nature  —  a 
I’epresentation  as  complete  as  the  materials  will 
admit  of  —  and  all  the  appearances  of  nature  are 
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coinprebeiided  under  the  heading  o£  coloured  spaces. 
M  e  cannot  get  farther  back  than  that.  I  assume, 
as  necessary  to  the  argument,  and  as  logically  con¬ 
sistent  with  facts,  that  black  and  white  are  colours, 
and  that  an  “eyeless  cavern”  is  a  space  of  a  black 
colour.  lArm  is  produced  by  the  limits  of  C(dt)ured 
spaces.  Fhigene  Vcron  expresses  the  same  idea  in 
these  words: — “Perspective  ami  colour— these  are 
the  two  generative  elements  of  painting’.  Colour 
distinguishes  objects  from  each  other,  and  perspec^ 
tive  })uts  them  in  their  proper  place.”  The  intro¬ 
duction  of  perspective  here  is  unnecessary,  and  might 
be  confusing.  In  Lionardo  da  Vinci’s  treatise  the 
following  passage  occurs: — “Do  not  make  the  boun¬ 
daries  of  your  ligures  witli  any  other  colour  than 
that  of  the  background  on  which  they  are  placed  — 
tluit  is,  avoid  making  dark  outlines.  The  boundaries 
which  separate  one  body  from  another  are  of  the 
nature  of  mathematical  lines,  but  not  of  real  lines. 
Idle  end  of  any  colour  is  only  the  beginning  of 
another;  and  it  ought  not  to  be  called  a  line,  for 
nothing  interposes  between  them  except  the  tennis 
nation  of  the  one  against  the  other,  which,  being 
nothing  in  itself,  cannot  be  jiercei vable.”  The  art 
of  drawing  with  pencil  or  chalk  on  ])aper  is,  there¬ 
fore,  a  conventional  art.  By  long  habit  and  common 
consent  we  have  learnt  to  accciit  the  outline  as  ex- 
])ressing  the  limit  between  two  colours.  Form  is 
therefore  included  in  colour — not  indej)endent,  but  a 
coiulition  of  it ;  and  so  with  chiaroscuro.  Colours 
have  two  properties  :  tone  and  tint. 

Tone  is  a  quality  independent  of  the  blueness, 
redness,  or  yellowness  of  an  object;  it  indicates  the 
amount  of  light  which  any  given  colour  reflects.  The 
F’rench  have  called  this  the  “value”  of  a  colour — 
e.fj.,  Naples  yellow  relleets  more  light  than  vermilion, 
and  tlnvt  more  than  indigo,  whereas  black  reflects 
none  at  all,  and  white  absorbs  none,  but  gives  it 
all  back.  The  chiaroscuro  of  a  picture,  therefore, 
is  determined  by  the  tones  inherent  in  the  colours 
with  which  it  is  painted,  and  the  })ieture  in  which 
the  colours  of  nature  are  most  nicely  felt  and  dis¬ 
criminated  will  ])resent  the  greatest  subtlety  and 
variety  of  chiaroscuro. 

dint  refers  to  the  particular  rays  of  light  which 
any  given  object  or  substance  relleets :  the  red, 
yellow,  blue,  or  compound  rays.  Tints  act  upon  each 
other  in  a  peculiarly  complex  way,  and  the  science  of 
colouring  is  commonly  supposed  to  consist  in  the 
adjustment  and  juxtaposition  of  tints;  but  the  ad¬ 
justment  and  juxtaposition  of  tones  is  equally  neces¬ 
sary  to  produce  good  colouring’.  R.  Tdpjiffer,  in  his 
“  Menus  propos,”  says  that  “  the  genius  of  the 
colourist  is  distinguished  chiefly  by  the  discrimina¬ 
tion  of  relative  tones.” 

In  addition  to  tone  and  tint  we  may  discern  a 


third  attribute  partly  independent  of  them.  It  is  the 
property  which  some  colours  have  of  asserting  them¬ 
selves,  and  of  looking  more  illumined  than  others; 
such  we  call  advancing  colours,  yellow,  orange,  and 
certain  tints  of  red  for  instance,  whilst  others,  such 
as  blue-grey  and  certain  tints  of  green  anil  2:)urple, 
we  call  receding  colours.  The  proper  management  of 
this  attribute  in  colours  constitutes  the  art  of  aerial 
perspective. 

Tone,  tint,  and  luminosity  are  the  essential 
generative  elements  of  painting,  as  they  are  of  the 
appearances  of  nature — design  and  drawing,  as  I 
have  said  before,  being  determined  by  them.  Nature 
presents  us  with  an  infinite  variety  of  colours,  conse¬ 
quently  also  of  tones  and  tints  ;  and  modern  FVeneh 
education  is  faulty,  inasmuch  as  though  it  calls  the 
attention  of  students  to  the  variety  of  tones,  yet  it 
does  not  insist  on  an  equal  variety  of  tints;  and 
without  the  union  of  the  two  you  cannot  have  fine 
colouring.  You  cannot  sejiarate  chiaroscuro  from 
colour  without  doing  violence  to  nature. 

The  science  of  colours,  which  was  a  notable  battle¬ 
ground  in  the  days  when  the  “  hYrhenlehre  ”  was  a 
new  book,  has,  in  our  times,  received  great  additions, 
and  the  German  savant,  Helmholtz,  has  arrived  at 
eonclirsions  which  must  be  interesting  and  useful 
to  artists.  He  discovered  accidentally  that  a  ray  of 
white  light  passing  through  a  hole  in  a  red  curtain 
and  striking  on  a  white  wall  produced  a  green  spot, 
and  changing  the  conditions  he  found  that  in  passing 
through  a  hole  in  a  green  curtain  the  spot  was  red  ; 
this  led  to  further  investigations,  which  established 
the  fact  that  round  every  coloirr  the  eye  sees  a 
nimbus  or  halo  of  its  contrasting  colour  ;  round  red 
a  halo  of  green,  round  blue  of  orange,  and  so  forth — • 
hence  the  intensity  produced  by  the  juxtaposition  of 
contrasting  colours.  Green  placed  next  to  scarlet  is 
made  intense,  because  it  receives  the  halo  or  spectrum 
of  the  scarlet,  which  makes  the  green  more  green  ; 
whereas  green  placed  next  to  yellow  is  dimmed, 
because  it  is  suffused  with  a  violet  tinge,  which  is 
the  spectrum  of  yellow.  This  same  Helmholtz  made 
further  experiments  by  crossing  rays  of  coloured 
light;  the  chief  interest  of  the  investigations  to  art¬ 
ists  lying  in  the  ex})lanation  they  offer  on  that  very 
abstruse  srdjject,  the  action  and  I’eaction  of  colours 
upon  each  other.  M^e  have  seen  that  every  colour 
carries  round  it  a  halo  of  coloured  light  which  is 
tinted  with  its  contrasting  colour,  and  it  is  con¬ 
sistent  to  assume  that  when  two  colours  are  placed 
so  near  each  other  that  their  respective  halos  over- 
la]:),  the  ordinary  phenomena  which  result  from  the 
crossing  of  coloured  rays  of  light  will  be  produced. 
So  that,  if  we  take  a  square  and  divide  it  in  half, 
painting  one  side  bright  yellow  and  the  other  scarlet, 
leaving  a  white  spot  in  the  middle,  that  spot  will  be 
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tinged  with  violet  from  one  side  and  green  from  the 
other ;  and  a  mixture  of  violet  and  green,  accord¬ 
ing  to  the  table  of  Helmholtz,  pi’oduces  a  pale  blue, 
and  blue  is  the  contrasting  colour  of  orange,  or  the 
mixture  of  red  and  yellow;  if  the  spot  were  pink 
instead  of  white,  by  the  addition  of  blue  it  would 
appear  violet ;  if  of  a  pale  green  it  would  assume  a 
beautiful  aquamarine  tint,  and  a  no  colour :  a  touch 
of  mud-like  umber  and  white,  such  as  a  great  colourist 
would  probably  put  in  such  a  place,  would  be  trans¬ 
formed  into  an  indescribably  beautiful  tint,  for  which 
we  could  find  no  name.  But  if,  instead  of  scarlet 


No  sooner  does  he  leave  his  workshoj)  than 
plump  down  the  chimney  comes  Robin  Goodfellow, 
his  face  beaming  with  fun  and  mischief.  He  carries 
a  magic  palette  on  his  thumb,  and,  climbing  up 
on  the  painter’s  stool,  and  balancing  himself  on  his 
two  little  fat  legs,  he  proceeds  to  glaze  over  tlie 
picture  with  phantom  washes  of  yellow,  violet,  and 
green . 

In  the  morning  the  painter  does  not  know  his 
own  picture.  “  What  has  happened  to  it  ?  he  says. 
“That  Infant’s  flesh  was  only  red  earth  and  white; 
what  makes  it  look  so  golden  ?  And  that  Virgin’s 
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(From  a  Drawing  hy  J.  E.  Hodgson,  R.A.  Engraved  by  Scheu.) 


and  yellow,  we  have  yellow  and  blue  in  opposition, 
they  would  be  surrounded  by  halos  of  orange  and 
violet;  and  the  crossing  of  orange  and  violet  rays, 
according  to  the  table,  produces  a  dark  rose  colour,  a 
most  unexpected  result ;  and  a  pink  spot,  therefore, 
would  be  intensified  into  crimson. 

In  the  juxtaposition  of  colours  there  is,  therefore, 
a  peculiar  and  mysterious  property  of  suggesting 
colours  which  do  not  actually  exist  in  any  other  way 
than  that  they  are  actually  seen.  It  is  the  founda¬ 
tion  of  a  fairy  tale  : — 

In  a  mediaeval  town  a  poor  painter  has  been  foil¬ 
ing  without  ceasing.  The  Abbot  of  Sta.  Maria  had 
called  in  the  morning  to  say  that,  as  the  morrow 
was  the  festival  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  the  picture 
commissioned  must  be  in  its  place  to  hang  over  her 
altar.  Without  having  had  time  to  think  of  results, 
the  painter  has  mixed  the  tints  for  the  flesh,  the 
traditional  red  and  blue  garments  of  the  Virgin,  the 
russet  robes  of  Joseph,  and  the  grey  marble  of  the 
background.  He  has  toiled  all  day,  laying  them  on 
as  deftly  and  as  expeditiously  as  he  could.  Tired 
and  dazed  with  his  labour,  he  goes  to  his  evening 
meal  to  solace  himself  in  the  society  of  his  wife  and 
children. 


mantle,  I  thought,  looked  crude,  and  would  never  do ; 
it  is  sober,  rich,  and  beautiful.”  The  Abbot  calls, 
and  is  delighted;  he  pays  double  the  sum  agreed 
upon.  The  painter  rushes  and  embraces  his  wife, 
who  begins  to  ciy,  poor  soul  !  And  in  all  that 
mediaeval  town  there  is  not  a  happier  or  more  jiious 
couple  at  the  festival  of  the  Blessed  Virgin. 

Truly  in  colouring  we  are  dealing  with  things 
which  have  no  tangible  existence — with  ghosts  and 
phantoms,  with  creatures  we  may  raise  but  cannot 
lay.  In  the  days  when  demonology  and  witchcraft 
were  practised — if  ever  they  were  practised,  as  some 
matter-of-fact  people  doubt — it  was  understood  to 
be  very  imprudent  to  practise  until  you  had  tho¬ 
roughly  mastered  the  craft,  and  instances  are  re¬ 
corded  of  people  who  knew  enough  to  bid  a  demon 
fetch  them  water,  but,  not  knowing  the  formula 
which  would  make  him  leave  off,  he  continued  until 
he  drowned  them.  And,  in  like  manner,  a  young 
painter  may  have  learnt  enough  from  such  elemen¬ 
tary  cabalistic  books  as  “  Catalogus  W^insori  cum 
Newtono  ”  as  will  enable  him  to  summon  his  cad¬ 
mium  and  cobalt  from  the  vasty  deep,  but  he  has 
no  power  to  allay  the  havoc  and  destruction  they 
spread  around  them. 
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These  things  I  have  mentioneil  are  the  results 
of  science,  bnt  great  colourists — men  who  possessed 
“  la  bosse/^  the  gift,  in  a  supreme  degree — arrived  at 
them  by  divination.  AVitness-  Rubens,  who  often 
sj)read  large  masses  of  scarlet  as  a  sedative — “  uu 
calmant,^^  as  Fromentin  calls  it — the  green  halo 
which  scarlet  carries  round  it,  (piieting  everything 
in  its  neighbourhood. 

How  intinitely  noble  is  knowledge  — ■  science, 
literally  speaking!  How  it  elevates  human  nature! 
Here  is  a  dryasdustie  Gorman  savant  patiently  fol¬ 
lowing  up  certain  investigations,  and  arriving  at 
curious  results.  And  what  hajipens?  A  sudden 
apotheosis  of  the  great  men  of  art.  “  The  iMarriage 
of  Cana,”  by  P.  Veronese,  becomes  a  miracle  ;  the 
mind  staggers  to  think  of  such  an  achievement  wdien 
it  is  informed  that  every  one  of  the  thousand  tints  on 
that  huge  canvas  is  acting  on  others  and  being  acted 
upon,  and  yet  perceives  so  much  brilliancy  and  har¬ 
mony.  And  what  a  wholesome  conviction  it  forces 
upon  us,  that  this  poor  modicum  of  thinking-matter 
which  we  carry  abor;t  with  us,  and  which  we  have 
been  palming  off  on  a  credulous  public  as  our  brains, 
is  mere  organic  but  uninformed  syllogistic  proto- 
])lasm,  fit  for  no  better  purposes  than  talking  about 
things,  instead  of  doing  them  ! 

It  is  a  fact  well  known  to  artists  that  certain 
colours  have  a  superior  insistency,  assert  themselves 
more  powerfully  than  others,  and  that,  to  ensure 
harmony,  they  must  be  used  sparingly;  purple, 
green,  orange,  blue,  red,  and  yellow,  represent  such 
power  of  assertion  arranged  in  a  descending  scale  ; 


red  and  yellow  are,  therefore,  the  colours  which  may 
be  used  in  tbe  largest  masses. 

But  alas!  all  this  dissection  and  analysis  tends 
to  weaken  our  enjoyment  of  nature  and  of  art;  and 
the  artist  is  doomed  to  suffer  a  sad  abatement  of 
his  joys.  When  I  found  myself  on  that  September 
morning  contem])latiing  the  majestic  glory  of  Ben 
Cruachan  and  Ben  Nevis,  with  all  their  mountain 
retinue,  clothed  in  festive  garments  of  gold  and 
azure,  and  I  'watched  the  liquid  folds  of  green  and 
silver  rolling  over  the  face  of  the  waters,  I  was 
tormented  and  saddened  by  the  conscious  impossi¬ 
bility  of  reproduction.  Art  seemed  a  vain  and  hope¬ 
less  thing,  and  so  it  must  ever  seem  to  the  artist. 
Who  would  care  to  know  what  passes  behind  the  scenes 
when  the  lightning  flashes  and  the  thunder  rolls, 
and  when  Lear,  his  wits  all  distracted  by  ingratitude 
and  injustice,  is  calling  on  the  storm  to  wreck  this 
miserable  world  ?  Who  would  care  to  have  seen 
the  actor  reciting  his  part  before  a  looking-glass  ? 
Who  would  willingly  choose  to  know  the  mechanism 
of  the  storm,  to  watch  the  carpenters  burning  the 
sulphate  of  barytes  and  agitating  the  sheets  of  tin  ? 

Art-writing  to  interest  the  world  must  be  written 
from  the  front  of  the  proscenium.  The  object  of 
art  is  to  please,  to  captivate  the  imagination  and  the 
senses;  the  literature  of  the  studio  is  only  vexation 
to  the  spirit,  a  di’eary  catalogue  of  means,  dry  husks, 
like  autumn  leaves,  swe[)t  up  in  heaps,  out  of  which 
we  would  reconstruct  the  leafy  grandeur  of  the  forest 
oak,  under  whose  shade  we  rested  in  the  clog  days 
and  listened  to  the  birds  singing  on  its  boughs. 
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ALFRED  GILBERT,  A.R.A.—IL 

By  W.  COSMO 


HE  general  interest  aroused 
by  Mr.  Gilberts  works — so 
few  in  number  and,  as  a  rule, 
so  small  in  scale — is  a  matter 
for  more  wonder  than  any 
professional  recognition  of 
bis  merits.  Moreover,  Mr. 
Gilbert  has  not,  as  things 
go,  had  long  to  wait  for  it.  He  was  born  in  1854, 
and  is  therefore  not  yet  thirty-five  years  old,  and 
it  is  only  during  the  last  six  or  seven  years  that 
his  work  has  been  seen  in  London  exhibitions.  It 
is  not  too  much  to  say  that  hitherto  he  has  been 
generally  known  by  two  statuettes  only  —  the 
“  Perseus  ’’  and  the  “  Icarus  — and  by  his  memo¬ 
rial  of  Henry  Fawcett  in  Westminster  Abbey.  It 
is  only  this  year,  at  the  Royal  Academy,  that  his 
658 


MONKHOUSE. 

monumental  statue  of  ‘-'The  Queen”  at  'Winchester 
has  been  unveiled,  so  to  speak,  to  a  large  public. 

The  “  Icarus  ”  and  the  Perseus  ”  are  both  in¬ 
stances  that  the  source  from  which  what  are  generally 
called  the  “  subjects  ”  of  works  of  art  are  derived  is 
not  of  so  much  importance  as  the  treatment  of  them. 
Of  the  number  of  persons  who  have  been  arrested 
and  charmed  by  these  statuettes  a  great  many  knew 
little  or  nothing  of  the  legends  they  illustrate.  In 
the  figure  of  Perseus  Mr.  Gilbert  may  be  said  to 
have  stooped  to  conquer.  (See  p.  39.)  Instead  of 
giving  us  the  hero  engaged  in  mortal  combat  with 
the  monster,  he  has  chosen  the  simple  motive  of 
looking  at  the  set  of  his  winged  sandal.  It  is  what 
may  be  called  heroic  genre.  The  pose  and  occupa¬ 
tion  are  both  allied  to  our  experience,  though  we  do 
not  wear  winged  shoes  or  go  about  without  clothes. 
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Everybody  lias  seen  other  people  hold  themselves  so, 
and  bend  the  knee  so,  looking’  sidelong-  down  at  one 
foot,  the  whole  body  curved  asitlo  and  balanced  on  the 
other.  The  action  is  siinjile  and  graceful,  jiroducing- 
heautifnl  arrangements  of  line,  suldle  modulations 
of  muscle,  and  variety  of  tension.  There  is  not  a 
square  inch  of  the  body’s  surface  that  is  not  alive  and 
interesting-  for  its  own  s-ake.  AVe  see  not  only  the 
life  of  the  tig-ure,  but  the  life  and  thought  of  the 
artist,  imiiarted  by  his  fingers  to  the  dead  clay,  and 
— what  is  not  of  small  importance — a  feeling  of 
elegance  and  relinement  rules 
the  whole  conception. 

In  the  “  Icarus,”  Mr.  Gil- 
liert  had  a  motive  tif  deeper 
sjiiritual  significance,  and  one 
which,  though  more  dependent 
upon  legend  for  its  sentimont, 
appeals  at  once  to  us,  and 
scarcely  needs  a  hint  to  es- 
jilain  itself.  (See  p.  dh.) 

Whether  w-e  know  about  or 
care  about  Icarus  himself,  it  is 
impossible  not  to  feel  that  this 
lithe  and  strong  young  man  is 
about  to  trust  himself  to  those 
wings,  and  is  pausing-  before 
the  great  moment  of  venture. 

The  figure  is  not  less  easy  and 
natural  than  that  of  the  “  Per¬ 
seus,”  and  by  the  lieauty  and 
subtlety  of  its  modelling,  by 
its  variety  of  ])icturesque  sil¬ 
houette,  its  freshness  and  re¬ 
pose,  its  line  lialance  and  ro¬ 
mantic  elegance,  it  can  scarcely 
fail  to  appeal  to  the  most 
dormant  artistic  sense. 

Mr.  Gilbert  has  thus,  in 
these  two  statuettes,  succeeded 
in  making  figures  interesting 

and  beautiful  to  a  modern  English  audience  whicb, 
except  that  they  were  conceived  by  a  modern  Eng¬ 
lishman,  have  little  or  nothing  that  is  English  about 
them.  Taking  living  Italians  for  his  models,  and 
his  subjects  from  classical  legend,  he  has  produced 
work  which  is  both  original  and  alive.  And  he  has 
done  this  sim[)ly  because  be  has  attempted  to  realise 
nothing  which  he  has  not  felt  himself,  because  the 
form  and  the  thought  and  the  style  have  all  been 
the  expression  of  his  own  individuality. 

In  Mr.  Gilbert’s  work,  whether  portrait  or  such 
statuettes  as  these,  we  see  (as,  indeed,  we  may  see  in 
hundreds  of  other  works  l)y  other  sculptors,  at  home 
and  abroad)  that  the  gulf  between  ancient  ideals 
and  modern  needs  is  fairly  bridged  over,  and  that 


the  art  of  sculpture  is  one  and  indivisible,  whether 
ajiplied  to  realise  the  dream  of  the  imagination  or 
to  ex])ress  the  character  of  an  individual.  On  the 
one  hand,  imaginative  seuljiture  has  become  a.  means 


of  expressing  modern 


feelino’s 

O 


Oil  the  otlier^  the 
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(From  the  Bust  by  Alfred  Gilbert,  A.B.A.) 


portrait  has  been  raised  to  its  true  dignity  in  tine 
art.  All  hough  these  facts  are  only  just  beginning 
to  be  apjn-eciated  by  the  many,  the  movement  in 
the  right  direction  was  not  begun  by  the  young 
group  of  sculjitors  of  which  IMr.  Gilbert  is  one. 
It  was  Eoley  who  in  England  first  jiroduced  work 
which  was  capable  of  arous¬ 
ing  a  vital  interest  in  modern 
English  sculpture.  He  was 
thoroughly  earnest  and  manly, 
straightforw'ard  and  simjile. 
He  went  to  nature  and  not  to 
art  for  his  forms ;  his  con¬ 
ceptions  of  strength  and  beauty 
were  his  own ;  he  thought  in 
English  and  he  spoke  in  Eng¬ 
lish.  But  he  spoke  as  a  sculp¬ 
tor  should  speak — in  the  lan¬ 
guage  of  form  ;  and  those  who 
really  knew  what  sculpture 
was,  saw^,  not  perhaps  without 
surprise,  that  modern  thought 
and  feeling  could  vitalise  a 
statue,  and  that  modern  faces 
and  modern  dresses — the  men, 
the  animals,  the  things  that 
were  the  common  olijects  of 
their  daily  life — had  elements 
of  grandeur  and  beauty  worthy 
of  the  immortality  of  marble 
or  bronze.  He  show-ed  that 
costume  was  really  no  bar  to 
the  genius  of  a  great  sculptor; 
that  Hampden  in  the  seven¬ 
teenth,  Goldsmith  in  the 
eighteenth,  and  Lord  Hard- 
inge  in  the  nineteeutb  century,  could  be  i-eprescntod 
in  the  garb  they  wmre  without  loss  of  dignity  or 
jioetry.  He  sbow^ed  us  in  “  Caractacus  ”  that  the 
ancient  Briton  was  no  less  a  subject  for  scul])ture 
than  the  ancient  Greek;  and  in  his  magnificent 
group  of  Asia,  on  the  Albert  Alemorial,  that  such 
an  intangible  idea  as  the  mysterious  spirit  of  the 
East  could  be  made  to  breathe  from  marble ;  that 
Indians,  Persians,  and  Chinamen  no  less  than  Eng¬ 
lishmen,  elephants  no  less  than  horses,  were  capa¬ 
ble  of  sculpturesque  treatment.  Between  Eoley 
and  Gilbert  there  are  many  names  whicb  would  de¬ 
serve  mention  in  a  history  of  English  scul2)ture, 
but  in  connection  with  Mr.  Alfred  Gilbert  and 
other  living  sculptors  who  form  what  may  truly 
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be  called  the  “  new  sebool/’  the  most  important  is 
that  of  the  late  Alfred  Stevens,  the  designer  of  the 
Wellington  monument  in  St.  PauFs,  perhaps,  in 
grandeur  of  style  and  vigorous  imagination,  the 
greatest  monument  since  Michelangelo.  Stevens 
was  the  precursor,  it  may  be  said  the  founder,  of 
the  school,  which,  by  its  reference  to  nature  for  its 
models  and  its  motives,  and  to  the  artisFs  own  feel¬ 
ing  for  its  inspiration,  has 
made  little  less  than  a  re¬ 
volution  in  English  plastic 
art.  Ipj  the  workmanship, 
be  it  added,  no  less  than 
in  the  spirit — for  nothing 
divides  the  sculpture  of  the 
new  school  from  that  of  the 
old  more  completely  than 
the  thoroughness  and  truth 
of  its  modelling.  The  lan¬ 
guage  that  I  have  used 
with  regard  to  Mr.  Gilberts 
“  Perseus  could  scarcely 
have  been  applied  with  truth 
to  any  English  sculptor  a 
few  years  ago.  It  would 
then  have  been  hard  to  find 
a  figure  of  which  it  could  be 

o 

said  that  every  square  inch 
of  its  surface  was  interest¬ 
ing  for  its  own  sake.'’'’  Of 
the  mobility  of  a  complex 
organism,  of  the  infinite 
variety  of  its  sinTace,  of  the 
elasticity  of  its  skin  (in¬ 
deed,  of  the  existence  of  a 
skin  at  all),  the  tame  old 
style  of  modelling  gave  little 
or  no  evidence. 

But  to  return  to  Mr. 

Gilbert  and  portrait.  The 
most  important  effort  he 
has  made  in  this  direction 
is  the  monumental  statue 
of  The  Queen  at  Win¬ 
chester,  the  cast  of  which  was  recently  in  the  Royal 
Academy.  It  is  not,  of  course,  a  portrait  only,  for 
it  represents  the  Queen  in  State,  enthroned  and 
robed  and  crowned,  globe  and  sceptre  in  hand,  and 
is  intended  to  convey  the  idea  of  the  power  and 
majesty  of  her  great  office;  but  it  is  a  portrait, 
nevertheless,  and  an  admirable  one — dignified  but 
gentle,  spirited  but  yet  touched  by  that  shade  of 
melancholy  which  has  rested  on  her  face  since  her 
Consort’s  death. 

The  whole  effect  of  the  statue  is  magnificent.  The 
stately  architectural  throne,  adorned  with  niche  and 


figure ;  the  grand  but  graceful  lines  and  masses  of 
the  robes ;  the  fringed  footstool ;  the  sceptre  and  the 
globe,  with  its  exquisite  flying  figure  of  Victory — all 
these  and  other  ornaments  and  accessories,  volumin¬ 
ous  and  elaborate  as  they  are,  instead  of  overpower¬ 
ing  the  figure,  simply  enshrine  and  decorate  it 
with  honour  and  majesty.  In  the  midst  of  all,  the 
Queen  sits  with  perfect  ease,  superb  but  unaffected. 

As  an  example  of  Mr. 
Gilbert’s  work,  when  it 
treats  a  subject  of  purely 
national  interest,  the  next  in 
importance  is  his  memorial 
of  Henry  Fawcett  in  M'^est- 
minster  Abbey.  (See  p.  1.) 
In  its  comparatively  diminu¬ 
tive  size  and  its  decorative 
adjustment  to  the  traceried 
arch  of  the  screen  in  which 
it  is  set,  it  offers  a  striking 
contrast  to  the  huge  and 
clumsy  compositions  which 
block  the  passages  and  mu¬ 
tilate  the  beauty  of  the 
Abbey.  It  is  composed  of 
a  portrait-medallion,  and  a 
row  of  little  figures,  repre¬ 
senting  the  virtues  of  the 
late  blind  statesman  and 
economist.  Fortitude  stands 
in  the  middle,  supported  on 
either  hand  by  Justice  and 
Modesty ;  by  the  side  of 
Justice  is  Zeal;  by  the  side 
of  Modesty  Industry  —  all 
upright,  full-length  figures, 
and  in  the  lower  spaces, 
where  the  curve  of  the  arch 
springs,  are  two  seated  figures 
suggestive  of  Brotherhood. 
The  thought  is  simple;  but 
the  execution  is  so  full  of 
invention,  that  the  mere  de¬ 
scription  of  the  little  life¬ 
like  figures  with  their  emblems  cannot  be  attempted 
here.  They  present  so  many  varieties  of  surface  and 
texture,  of  light  and  shade,  of  poise  and  gesture, 
shape  and  outline,  and  are  so  embroidered  with  the 
growth  of  the  artist’s  fancy,  that  they  are  like  a 
little  garden  of  sculpture.  The  decorative  and 
picturesque  richness  of  their  interest  emphasises 
rather  than  diminishes  the  solemn  simplicity  of  the 
head  above.  An  admirable  likeness — as  nearly  all 
can  judge — it  is  full  of  the  finest  feeling.  The  in¬ 
tellectual  and  strangely  sympathetic  features  are 
modelled  with  the  greatest  tenderness.  He  has 


PERSEUS. 

(From  the  Statuette  by  Alfred  Gilbert,  A.R  A.  In  the 
Possession  of  J.  P.  llcseltlne,  Esq.) 
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cang'ht  tlie  pathetic,  listening-  look  wliioli  long  years 
ot‘  blindness  engraves  on  the  hninan  face,  and  the 
expression  ot  attention  is  so  strong  that  it  is  diliienlt 
to  realise  that  the  eyes  ai’e  closed. 

The  record  of  Mr.  Gilbert’s  achievement  down  to 
the  ])resent  time  would  not  be  complete  without 
mention  of  a  life-sized 
plaster  group,  called  the 
‘ ‘  hi  n  c  h  a  u  t  e  d  C  h  a  i  r,” 
which  (or  a  portion  of 
which)  was  exhibiteil  in 
ISSO.  (See  p.  k)  It  is, 
perhaps,  the  most  ]iurely 
imaginative  work  that  he 
has  produced,  and  is  dis¬ 
tinguished  by  its  bold¬ 
ness  and  originality.  In 
a  chair  of  strange  de¬ 
sign,  su])ported  by  wing(Hl 
heads,  sits  a  nude  female 
Hgure,  her  head  fallen  on 
her  shoulder  in  profound 
sleep.  Perched  on  the 
back  of  her  chair  stands 
a  huge  eagle,  conceived 
with  great  vigour,  half¬ 
spreading  his  wings  in  a 
canojiy  over  her,  and  at 
her  teet  a  frightened 
dove. 

It  is  such  work  of 
IMr.  Gilbert’s,  especially 
the  Fawcett  Memorial 
and  the  statue  of  the 
<4ueen,  that  makes  one 
feel  hopeful  about  a  really 
national  school  of  sculp¬ 
ture,  which  shall  produce 
works  thoroughly  under¬ 
stood,  admired,  and  loved 
by  the  people. 

Gilbert  stood  alone, 
would  not  be  so  much 
ground  for  hope;  but  he 
is  only  one  of  many  who 
are  grailually  vitalising  every  kind  of  seul]iture.  Fresh 
life  is  visible  all  along  the  line,  from  tbe  magni- 
ticent  “  Medea”  ot  Mr.  Thornycroft  to  the  sjirightly 
kittens  of  Miss  Chaplin.  Mdiat  is  to  be  desired  is 
that  the  modeller  s  art  should  not  be  a  mere 
object  of  admiration  at  exhibitions,  in  churches, 
and  public  places,  but  should  enter  our  homes  in 
statuette,  in  frieze,  and  manteliiiece,  in  articles  of 
personal  ornament  and  domestic  use.  I  have  care¬ 
fully  avoided  in  this  article  any  comparisons  be¬ 


tween  the  works  of  living  men.  I  have  no  wish 
to  jiuiiit  out  ill  what  respects  Mr.  Gilbert’s  work  is 
su])erinr,  or  in  what  inferior  to  that  of  his  fellow- 
artists;  but  I  wish  to  point  out  that  in  one  direc¬ 
tion  he  is  more  versatile  than  most,  and  that  is  in 
every  description  of  ornamental  rnetal-work.  Traces 

of  Mr.  Gilbert’s  exuber¬ 
ant  invention  in  orna¬ 
ment  will  be  found  on 
nearly  all  his  sculpture. 
If  it  were  not  that  his 
fertility  were  restrained 
by  a  fastidious  taste,  it 
might  be  jiointed  out  as 
one  of  his  dangers,  if 
not  of  his  defects;  but 
as  it  is,  it  only  makes 
his  work  more  engaginor'. 
Hut,  apart  from  his  sculp¬ 
ture  projier,  his  active 
fancy  delights  in  design¬ 
ing  ornament  and  orna¬ 
ments — rings,  necklaces, 
&c.,  which  his  skill  in 
metal-work  enables  him 
to  carry  out  himself.  Of 
his  ingenuity  in  this  re¬ 
gard  there  is  an  import¬ 
ant  and  interesting  ex¬ 
ample  in  the  Royal  Aca¬ 
demy  now,  in  his  model 
of  a  collar,  chain,  and 
badge  for  the  Corpora¬ 
tion  of  Preston.*  The 
richness  of  this  design  is 
the  more  remarkable  when 
we  take  into  account  the 
simple  elements  of  which 
it  is  composed.  If  we 
disregard  the  gems  and 
enamelled  decorations, 
nearly  the  whole  of  this 
sumptuous  ornament  is 
composed  of  twisted  strips 
of  plain  metal.  This 
elaborate  piece  of  orfevrerie  he  intends  to  execute 
with  his  own  hand.  No  work  of  the  kind  is  be¬ 
neath  the  dignity  of  Hie  artist,  and  no  em]iloy- 
ment  of  his  fancy  will  do  more  to  encourage  the 
growth  of  real  artistic  taste  amongst  us.  Among 
the  more  important  works  upon  winch  Mr.  Gilbert 
is  now  engaged  are  a  fountain  for  Piccalilly  Circus, 
in  commemoration  of  Lord  Shaftesbury,  and  a  memo¬ 
rial  of  tlie  late  Ra.ndol])h  Caldecott. 

*  Sue  illustration  on  p.  29. 


ICAETJS. 

(From  the  Statuette,  hy  Alfred  Gilbert,  A  R.A.  In  the  Possession  of 
Sir  Frederick  Leighton,  Part.,  P.U.AA 
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SOME  FAMOUS  SCENE-PAINTERS. 


By  W.  J.  LAWRENCE. 


IT  is  quite  iu  kee})ing  that  the  Mother  of  Modem 
Art  should  have  lent  herself  to  the  fostering  of 
theatrical  decoration  at  a  time  when  the  Drama  in 
other  countries  had  little  name,  and  certainly  no  local 


formulating  definite  rules  of  perspective,  discovered 
the  points  of  distance  to  which  all  lines  making  an 
angle  of  forty-five  degrees  with  the  ground-line  are 
drawn.  Peruzzi  derived  so  much  benefit  from  his 


SCENE  IN  “  TAEADISE.” 

{From  the  “Adamo"  of  G.  B.  Andreini,  Milan,  1613.) 


habitation.  The  conditions  of  art  in  Italy  prior  to  the 
introduction  and  general  practice  of  oil-painting  were 
such  as  to  facilitate  progress  in  scenic  embellishment. 
Before  the  time  of  Domenico  the  Venetian,  working 
in  distemper  was  the  method  invariably  employed  on 
wall,  wood,  or  canvas.  That  the  Italians  are  natural 
scene-painters  their  long  extended  proficiency  in  the 
kindred  art  of  historico-allegorico-mural  decoration 
would  surely  go  to  show. 

Although  Brunelleschi  and  II  Ceceahad  previously 
laboured  to  endow  the  sacred  rappresentazioni  of 
Florence  with  a  suitable  background,  the  Cimabue  of 
theatric  art  arose  in  Balthazar  Peruzzi  (1480 — 1536), 
the  Siennese  artist  who  in  pursuing  the  investigations 
of  Pietro  del  Borgo,  instituted  with  the  purpose  of 


studies  in  this  way  that  Titian  is  said  to  have  called 
for  a  ladder  once  in  viewing  some  of  his  decorative 
work  in  the  Farnesina  Palace  iu  order  to  become 
assured  by  the  sense  of  touch  that  the  ornaments  and 
mouldings  were  not  really  in  relief  as  they  appeared. 
His  powerful  and  abiding  influence  as  a  scenist  sprang 
from  the  circumstance  that  he  was  the  first  to  apply 
perspective  to  the  art  of  the  theatre.  Vasari,  who 
gives  us  much  important  information  concerning 
Peruzzi,  expresses  his  astonishment  at  the  number  of 
palaces,  houses,  streets,  &c.,  he  was  capable  of  com¬ 
pressing  within  the  limits  of  a  single  scene  without 
giving  the  impression  of  overcrowding.  Some  of 
his  best  scenery  was  painted  for  Bibiena’s  '‘^Calandra,'’'’ 
when  that  deadly-lively  piece  was  performed  at  the 
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Vatican  bet'ore  Leo  X.  in  honour  of  the  Duchess  of 
Mantua  about  the  year  1514. 

During-  the  brief  reign  of  the  amorous  Alessandro, 
Florence  boasted  the  possession  of  two  scenic  artists 
of  superlative  genius  in  the  persons  of  Andrea  Del 
Sarto  and  Dastiano  detto  Aristotile.  Upon  his 
accession  in  153;^  the  duke  had  commissioned  the 
incarcerated  Ciio.  iNIaria  Frimeraui  to  compose  a 
tragi-comedy  on  the  escapades  of  Tamar  the  daughter 
of  David  j  and  this  was  furnished  with  scenery  by 
Aristotile — “the  finest,”  says  Vasari,  “that  had  ever 
been  seen.”  Four  years  afterwards  the  same  artist 
designed  and  erected  a  temporary  theatre  in  the  great 
court  of  the  ducal  ])alace  for  the  production  of  Laudi’s 
“  Commodo,”  supplying  also  by  way  of  scenic  embellish¬ 
ment  several  views  of  Pisa,  including  the  Leaning 
Tower  and  the  Round  Temple  of  San  Ciiovanni. 

Some  idea  of  the  jierfectiou  to  which  scenic  illusion 
had  been  brought  by  the  Italians  in  the  sixteenth 
century  may  be  gleaned  from  an  examination  of  our 
own  masques,  which  were  purely  the  outcome  of 
Inigo  Jones’s  ol)servations  in  Rome  and  Venice  in 
and  about  the  years  1(!05  and  1013.  Perhaps  the 
greatest  impetus  ever  given  to  spectacular  effect  was 
that  occasioned  by  the  rage  for  opera  at  Venice,  which 
commenced  in  1040  and  lasted  for  upwards  of  half 
a  century.  ^Mythological  subjects  were  invariably 
chosen  for  treatment,  thus  allowing  the  scene-painter 
and  machinist  full  scope  to  dazzle  the  spectator  with 
fantastic  surprises.  Although  labouring  x;nder  the 
disadvantage  of  a  system  of  illumination  not  jn-operly 
under  control,  the  Italians,  from  their  pin-tiality  to  a 
brilliantly  lighted  stage,  produced,  we  are  told,  some 
remarkable  effects.  A  favourite  spectacle  was  that 
of  a  palace,  largely  composed  of  many-hued  crystals, 
which  shed  a  brilliant  radiance  around  by  means  of 
subtly  concealed  torches,  w'hile  descending  from  the 
clouds  freighted  with  a  complete  Olymjms  !  Mdxen 
M  estern  Europe  became  smitten  with  the  opera 
craze  the  migrating  vocalists  brought  in  their  train 
numerous  scenic  artists  aud  machinists.  France  had 
her  native  lyric  art  in  1645,  and  from  that  source 
Sir  M  illiam  Daveuant  derived  the  first  scenery  used 
on  the  English  stage.  The  Italian  iidluence  on 
English  scenic  art,  it  may  be  remarked,  lasted  down 
almost  to  our  time,  begiunmg  with  Rruuetti  aud 
Amiconi,  and  continuing  through  Zucarelli  and 
Novosielski  to  jMarinari  and  Augustus  Aclio. 

After  fifty  years  of  scenic  excess  the  Italians,  by 
way  of  relief,  abandoned  mvdhological  opera  in 
favour  of  historical  sulijects.  Fewer  demands  were 
made  on  the  ingenuity  of  the  machinists,  and,  as 
a  consequence,  a  quieter  and  more  artistic  school 
of  scene-painters  sprang  up,  foremost  among  whom 
were  Canaletto,  Ribiena  Galli,  and  the  Chevalier  Ser- 
vandoni.  The  beneficial  iniluence  of  the  two  last- 


named  on  European  scenery  could  hardly  be  over¬ 
estimated.  Although  variously-gifted  men,  Ribiena 
and  Servandoni  had  much  in  common.  In  the 
grandeur  of  their  ideas  they  were  architects  fit  for 
kiiigs,  and  by  all  sorts  and  conditions  of  potentates 
were  they  employed.  Their  architectural  and  per¬ 
spective  paintings  are  to  be  found  in  the  Louvre  and 
most  of  the  principal  Italian  galleries.  Ferdinando 
Calli  (surnamed  Ribiena,  after  his  father,  who  derived 
the  appellation  from  his  birthplace)  was  born  at 
Rologna  in  1657,  and  studied  under  Carlo  Cignani. 
His  scenic  work,  like  his  pictures,  was  remarkable 
for  excellent  composition  and  perspective,  and  perfect 
light  and  shade.  To  him  Algarotti  attributes  the 
introduction  on  the  stage  of  “  accidental  points,  or 
rather  the  invention  of  viewing  scenes  by  the  angle,” 
a  system  capable  of  some  picturesque  effects  when 
practised  with  forethought  and  judgment.  Writing 
in  17-36,  Riecoboni  iid'orms  us  that  Ferdinando  Ribiena 
and  his  younger  brother  Francisco  had  “  convinced 
all  Europe,  by  their  grand  decorations,  that  a  theatre 
may  be  adorned  without  machinery,  not  only  with 
as  much  magnificence,  but  with  more  propriety.” 
The  brothers  were  both  dead  in  174-3. 

Servandoni,  a  Florentine  artist  (1695 — 1766), 
who  came  to  Paris  in  1726,  was  elected  a  member 
of  the  \'arious  academies  aud  knighted  on  his  ap¬ 
pointment  as  architect  painter  to  Louis  XV.  He 
was  one  of  the  chief  j'l’omoters  of  the  theatrical 
ballet,  and  effected  many  vital  improvements  in 
French  iiiise-en-scene  during  the  eighteen  years  he 
remained  director  of  stage  apjxointments  at  the  Opera. 
Owing  to  the  numerous  architectural  commissions  he 
received  outside  France,  Servandoni  was  also  enabled 
to  leave  the  impress  of  his  genius  on  the  scenic  art 
of  other  capitals.  He  was  in  England  in  1749,  and 
painted  some  scenery  for  the  Opera  and  Covent 
Garden,  of  which  that  at  the  latter  house  was 
carefidly  jxreserved  for  thirty  years  afterwards. 

Although  scene-painting  was  somewhat  tardy  in 
taking  root  in  France,  the  native  school  can  boast  in 
Roucher,  Roquet,  Tardif,  Raudon,  Degotti,  Ciceri, 
Sechan,  Dieterle,  Desplechin,  Cambon,  Nolau,  Chape¬ 
ron,  Cheret,  and  Daguerre,  a  list  of  votaries  worthy 
of  eom])ariRon  with  the  best  that  Italy  could  produce. 
A  proof  of  the  practical  utility  of  the  scientist  be¬ 
hind  the  scenes  is  afforded  by  Daguerre’s  career.  The 
same  powers  that  assisted  Niepec  in  the  investiga¬ 
tion  of  sun-pictures,  aaid  Routon  in  the  perfecting 
of  dioramic  effect,  were  bi-ought  to  bear  with  equal 
success  on  the  optics  of  the  theatre.  One  of  the 
scenes  painted  and  arranged  by  Daguerre  at  the 
Opera  Comique  some  sixty  years  ago  is  still  looked 
upon  as  a  marvel  in  French  theatrical  circles.  This 
was  a  moonlight  “  .set,”  with  floating  clouds  that 
alternately  obscured  and  revealed  the  stai’s,  while 
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actors,  trees,  and  houses  all  threw  their  shadows  upon 
the  ground  and  on  each  other. 

Superlicialists  wlio  delight  in  attributing  the  rise 
o£  historical  accuracy,  local  colour,  and  realistic  ac¬ 
cessories  on  the  English  stage  to  the  Romantic  or 
Pre-Raphaelite  movement,  very  conveniently  ignore 
the  fact  that  thirty  years  and  more  before  tlie  famous 
battle  of  “  Hernani,^"’  John  Kemble’s  antiquarian 
instinct  had  prompted  him  to  give  the  SIiakes2)earean 


part  in  the  general  protest  against  2)seudo-classicism. 
Welby  Pugin,  the  reviver  of  tlie  Gothic  taste  in  eccle¬ 
siastical  architecture,  was  associated  with  the  Grieves 
in  ])ainting  scenery  for  Covent  Garden  Theatre  and 
Her  Majesty’s  some  lifty-six  years  ago. 

For  the  practical  exjjosition  of  his  ideas  the  elder 
Kemble  was  largely  indebted  to  the  historical  know¬ 
ledge  and  research  of  John  Capon  (1757 — 1S:17),  his 
scenic  artist,  who  had  been  a  |)U])il  of  the  great 


SCENE  BY  SERVANDONI. 

From  a  Drawing  hy  E.  H.  Fitchew.) 


drama  appropriate  costumes,  scenery,  and  accessories. 
Allowing  for  a  few  brief  intermittent  periods  of 
stagnation,  the  work  of  revolt  against  scenic  artifi¬ 
ciality  and  generalisation  was  carried  on  steadily  from 
time  to  time  by  Charles  Kemble,  Madame  Vestris, 
Macready,  and  Phelps.  Then  the  far-reaching  Pre- 
Raphaelite  movement,  joining  issue  with  the  analo¬ 
gous  but  restricted  tendency  of  the  stage,  evoked  the 
Robertsonian  comedy,  and  striking  at  externals,  with 
Charles  Kean  as  interpreter,  subordinated  dramatic 
to  scenic  effect,  and  occasioned  certain  archaeological 
excesses  from  which  the  theatre  has  never  since  re¬ 
covered.  It  is  a  strange  coincidence  that  a  quondam 
seen c-2'>ain ter  should  have  played  no  incon.^iderable 


Novosielski,  and  held  the  position  of  draughtsman 
to  the  Duke  of  York.  Ca2)on’s  highly-pronounced 
antiquarian  tastes  led  him  to  make  elaborate  jdans 
of  most  of  the  ancient  structures  in  and  about  the 
metropolis,  many  of  which  were  jnirchased  by  the 
Society  of  Antiquaries  and  engraved.  Tlie  know¬ 
ledge  thus  derived  was  turned  to  excellent  advantage 
from  time  to  time  in  the  Drury  Lane  scene-loft. 
Thus,  from  the  remains  of  the  ancient  Palace  of 
Westminster,  Capon  deduced  a  scene  showing  the 
entire  building  as  it  was  about  the  year  1500,  the 
])oint  of  view  being  the  south-west  corner  of  Old 
Palace  Yard.  Ho  also  jiainted  some  very  remarkable 
scenery  for  Col  man’s  “  Iron  Chest”  in  1790,  consisting 
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principally  of  a,n  ancient  baronial  hall  in  the  style 
of  the  times  of  Edward  IV'.  and  Henry  VI.,  and  a 
library  scene  eo])iod  from  the  most  complete  specimen 
of  Oothic  architeetnre  tlnm  extant,  with  the  book¬ 
cases  painted  from  another  reliable  source,  and  the 
vaulting'  of  the  g-roined  ceiling'  from  the  cloister  of 
St.  Stephen,  Westminster.  It  must  1)0  remembered 
of  conrso  that  there  was  little  or  no  attempt  to 
heighten  the  illusion  by  “hnilding’  np^^  the  scene, 
all  the  effects  being  rendered  for  the  most  ])art  by 


time  when  gas  was  fast  superseding  the  old  system 
of  Iam[>s  and  opening  up  new  vistas  of  scenic  de¬ 
light,  an  artist  hke  Stanlleld  should  have  ap[)eaied 
whose  work  was  able  to  withstand  the  sevei'e  scru¬ 
tiny  occasioned  Ity  the  sudden  prominence  given  to 
the  background.  No  wonder  that  Stantield  and 
Roberts  were  said  to  have  almost  made  scene-paint¬ 
ing  a  new  art !  Apart  from  the  fact  that  the 
truth  and  beauty  of  Stanfield’s  landscapes  —  such 
for  instance  as  the  delicious  Sicilian  views  painted 
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brush-work  on  the  conventional  flats,  wings,  and  bor¬ 
ders.  Not  that  elaborate  set  scenes  were  altogether 
unknown,  d’ake,  for  instance,  the  gorgeous  interior  of 
the  mediteval  church  as  painted  by  (lapon  in  1799  for 
Joanna  Hailie  s  “De  Afontfort.”  In  this  scene,  nave, 
side-aisles,  and  choir  were  shown  in  seven  successive 
planes,  the  dimensions  of  the  whole  being  as  follow  : 
Width  5(3  feet,  depth  5:J  feet,  height  '-M  feet. 

Next  to  Clapon,  the  two  jiainters  whose  work 
proved  most  intluential  in  shaping  the  characteristics 
of  modern  vi/se-eii-^rhie  were,  I  think,  Clarkson 
Stanfiehl  and  William  Ileverley.  It  was  a  provi¬ 
dential  thing  for  stage  art  that  yirecisely  at  the 


in  1842  for  “  Acis  and  Galatea” — taught  the  play- 
going  masses  to  admire  and  look  for  good  work, 
the  influence  of  this  artist  can  he  more  distinctly 
traced  in  the  grafting  of  panoramic  and  dioramic 
effects  upon  conventional  scenic  methods.  Next  to 
solidity  and  massiveness,  I  sujipose  the  chief  charac¬ 
teristic  of  modern  scenery  is  its  jianoramic  tendency. 
Even  W’agncr’s  eclectic  system  of  stage-setting  owes 
something  to  the  labours  of  Clarkson  Stantield. 
Brought  out  at  first  in  Christmas  jiantoinimes  to  lend 
extraneous  aid  to  t  he  spectacle,  the  picturesipie  beauty 
of  these  panoramic  views,  permeated  as  they  were  with 
the  painter’s  sailor-like  love  of  the  sea,  so  far  engaged 
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public  attention  tliat  other  artists  o£  the  calibre  of 
David  Roberts^  Charles  Marshall,  and  the  Grieves 
took  up  the  running’,  and  the  panorama  from  being  a 
familiar  feature  of  holiday  entertainments,  was  pressed 
in  time  into  the  service  of  the  regular  drama.  When 
Macrcady  revived  “  Henry  V.”  in  1839,  it  was  Stan¬ 
field  who  supplied  the  panoramic  illustrations  of  the 
storming  of  Harfieur,  the  battle  of  Agincourt,  and  the 
departure  of  the  fleet  from  Southampton,  which  were 
exhibited  at  the  opening  of  the  several  acts.  As  for 
the  rest  old  playgoers  will  readily  call  to  mind  the 
admirable  use  made  of  the  panorama  by  Phelps  at 
Sadler’s  Wells  and  Charles  Kean  at  the  Princess’s 
in  many  of  their  elaborate  Shakespearean  revivals. 

Stanfield  was  born  at  Sunderland  in  1794,  and 
from  the  Sunderland  Theatre  (strange  to  say),  forty- 
eight  years  afterwai’ds,  there  came  to  the  old  “Vic” 
a  clever  young  artist,  whom  fate  had  ordained  to 
consummate  the  other’s  work.  A  stripling  in  years, 
although  a  greybeard  in  scenic  ])roficieney,  William 


Beverley  had  not  been  long  in  the  tnetropolis  be¬ 
fore  the  appearance  of  his  name  on  a  playlnll  was 
reckoned  a  sufficient  guarantee  for  the  excellence  of 
the  scenery.  The  rise  of  the  Planche  extravaganza 
during  the  famous  Vestris  reu'nne  at  the  Ijyceuin 
(1847 — 1855)  gave  Mr.  Beverley  full  scoi)e  for  the 
display  of  his  fine  imaginative  powers,  and  soon 
earned  for  him  the  title  of  “the  Watteau  of  scene- 
painters.”  It  was  here  that  the  old  glories  of  the 
Venetians  were  first  eclipsed  in  those  marvellous 
Transformation  scenes,  which  were  afterwards  per¬ 
fected  by  their  creator  on  the  larger  stage  of  Drury 
Lane. 

To  excel  nowadays,  the  devotee  of  the  double-tie 
brush  needs  to  unite  pictorial  and  constructive  talents 
with  mechanical  ingenuity,  and  to  possess  a  perfect 
knowledge  of  the  possibilities  of  lighting.  It  was 
the  skilful  combination  of  these  faculties  at  the  out¬ 
set  of  his  career  that  gave  William  Beverley  the 
fame  and  position  he  now  enjoys. 
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(From  a  Drawivo  hy  W.  C.  Symons.  Engraved  ly  A.  EJoss^.) 


unexplm’od  district  as  regards  the  tourist  and  the 
artist.  “Scarce  any  county,”  as  Camden  says,  “can 
show  as  many  remains,”  and  it  abounds  in  historical 
and  personal  associations,  from  the  days  of  Cassibe- 
launus  down  to  those  of  Bulwer  Lytton.  Its  well- 
known  objects  of  interest,  such  as  St.  Alban’s  Abbey, 
Hatfield,  Knebworth,  and  Moor  Park,  are  easily 


T 


HE  county  of  Hertfordshire,  in  spite  of  its 
proximity  to  the  metropolis,  and  its  intei’scc- 
tion  by  various  linos  of  rail,  is  in  many  respects  an 
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accessible,  and  familiar  to  most  men  either  by  name 
or  by  sight.  Bnt  the  highways  and  byways,  tbe 
lonely  reaches  and  backwaters  of  rural  life,  are  still 
nnvisitcd  by  tbe  Rank  Holiday  maker,  and  nn- 
bligbted  by  tbe  photograjihic  tiend  ;  tbe  cnwsli[)S 
that  bloom  over  ancient  battle-helds  have  not  yet 
fonnd  their  way  to  Covent  Garden.  In  these  green 
and  secluded  places  many  a  romantic  tradition  lingers 
yet,  the  railway  whistle  and  the  School  Board  having 
tailed  to  frighten  away  the  floating  memories  of  hair¬ 
breadth  ^scape  ami  snpernatnral  visitation.  F]clu)es 
of  Tndor  tragedies  and  Stnart  escapades  still  hannt 
the  mossy  buttresses  of  mouldering  castle  walls 
and  the  shadowy  corners  of  yew-clipt  alleys.  The 
l)ecnliar  (puetnde  and  loveliness  of  these  trampul 
hamlets  appears  to  deepen  pereejitibly  in  the  en¬ 
virons  of  the  great  abbey.  Over  ploughed  lands 
and  nndnlating  fallows  there  liroods,  were  it  indeed 
possible,  an  intenser  ])eace ;  a  more  p)ictnrescjue 
beauty  invests  the  Octol)er-leaf  coloured  angles  and 
gables  of  the  venerable  manor-houses  here  and  there 
among  their  elms.  Of  these  stately  survivals  of  a  by¬ 
gone  age,  the  subject  of  tbe  aecomjianying  sketches — ■ 
Salisbury  Hall,  or  Salesbury,  as  it  was  called  once 
upon  a  time — is  a  superb  type  and  representative. 
Sir  John  Cntts,  Privy  Councillor  and  Treasurer  of 
England  under  Henry  VIII.,  “  bniided,^'’  according 
to  Leland,  “at  Salisbury  Park  near  St.  Albans, this 
lofty  mansion,  with  its  gracious  surrounding  of  elms 
and  oaks,  its  fair  green  park  slopes,  and  its  guardian 
moat.  Sir  John  Cutts’s  building,  however,  has  been 
gradually  merged  in  the  alterations  and  additions  of 
later  architects,  and  the  house,  as  it  now  stands,  is 
almost  entirely  of  the  date  of  Charles  I.  and  II.  It 
is,  indeed,  thoroughly  imbued  with  the  air  of  the 
Stuart  epoch;  it  is  like  the  “ Hesperides'’' of  Herrick, 
or  the  lyrics  of  Lovelace,  transmuted  into  dormer 
and  gable,  panelled  wall  and  oaken  staiiuvay.  And 
its  quaint  stateliness  bears  a  curious  anachronistic 
flavour,  resultant  from  the  inextricable  blending  of 
the  historico-romantie  element  with  the  matter-of- 
fact,  everyday,  rural  life  of  this  present  }’ear  of 
grace. 

As  we  quit  the  main  road  and  apjn’oach  the 
Hall  through  a  long  winding  drive,  past  the  little 
cluster  of  russet  barns  and  farm-buildings,  and  the 
walled  outer  garden,  the  first  thing  that  pleasant! v 
attracts  the  eye  is  the  picturesque  old  lodge  of  red 
brick,  iqion  the  left  of  the  bridge  that  spans  the 
moat.  It  springs,  as  it  were,  straight  out  of  the 
brown  clear  waters,  in  which  its  high  gables  and 
quaint  lattices,  muffled  by  creepers  and  backed  Ijy 
tall  trees,  are  peacefully  reflected.  The  bridge  itself, 
formerly  a  drawbridge,  is  guarded  by  wrought-iron 
gates,  which  are  worthy  of  note,  and  through  which 
one  enters  upon  a  circular  drive  round  a  grass-])lot. 


in  front  of  the  great  hall-door.  A  coat  of  arms  is 
carved  in  stone  above  this,  the  princiiral  doorway — 
the  arms  of  Sir  Jeremy  Snow,  who,  the  occupant 
of  the  Hall  in  1G9U,  is  resi)onsib]e  for  the  com¬ 
paratively  modern  addition  to  the  western  side  of 
the  house.  The  outer  porch  or  entrance  leads  through 
a  little  vestibule  into  the  wide  llagged  and  panelled 
hall,  with  its  great  fireplace  of  Tudor  architecture, 
where  the  smoke  from  the  open  hearth  curls  up 
against  the  red-lirown  tiles,  and  with  its  manifold 
mysterious  recesses  and  doorways  and  jianels,  which 
look  as  if  some  day  they  must  inevitably  slide  back 
and  disclose  long-hidden  secrets  smothered  in  dust 
and  cobwebs.  Draw  back  the  heavy  curtain,  and  see 
the  broad  vista  of  tbe  staircase,  and  its  carved  oak 
balusters  wrought  with  Iiaskets  of  fruit  and  flowers. 
Ijight  streams  down  from  a  dec])-ledged  window 
on  the  landing  a  few  steps  up.  The  eastern  wall 
of  the  ball  is  ornamented  with  twelve  very  ancient 
medallions  in  low  relief,  coloured  black  and  white, 
copied  from  coins  of  the  twelve  Cte,sars,  whose  heads 
they  bear.  They  have  a  strangely  incongruous  effect, 
as  though  JMark  Antonv  were  walking  arm-in-arm 
with  IMr.  Samuel  Pepys ;  but  they  must  have  seemed 
even  more  anomalous  in  their  original  position  as 
they  formed  part  of  the  decorations  of  the  neigh- 
fiouring  nunnery  at  Sojiwell,  whence  they  were  pur¬ 
chased  by  Sir  John  Cutts  to  beautify  his  new  abode. 
They  are  su[)posed  to  have  been  contemporary  with 
John  of  Wheathamstede,  thirty-third  and  greatest 
Al)bot  of  St.  Albanbs,  who  flourished  in  the  lifteenth 
century,  and  were  sold  from  Sopwell  under  the  regime 
(d‘  Dame  Juliana  Berners.  That  prioress  distin¬ 
guished  herself  about  1481  by  the  jiublication  of 
her  “Gentleman^s  Reereation  — three  treatises  on 
hawking,  hunting’  and  fishing,  and  brass  armour. 

An  inventory  of  the  rooms  in  Salisbury  Hall,  as 
they  existed  at  the  latter  end  of  the  seventeenth 
century,  is  still  extant,  and  includes  among  others  the 
hall,  great  parlour,  dining-room,  wlthdrawing-room, 
crown  chamber,  withdrawing-room  chamber,  and 
old  parlour.  Of  these,  only  the  great  parlour,  hall, 
dining-room,  withdrawing-room  (now  converted  into 
a  corridor  and  two  bedrooms),  withdrawing-room 
chamber,  and  another,  now  exist.  The  crown 
chamber  probably  derived  its  name  from  its  having 
been  hallowed  by  the  use  of  Charles  II.,  who  was 
entertained  and  lodged  at  Salisbury  Hall  by  Sir 
Jeremy  Snow  with  more  conviviality  than  ceremony, 
if  legends  are  to  be  trusted ;  for  they  tell  how  the 
host,  in  the  exuberance  of  his  spirits,  challenged  the 
king  to  “another  bottle'’' — whereupon  the  man  who 
“never  said  a  foolish  thing,'"’  remarked  that  “a 
beggar  when  drnidc  is  as  good  as  a  king,"  and 
accepted  the  challenge.  There  is  also  a  report 
of  Salisbury  Hall  baving  been  at  one  time  in  the 
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possession  or  occupation  of  Nell  Gwynn; 
tradition  is  the  common  property  of  half 


THE  STONE  HALL. 


manor  -  houses  in  the 
Home  Counties^  it  claims 
no  special  credence  in  the 
present  instance.  The 
crown  chamber  itself  is 
now  a  thing  of  the  past ; 
it  probably  shared  the 
fate  of  much  of  the  older 
part  of  the  houses  which 
was  pulled  down  in  1819 
(when  the  Snell  family 
quitted  the  place)  ^  in 
order  to  reduce  the  hall 
to  the  dimensions  of  a 
good-sized  farmhouse,  in 
which  capacity  it  was 
used  until  1884. 

The  rooms  on  the 
ground  floor,  as  they  now 
stand,  are  the  hall,  dining¬ 
room,  withdrawing-room 
chamber  (in  which  there 


but  as  this  are  some  remarkable  wood-carvings  of  llowers  and 
the  ancient  fruit  above  the  mantelpiece,  i)robably  bv  the  same 
hand  that  executed  the  baskets  of  fruit  ui)on 
the  great  staircase),  and  kitchen-offices,  dairies, 
&c.  These  latter  are  as  am])le,  as  numerous, 
and  as  old-fashioned  as  might  reasonably  be 
expected  from  the  combination  of  a  hall  with 
a  farmhouse.  Upon  the  first  floor  the  beautiful 
tiled  fireplaces  are  particularly  notable,  espe¬ 
cially  those  ill  the  rooms  formerly  forming- 
part  of  the  withdrawing-room.  The  tiles  are 
of  seventeenth  century  design,  and  delightfully 
varied  in  subject.  In  every  bedroom,  from  the 
greatest  to  the  least,  the  dark  mysterious  re¬ 
cesses  and  mighty  cupboards — so  suggestively 
fascinating  in  old  houses — are  abundant.  There 
are  upon  this  storey  five  good-sized  rooms,  be¬ 
sides  smaller  ones.  Ujron  the  third  or  garret 
storey  there  are  four  rooms,  their  ceilings  sloped 
to  the  roof.  One  is  reported  to  have  been  the 
scene  of  a  suicide;  and  in  the  smallest  of  them 
is  a  concealed  chamber,  made  in  the  thickness 

of  the  wall,  and 
leading  up  among 
the  rafters  —  the 
Priest’s  Hole  ” 
— where,  in  tur¬ 
bulent  times,  a 
hunted  fugitive 
might  be  hidden 
and  fed.  Similar 
places  of  conceal- 
ment  exist  at 
many  country 
houses,  chiefly 
those  formerly  in 
possession  of  fa¬ 
milies  of  the  old 
faith,  notably  at 
Hendlip  Hall, 
near  W  orcester 
(celebrated  for  the 
retreat  it  afford¬ 
ed  to  the  Gun¬ 
powder  Plot  con¬ 
spirators),  and  at 
Ingatestone  Hall 
in  Essex  (once  the 
seat  of  the  Petre 
family).  The 
“  Priest’s  Hole  ” 
at  the  latter  house, 
as  in  many  others, 
was  probably  eon- 

IN  THE  DBAWINO-EOOM.  S  1 1’  U  C  t  6  d  U  11  d 
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the  days  when  the  penal  laws  ng'ainst  Roman 
(hitholies  were  in  fall  operation,  and  when  capital 
punishment  awaited  any  unfortunate  cauyht  in 
the  act  of  eelchratiny  mass.  Scant  liyht  steals 
dt)wn  between  the  cobwebbed  crevices  of  joist  and 
beam  ;  the  air 
has  a  mouldv, 
musty  smell,  as 
of  the  dust  of 
centuries  ;  but 
the  concealment 
is  complete,  and 
the  tiny  door  of 
the  cramped 
openinc-  is  not 
t  o  b  e  distill- 
g’liished  from  t  he 
w hit  e  w a  s  h  e d 
O'  a  r  r  c  t  wall. 

And  yet  with 
what  shortened 
breath,  and  heart 
whoso  heavy 
throbs  seemed 
like  Ibro'e-ham- 
mers  in  the  still¬ 
ness, .  must  the 
inmate  of  that 
narrow  cell  have 
listened  to  the 
tramp  and  clank 
of  foemcn  from 
room  to  room, 
shaking-  the  very 
lioards  on  which 
he  crouch  e  d ! 

AVith  what  a 
horror  of  sus¬ 
pense  must  he 
have  marked  the 
noisy  search  pro- 
c  e  c  d  i  n  O'  —  an 
inch  of  wood 
alone  interven¬ 
ing'  between  the 
relentless  pur¬ 
suers  and  himself — and  the  tell-tale  probe  liable  at 
any  moment  to  jnerce  the  hollow  wall  and  discover 
a  luckless  fugitive  !  It  is  stated  that  during  one 
of  the  flights  of  Charles  IT.  after  the  battle  of 
AY  orcester  he  was  concealed  in  this  very  “  hole ; 
but  history  does  not  verify  the  tradition. 

It  may  be  in  connection  with  this  secret  chamber 
that  the  subterranean  jiassage  exists  which  opens  out 
of  the  moat,  and  is  said  to  communicate  with  St. 
All  )ans.  It  is  ]n'obably  somewhat  similar  to  that  at 


Eltham  Palace,  whence  seven  hundred  feet  of  sulder- 
ranear.  way  cxtemled  under  the  moat  and  towards 
Greenwich.  Hertfordshire  is  [>opularly  su])poscd  by 
its  inhalhtants  to  be  fairly  honeycondjed  with  these 
passages  ;  nor  is  the  belief  by  any  means  without 

f  0  n  n  d  a  t  i  0  n. 
Sometimes,  un¬ 
der  the  stress  of 
a  heavy  waggon - 
wheel  across  a 
by-road,  or  of 
a  t  h  r e sh  i  n  g- 
machine  rolling 
o  n  d  e  r  o  n  s  1  y 
along  a  lane,  the 
hollow  ground 
gives  way,  and 
a  mile  of  mole¬ 
like  burrowing 
eventually  comes 
to  light.  The 
t  unnelled  way  at 
Salisbury  Hall 
has  not  hitherto 
been  thoroughly 
i  nvestigated, 
but,  in  all  pro¬ 
bability,  it  is  a 
relic  of  Tudor 
times,  \v  h  e  n 
monastic  refu¬ 
gees  from  St. 
Alban’s  had  need 
to  seek  shelter 
from  the  wrath 
of  the  rapacious 
Henry. 

Of  course  the 
garrets  are 
h  a  u  n  t  e  d  —  all 
gai'rets  are.  One 
suicide  in  throe 
centuries  is  quite 
suflieieut  to  cs- 

Evgraved  hy„C.  Carter.)  t  a  b  1  i  S  ll  a  11  V 

house’s  reputa¬ 
tion  in  that  respect,  and  to  every  well-regulated 
manor-house  of  any  antiquity  worth  mentioning  a 
ghost  is  as  necessary  as  a  chimney.  AA^hat  particular 
and  definite  specimen  of  the  sheeted  dead  is  extant 
at  the  present  time  (as,  jiresiimably,  the  Snows’ 
family  ghost  and  the  Snell’s  copyright  apparition 
“  flitted  ”  with  those  families  at  the  time  of  their 
respective  migrations  from  Salishiiry  Hall),  we  have 
not  yet  been  able  to  ascertain;  and  perhaps  it  sounds 
more  gruesome — more  laden  with  vague  jiossibilities 
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tFrom  a  Drawing  hij  W.  C.  Symo7is. 
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and  pluralities  of  horror — to  have  the  place  merely 
“  liauiited  ’’  in  a  general  way. 

Lastly,  mention  must  be  made  of  the  gardens. 
However  vcnerahle  a  city  mansion  may  be,  though 
it  be  steeped  to  the  eaves  in  the  romance  of  his¬ 
tory,  it  seldom  has  anything  to  call  its  own  in 
the  way  of  a  garden.  If  aught  of  the  kind  exist, 
it  is  probably  of  a  light-hearted  modern  type,  gay 
with  rosy  rhododendrons  and  brilliant  hardy  annuals, 
which  are  but  little  affected  by  the  prevalent  smoke 


the  steep  banks  of  the  moat,  enlarges  into  a  thicker 
and  more  definite  copse,  through  which  a  little  rustic 
bridge  leads  over  the  dark  waters  to  the  spread¬ 
ing  slopes  of  park-land  and  meadow  which  stretch 
greenly  around.  From  every  point  and  corner  of 
the  garden  one  may  catch  some  new  and  delight¬ 
ful  glimpse  of  the  hall,  with  its  muflling  of  rose 
and  jasmine ;  its  picturesque  gables,  where  the 
wliite  owls  build;  its  blind  brieked-up  windows, 
infrequent  here  and  there,  half-hidden  by  the  cling- 


IN  FRONT  OF  THE  HOUSE. 


(From  a  Drawlni/  hfj  W.  C.  Si/mo)is.  Enijravcd  hj  C,  Carter.) 


and  grime,  and  are  distinctly  out  of  keeping  —  as 
much  as  flowers  can  ever  be  sait!  to  be  so — with  the 
grey-lichened  buttresses  and  time -stained  walls  of 
the  building  behind  which  they  blossom.  But  in  the 
case  of  a  country  chateau  the  garden  takes  half  the 
charm  and  brings  half  the  beauty ;  among  whose 
lily-rows  and  lavender-bushes  one  may  wander  from 
dawn  to  dusk;  beneath  whose  broad-boughed  orchard- 
trees  one  may  lie  and  dream.  Salisbury  Hall  is 
peculiarly  happy  in  this  respect.  It  stands  almost 
exactly  in  the  centre  of  its  inner  garden,  which 
lies  four-square,  bounded  by  the  moat  upon  all  sides 
and  flanked  by  tall  trees.  Upon  the  right-hand 
side  of  the  house  the  undergrowth  of  hazel  and 
bramble  and  multitudinous  flowers  which  fringes 


ing  creepers.  The  moated  garden  has  a  sense  of 
pot-po)m'i  about  it  :  roses  and  violets,  jasmines  and 
gilliflowers — all  manner  of  old-world  blossoms  and 
berries  such  as  seem  to  spring  indigenous  under  the 
shadow  of  gold-mossed  walls,  in  an  air  rich  with 
memories.  As  for  the  moat-slopes  and  meadows,  they 
are  a  perpetual  glow  of  varied  colour  from  the  titne 
when  leaves  turn  primrose  and  purple,  and  scarlet 
bryony-trails  are  swung  across  the  undergrowth,  to 
the  rapturous  wealth  of  spring  flowers ;  and  from 
the  days  when  crimson  and  scarlet  berries  shiver 
among  their  frosted  yellow  foliage,  to  the  nights 
when  the  wild-rose  leans  out  to  the  languid  silence, 
and  the  mown  grass  lies  in  swath  across  the  meadows, 
warm  and  grey  beneath  the  midsummer  moon. 
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By  E.  HIMBACLT  DIBDIN. 


!TISTS  are  too  apt  to  speak 
severely  of  [lietures  that  possess 
“  literary  interest/’  as  it  is 
called,  forg-etting  the  great 
value  of  such  an  adjunct  in 
a  popular  collection ;  for  the 
picture”  is  of  little 
more  account  than  so  much 
aper  would  l)e  to  the  large 
of  the  thronging  hundreds  of 
passing  yearly  through  such 
)n  as  that  at  the  Walker  Art 
Gallery.  But  when  the  vacant  eyes  catch  sight, 

sav,  of  a  handsome  boy  as  the  central  tigure  in 
a  picture,  they  are  arrested;  and  when  the  title, 
‘GVud  when  did  you  last  see  your  father?”  has 
been  read,  an  interested  group  begins  to  sj)ell  out 
the  details  of  the  dramatic  incident — the  relations  to 
the  little  central  hero  of  the  grim  Roundheads  and 
the  terrified  Cavalier  ladies,  who  have  been  placed 
together  in  that  cpiaint  old  room  with  a  force  and 
brightness  of  invention  rare  in  the  work  of  Mr.  W. 
P.  Yeames.  This  may  not  be  ap])reciation  of  art,  but 
it  is  as  near  to  it  as  many  of  our  poorer  brotbers  and 
sisters  can  get;  and  it  will,  often  enough,  lead  in 
time  to  a  fuller  understanding  of  the  purposes  of 
2)ainting.  Children  and  animals,  beloved  of  all  but 
the  utterly  debased,  are  the  surest  baits  for  wide 
])opular  appreciation.  Here,  for  example,  is  ‘^Await¬ 
ing  an  Audience,”  a  scholarly  and  elaborate  work  by 
Professor  Willem  Geets,  of  Antwerp.  Fault  may 
reasonably  be  found  with  such  painfully  microscopic 
fechnique,  but  at  least  there  is  nothing  of  the  catch¬ 
penny  style  of  painting  in  the  splendid  modelling  and 
marvellously  minute  and  perfect  imitation  of  textures. 
But  the  old-world  young  widow,  who  sits  sadly  in 
the  gorgeous  corridor,  is  accompanied  by  ber  son, 
and  the  sturdy  boy  captivates  tbe  simple  hearts  of 
ignorant  factory-w'orkers,  and  constrains  them  to 
gaze  at  the  picture  and  discuss  it,  until,  perhaps, 
they  carry  away  not  only  the  story  as  they  read  it, 
but  also  some  faint  impression  of  the  beauty  of  tbe 
work.  “  Rival  Grandfathers,”  by  Mr.  J.  R.  Reid, 
is  another  unfailing  attraction.  Not  only  is  it  one 
of  tbe  happiest  and  least  faulty  of  his  works,  but 
the  pretty  and  natural  incident  of  two  rough  old 
salts  competing  for  the  attention  of  a  bright  little 
girl  is  told  with  a  true  instinct  for  a  poetical 
situation.  Then  how  sure  to  touch  a  chord  in  many 


a  toiling  mother’s  breast  is  Mr.  Thomas  Faed’s 
“  When  the  Children  are  Asleep”  !  They  know  only 
too  well  how  much  it  is  to  them,  that  (piiet  hour 
by  the  tire  after  the  persistent  pattering  of  the  little 
feet  has  ceased.  Ecpially  will  they  appreciate  the 
brighter  key  of  Air.  John  Alorgan’s  “Don’t  ’ee  Tipty 
Toe;”  or  the  sadder  note  of  “  Alotherless,”  by  Air. 
Arthur  Stocks;  and  of  its  counterpart  in  sentiment. 
Air.  C.  E.  Perugini’s  “  Eaithful,”  where  a  poor  widow 
is  bringing  a  tribute  of  simple  llowers  to  her  husband’s 
grave.  This  is  a  much  more  popular  ]ueture  than  the 
same  artist’s  “  Peonies,”  delightful  as  that  is  in  its 
idealisation  of  the  beauty  of  girlhood  and  of  llowers. 

All  the  babies  in  the  gallery  are  of  course 
sterling  attractions,  and  it  is  unknown  how  many 
mothers,  and  even  fathers,  have  noticed  the  striking 
resemblance  between  their  own  “  new  light  ”  and  the 
beautiful  naked  baby  that  has  robbed  the  vainly-sup¬ 
plicating  fawn  of  the  attentions  of  mother  and  slave 
in  the  tinely-painted  “New  Light  in  the  Harem”  of 
Air.  Erederick  Goodall.  AVhen  Queen  Emma  of  the 
Sandwich  Islands  visited  the  gallery,  she  was  greatly 
interested,  first  in  Air.  AVames’s  picture;  and,  when 
its  story  was  explained  to  her,  she  asked,  “And  did 
he  tell  ?  ”  AVhen  she  came  before  Air.  Goodall’s 
work,  glowing  with  light  and  heat,  she  said  nothing; 
but,  after  looking  intently  at  tbe  baby,  went  nearer 
and  fanned  it.  It  was  a  touch  of  nature,  declaring 
ber  kinship  to  the  people  of  a  strange  hemisphere. 
Another  baby,  a  minor  accident  of  the  picture,  is  the 
making,  ])opularly,  of  “The  Fall  of  Rienzi,”  by  F. 
W.  W.  Topham.  Tbe  Tribune,  disguised  and  trying 
vainly  to  escape  under  a  pretended  load  of  booty,  the 
pointing  and  shouting  people,  and  the  strong  dramatic 
effect  of  the  picture,  are  likely  to  appeal  vainly  to 
those  ignorant  of  Roman  history ;  hut  the  baby  that 
one  of  the  women  carries  challenges  notice,  for  it  is 
a  real  comprehensible  thing  of  to-day  amidst  all  this 
tumult  of  an  unknown  yesterday.  “The  Old  Alan’s 
Treasure,”  a  brilliantly-wrought  piece  of  character- 
study  by  Herr  Carl  Gussow,  presented  by  Sir  James 
A.  Picton,  is  oftenest  looked  at  because  of  the  kitten 
that  an  old  fisherman  is  proudly  exhihiting  to  three 
rough  market-women ;  and  perhaps  the  gentleness 
with  which  the  horny  hands  fondle  tbe  mewing  pet 
teaches  many  a  useful  lesson  of  kindness  to  animals. 
A  few  other  po])ular  favourites,  which  are  also  fine 
works  of  art,  remain  to  be  noted.  Professor  Her- 
komer’s  “  Eventide  ” — a  study  of  cheerful  old  women 
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ill  a  workhouse  ward — is  among  the  best  and  most 
touching  of  his  subject-pictures.  Faithful  Unto 
Death,”  by  Mr.  E.  J.  Poynter,  presented  by  Mr. 
Cliarles  Langton,  representing  a  Roman  guard  at 
Herculaneum  steadfastly  at  his  post  in  the  face  of 
certain  and  terrible  death,  is  a  peculiarly  happy 
example  of  wedded  scholarship  and  imagination. 
Mr.  W.  Dencly  Sadler’s  “Friday,”  presented  by  Mr. 


effusion  of  blood  to  please  the  boyish  visitor.  Take 
such  extensive  efforts  as  “  Tlie  Death  of  Nelson,’-’  by 
Benjamin  West;  “Cromwell  Refusing  the  Crown,” 
by  J.  Schex;  “The  Ante-chamber  at  Whitehall 
during  the  Last  Moments  of  Charles  11.,”  by  E.  M. 
Ward;  “  Morning  after  the  Battle  of  Hastings,”  by 
Mr.  A.  J.  Woolmer;  “The  Trial  of  Strafford,”  by 
William  Fisk;  “Richard  1.  and  Saladin,”  by  S.  A. 


Dante’s  deeaji. 

(From  the  Picture  by  D.  G.  Rossetti.  Engraved  by  0.  Lacour.) 


James  Pegram,  a  quaint  and  humorous  fancy  of 
abbot  and  monks  “  fasting  ”  in  sumptuous  fashion, 
is  a  work  that  that  painter  has  not  surpassed  either 
in  technique  or  invention.  Deservedly  popular  also 
are  “  The  Best  of  Husbands,”  a  bright  unpretend¬ 
ing  invention  by  Mr.  Arthur  Stocks,  presented  by 
Alderman  Bernard  Hall  ;  “  The  Ancestor  on  the 
Tapestry,-”  an  example  of  Mr.  Playnes  Williams  at 
his  best ;  “  Hard  Times,”  by  Mr.  Fred  Brown  (a 
glimpse,  restrained  yet  terrible,  of  the  depths  of  the 
misery  known  only  to  the  poor),  an  engraving  of  which 
appears  on  page  52  ;  “  An  Encore  too  Many,’"’  the 
tragedy  of  a  travelling  show,  by  Mr.  Francis  Barraud; 
and  “  Weal  and  Woe,”  by  Mr.  Charles  Gregory. 

The  historical  picture  proper  is  seldom  very  attrac¬ 
tive,  unless  there  be  explosions  of  artillery  or  much 


Hart;  and  “Julian  the  Apostate  Presiding  at  a 
Conference  of  Sectarians,”  by  Mr.  Edward  Armi- 
tage.  These,  and  such  as  these  —  some  of  them 
well  known  by  engraved  reproductions  in  mahogany 
frames,  rapidly  mellowing  into  the  tawniest  and  most 
forbidding  of  aspects  —  are  popular  to-day  neither 
with  the  artist  nor  the  unartistic.  There  are,  how¬ 
ever,  historical  pieces  of  another  sort  which,  what¬ 
ever  the  ultimate  verdict  may  be,  are  still  attractive. 
“  On  the  Ev^ening  of  Waterloo,”  by  Mr.  Ernest 
Crofts,  is  a  strong  example  of  an  assured  master  in 
this  line,  which  also  has  the  'advantage  of  taking 
as  central  figure  the  magnetic  personality  of  Napo¬ 
leon.  Sir  John  Gilbert  is  seen  at  his  happiest  in 
“  Richard  II.  Resigning'  the  Crown  to  Bolingbroke,” 
and,  in  another  style,  in  the  “  Rear-guard  of  an  Army 
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hi'in”ing'  up  Bno-o’ao’e  n  o'ift  nl  Mr.  John 

Parrino'ton.  31r.  ^Vndrow  (’.  (io\v  lias  solcloin  shown 
o’reater  skill  in  doalino-  with  historical  incident  than 
in  "A  \\  ar  l)csj)atch  at  the  Hotel  do  \dllc.^^  (See 
Opposite  ])ao'e.)  There  is  a  snht ly-halancc'd  con¬ 
trast  between  the  ea.lnp  almost  indill'erent  group 


surrounding'  the  travel-stained  messenger  to  the  right 
of  the  canvas,  and  the  madly-excited  crowd  indicated 
outside,  listening  intently  to  the  news  an  ollicial  is 
bawling  from  the  window.  The  technical  merit  of 
the  work  is  very  eonsiderahle.  Then  there  is  nothing 
more  lilood-stirring  in  the  gallery  than  INIr.  R.  Caton 
AVoodville’s  vivid  Maiwand — Saving  the  Guns/’ 
which  could  not  well  he  sur])assed  for  its  wild  dash 
and  force,  or  for  the  terrible  fidelity  which  charac¬ 
terises  the  Work  of  a-jiainter  who  has  first  seen  war 
and  then  ]iaintcd  it.  (See  the  Frontispiece.) 

Among  subject-pictures  that  appeal  but  little  to 
the  popular  vote  may  be  classed  some  of  the  finest 
canvases  in  the  collection.  In  the  opinion  of  many, 


its  prime  claim  to  distinction  is  Dante  G.  Rossetti’s 
largest  and  most  important  work,  “  Dante’s  Dream,” 
fitly  described  by  a  recent  writer  as  ‘Mhe  greatest 
picture  of  the  renascent  idealism”  of  which  the  iioet- 
pa.inter  was  the  vital  force.  (Seep,  .hi.)  The  pas¬ 
sion  for  the  poetry  of  Dante  inherited  by  Rossetti 


from  his  father  would  seem  to  have  been  almost  a 
governing  jirinciple  with  him;  and  his  imagination  in 
its  rarest  iliglits  instinctively  found  fittest  expression 
in  some  embodiment  of  the  great,  master’s  conce])(ions. 
In  this  picture,  surely  as  clear  and  ex(piisite  as  it  first 
loomed  in  the  poet’s  mind,  is  seen  the  strange,  mysti¬ 
cal,  symbolical,  morbid,  yet  cxcpiisitely  bcantiful  vision 
of  the  bereaved  poet — or,  rather,  of  the  ])oet  whose 
bereavement,  in  taking  new  and  more  dreadful  shape, 
was  yet  mitigated  by  the  birth  of  a  new  and  soothing 
hope.  Even  to  the  many  who  are  too  impatient  to 
search  out  the  manifold  and  sometimes  obscure  beau¬ 
ties  of  mystical  suggestion  in  the  picture  there  need  be 
no  dilhenlty  in  discerning  and  enjoying’  the  gorgeous 


IIAED  TIMES. 

(^Fivm  the  Picture  b;i  Fred  Proini.  Engraved  by  C.  Carter.) 
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colour-scheme  of  this  unsurpassed  effort  of  a  unique 
colourist. 

The  distinction,  the  individuality  of  the  picture, 
are  evidenced  by  the  difhculty  of  passing,  without 
a  sense  of  some  hiatus,  from  it  to  any  other  in  the 
collection — even  to  one  so  elevated  in  conception  and 
admirable  in  technique  as  “  The  Pilgrimage,”  by 
Professor  A.  Legros.  This  work,  presented  by  INIr. 
P.  H.  Rathbone,  represents  a  group  of  Breton  women 
kneeling  before  a  shrine,  their  faces  suffused  with 
various  expressions  of  awe,  revei’enee,  and  devout  faith. 
The  subtle  chai’acterisation  of  the  different  ages  and 
types,  the  noble  lines  of  the  composition,  and  the 
beauty  of  the  grave  and  restrained  colour-scheme  are 
alike  remarkable.  Coming  down  to  a  simpler  plane 
of  poetical  conception  we  notice  such  pictures  as 
Air.  Arthur  HackePs  admirable  ‘‘  Pelagia  and  Phil- 
aramon,”  Aliss  Louisa  Starr^s  Sintram,”  Mr.  Henry 
Holiday’s  “Dante  and  Beatrice,”  Gustave  Dore’s 
“  Flower  -  Sellers,”  and  Airs.  Sophie  Anderson’s 
“  Elaine.”  On  the  level  ground  of  prose  there  are 
such  excellent  canvases  as  the  attractive  “  Leonora 
di  Mantua”  of  Mr.  Val  Prinsep ;  Mr.  Napier 
Hemy’s  “Nautical  Argument,”  a  very  satisfying 
piece  of  genre  composition;  “The  Village  Lawyer,” 
by  Air.  Carl  Sehloesser;  “An  Italian  Hostelry,” 
by  C.  W.  Cojje;  and  Air.  W.  Logsdail’s  vividly 
realistic  “  Eve  of  the  Regatta.” 

In  landscape  the  collection  has  considerable 
strength.  There  are  good,  if  not  phenomenal,  exam¬ 
ples  of  such  giants  of  a  past  time  as  Turner,  Constable, 
Creswick,  and  Roberts,  as  well  as  of  other  luminaries 
who  shone  alongside  of  them,  if  with  a  lesser  radiance. 
The  selections  from  the  landscape-painters  of  our  own 
time  have  been  made  with  good  judgment.  As  with 
the  figure-painters,  there  are  gaps  in  the  list  of  names 
that  the  connoisseur  would  fain  see  supplied;  but 
this  is  inevitable  in  a  collection  of  which  the  serious 
building-up  commenced  so  recently.  The  catholicity 
with  which  the  Arts  Committee  makes  its  selections 
from  the  successive  autumn  exhibitions  is  shown 
by  a  glance  at  the  purchases  of  the  last  two  or  three 
years.  “The  White  Lady  of  Nuremberg,”  a  chai’- 
acteristie  architectural  interior  by  Mr..Wyke  Bayliss, 
was  acquired  last  year  along  with  The  Bow-net,” 
a  daring  piece  of  colour  by  Air.  T.  F.  Goodall. 
“  Off  to  the  Fishing-Ground,”  a  splendid  marine 
piece  by  Mr.  Stanhope  Forbes,  the  well-known 
“  Grey  Venice  ”  of  Mr.  Napier  Hemy,  and  Mr.  AV. 
L.  Picknell’s  “Wintry  March,”  were  the  spoil  of  the 
two  previous  years.  In  1881  two  pictures  by  Liver¬ 
pool  artists  were  selected — “  The  Old  Soldier,”  by 
Air.  J.  S.  Alorland ;  and  Golden  Aloments,”  by 
Mr.  Isaac  Cooke — one  representing  the  poetry  of 
poverty,  and  the  other  the  poetry  of  sunset  over 
the  sea.  Among  the  earliest  acquisitions  from  the 


autumn  exhibitions  was  “  Evensong,”  by  Alark 
Anthony,  a  work  of  nobly-elevated  sentiment  wedded 
to  loving  fidelity  of  tone!).  It  is  a  ])ainting  of 
Ching'ford  Church  in  Essex,  a  venerable,  almost 
ruinous  pile,  whose  rugged  ivy-clad  outlines  harinoni.se 
with  the  solemn  beauty  of  the  glowing  sunset. 
Another  very  early  acquisition  was  “  A  Summer 
Shower,”  by  Air.  Ernest  A.  Waterlow,  in  which  the 
charm  of  the  landscape  is  accentuated  by  the  vivid 
play  of  light  and  shade.  (See  p.  56.)  The  foreground 
is  enlivened  by  the  introduction  of  a  happy  pair  of 
lovers,  so  busily  occupied  with  their  affairs  that 
they  take  as  little  heed  of  either  shine  or  shower  as 
if  they  were  a  part  of  inanimate  nature. 

All  pictures  are  difficult  to  describe — most  of  all 
landscapes ;  and  the  better  these  are,  the  more  difficult 
it  becomes  to  convey  in  words  to  those  who  have  not 
seen  them  their  peculiar  claims  to  admiration.  There 
is,  therefore,  perhaps  no  better  way  of  suggesting 
the  character  of  the  numerous  remaining  landsca])es 
that  Liverpool  possesses  than  merely  naming  them 
with  an  assurance,  which  holds  good  in  almost  every 
case,  that  the  Arts  Committee  have  been  judicious 
or  fortunate  in  selecting  pictures  for  purchase  which 
are  not  only  fully  characteristic  of  the  painters, 
but  are  in  their  happiest  and  best  veins  of  inven¬ 
tion  and  execution.  Air.  Frank  AA^altoii  is  repre¬ 
sented  in  “Down  in  the  Reeds  of  the  River”  by  one 
of  his  most  successful  studies  of  luxuriant  foliage  and 
rich  pastoral  scenery.  Air.  Ernest  Parton’s  “  Wood¬ 
land  Home  ”  is  instinct  with  the  pleasing  qualities 
of  composition  he  so  well  understands.  Air.  Joseph 
Knight  is  peculiarly  strong  and  graphic  in  his  Con¬ 
way  valley  scene  entitled  “  Showery  AVeather.”  Air. 
Albert  Hartland,  who  is  also  very  well  represented 
among  the  water-colour  drawings,  is  seen  at  his  best 
in  Aloorland,  Barmouth.”  Of  Air.  John  Finnie, 
President  of  the  Liverpool  Academy,  and  in  other  re¬ 
spects  the  leading  figure  in  the  local  art-world,  there 
is  only  one  example — a  fine  treatment  of  the  magni¬ 
ficent  panoramic  view  of  Snowdon  from  Capel  Curig. 
“  Gathering  Bait,”  by  Air.  J.  Aurnonier,  is  a  splendid 
study  of  rocky,  weed-grown  seashore,  with  numerous 
figures  of  women  gathering  bait.  Air.  Peter  Ghent’s 
“  Nature’s  Alirror,”  presented  by  Alessrs.  Alalcolm 
Guthrie  and  T.  AA’^.  Oakshott  (the  present  mayor),  is 
one  of  the  artist’s  happiest  conceptions,  as  well  as 
the  picture  with  which  he  first  came  to  the  front. 
Other  important  landscapes  are  “  Alont  Blanc,”  by 
Air.  G.  A.  Fripp;  “View  on  the  Thames,  near 
Alaidenhead,”  by  Mr.  E.  J.  Niemann;  “  Bambro’ 
Castle,”  by  Air.  James  AA^ebb ;  and  “A  North  Devon 
Glen,”  by  Air.  J.  AA'".  Oakes.  The  collection  of  water 
colours  includes  choice  examples  of  AV.  Aliiller,  AA^. 
Hunt,  and  Samuel  Prout,  and  of  Alessrs.  Birket 
Foster,  J.  t).  AA^atson,  C.  Napier  Hemy,  T.  AI. 
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Kic'lianlsini,  ^r.  Sidiu'y  Cdoper,  F.  W  .  Topliain,  A. 
W.  Hunt,  A.  D.  Fripp,  II.  (’lavcuici*  Whaite,  John 
Redder,  l\der  (ilieiit,  \V.  (F  llirdmaii  (tlie  indus¬ 
trious  ehroiULder  of  tiu'  buildino's  ol'  old  Liverpool), 
and  .Mrs.  M.  S.  Stilliiiau.  The  seiilpture  in  the 
g'allery  includes  a  line  statue  of  Sir  A.  R.  Walker 
by  the  late  Mr.  \\  ai'nugton  ^^'ood,  w  hose  colossal 
ininyinative  statues  of  Raphael  and  .Miehelanyelo 


taut  aehieveuient  in  the  domain  of  art  by  any  Rritish 
municipality,  a  word  of  praise  is  due  to  the  excellent 
manner  in  wduch  the  convenience  of  the  public  is 
considercal.  Exce])tino’  on  Fridays  (wduch  are  sacred 
to  students)  and  on  Sundays  (in  regard  to  which  the 
Corporation  has  not  yet  co]>ied  the  initiative  of  Rir- 
minyham),  the  galleries  are  open  daily  as  long-  as  day- 
lig'ht  ])ermits.  The  [)ictures  are  not  only  admirably 
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(Fi'ifiii  the  rirtnre  b/i  K.  .1.  WaU  rloir,  A.It.W.S.  ]A/i/r(iri<l  h//  J.  l-I(())})Sirorth.) 


mount  guard  at  tin.!  entrance  to  the  building;  and 
there  ai'e  also  tine  exam])les  of  J(din  (iibson,  Fedi, 
Canova,  NoHckens,  A.  Rossetti,  Count  Clcichen,  IMr. 
T.  Stirling  Lee,  and  Mr.  J.  Durham.  In  the  matter 
of  [)ortraiture  a  valuable  collection  is  slowlv'  forming, 
and  already  includes  works  by  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds, 
Sir  (lodfrey  Kiieller,  Sir  Thomas  Law'rence,  Sir  J. 

Cordon,  Sir  i\L  A.  Shee  (of  Roscoe),  D.  Maclise 
(of  Harrison  Ainsworth),  and  Professor  Ilerkonier. 
It  may  be  expected  that  the  Corporation  will  keep 
in  view  the  importance  of  extmiding  its  collection  of 
])ortraits  ol  imtalde  ])ersons  associated  with  Liver- 
])Ool,  doing  ibr  the  city  wdiat  the  national  portrait 
galleries  in  London  and  Ifdinburgh  do  for  the  nation. 

In  closing  this  necessarily’  imperfect  account  of  a 
collection  of  w’orks  of  art  which  is  the  -Tnost  nnpor- 


hung,  but  nearly  all  are  covered  with  glass,  and  eveiy 
frame  bears  a  label  with  a  plain  statement  of  the  title 
of  the  ])icture  and  the  artist’s  name.  For  those  not 
content  wuth  this,  there  is  a  useful  catalogue,  edited 
by  the  curator,  Mr.  Charles  Dyall,  in  w  hich  the  jirin- 
cijia!  jiictiires  are  described  in  a  sim]ile  luminous 
manner,  jieculiarly  heljifiil  to  the  unlearned  visitor. 

.Mr.  Dyall,  wdiose  duties  seem  a  lalioiir  of  love, 
has  also  published  lately^  a  complete  record  of  ‘‘The 
First  Decade  of  the  Mhilker  Art  Gallery” — a  work 
wdiose  laboriously-compiled  statistics  are  alike  re¬ 
markable  and  gratifying.  Not  only'  for  some  facts 
and  iigures  ipioted  from  this  am  I  indebted  to  Mr. 
Dyall,  but  for  his  ever-ready  assistance  in  exploring 
the  growing  and  already  notable  treasure-house  of 
which  he  is  custodian. 
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OE  HANTE  GABRIEL  ROSSETTE— 11. 


By  william  M.  ItOSSETTI. 


AT  the  close  of  my  first  article  I  spoke  of  a  por- 
-Tx.  trait  of  Dante  Rossetti,  there  engraved,  which 
was  executed  by  Mr.  Holman  Hunt  in  or  about 
the  summer  of  1853.  The  circumstances  were  as 
follows.  Mr.  Woolner,  finding  at  that  time  little 
opening  at  home  for  his  sculptural  art,  made  up 
his  mind  to  emigrate  to 
Australia,  starting  on  his 
voyage  in  the  spring  of 
the  same  year.  I  need 
not  enter  here  into  any 
details  about  his  expe¬ 
dition,  and  its  associa¬ 
tions  and  results  —  de¬ 
tails  which  will  1010112“ 
to  the  future  biography 
of  Woolner,  and  not  to 
this  article  upon  portraits 
of  Rossetti.  His  “  Pre- 
Raphaelite  Brothers  ” 
agreed  that  upon  a  cer¬ 
tain  day  they  would 
assemble  together  and 
draw  one  another’s  por¬ 
traits,  and  send  them 
over  to  their  cherished 
colleague  in  Australia. 

We  met  accordingly  in 
Millais’s  studio.  Col- 
linson  may  by  that  time 
have  seceded  from  the 
Brotherhood,  and  Deve- 
rell  had  not  yet  been 
admitted.  There  were 
present  Millais,  Hunt, 

Prederic  George  Ste¬ 
phens,  my  bi’other,  and  myself.  Millais  drew 
Stephens  and  me,  both  in  pencil  j  Hunt  drew  Millais 
and  my  brother,  both  in  coloured  chalks  ;  my  brother 
drew  Hunt  in  ]:encil.  Stephens,  I  take  it,  did  not 
ply  his  fingers;  and  I,  as  a  non-artist,  counted  as 
having  no  fingers  to  ply.  If  we  reckon  together 
artistic  merit  and  likeness  to  the  sitter,  I  fancy  that 
the  portraits  might  be  held  to  stand  thus,  begin¬ 
ning  with  the  best :  Stephens  by  Millais,  Millais  by 
Hunt,  myself  by  Millais,  Rossetti  by  Hunt,  Hunt 
by  Rossetti.  Soon  after  my  brother’s  death  Mr. 
Woolner  presented  to  me  the  portrait  of  him.  The 
head  stands  boldly  out  on  a  green  background.  The 
chalks  are  in  a  high  key  of  tint,  effectively  massed 


and  varied  in  chiaroscuro,  and  strong  value  is  given 
to  every  feature.  The  face  seems  somewhat  long — 
longer  than  Rossetti’s  was:  I  think  this  is  due  to 
the  peculiar  lighting,  which,  falling  from  above 
downwards,  makes  the  face  look  like  a  long  one 
partially  foreshortened,  whereas  it  is  in  fact  full¬ 
fronting,  and  not  fore¬ 
shortened  at  all.  The 
hair,  dark  -  brown,  had 
already  begun  to  recede 
somewhat  from  the  tall 
and  thoughtful  fore¬ 
head;  the  eyes  are  fully 
opened,  with  an  expres¬ 
sion  of  concentrated  and 
abstracted  pondering, 
and  look  fully  as  dark 
as  their  local  colour  war¬ 
ranted  ;  the  eyebrows  are 
defined  but  not  thick  ; 
the  moustache  and  small 
beard  not  so  developed 
as  to  affect  the  clearness 
of  contour ;  the  cheeks 
are  narrow,  and  the  line 
of  the  jaw  rather  angu¬ 
lar.  I  remember  that  a 
friend,  looking  not  very 
long  ago  at  the  por¬ 
trait,  thought  that  this 
last-named  point  must 
certainly  be  exagger¬ 
ated;  but  there  is  a 
photograph  extant,  taken 
much  about  the  same 
time,  which  fully  coii- 
lirms  iMr.  Hunt’s  accuracy.  The  total  expression 
of  the  face  is  somewhat  more  strained  and  set  than 
was  usual  with  Rossetti,  one  of  the  last  of  men 
to  “  make  up  ”  a  visage  for  any  j)urposc  of  effect ; 
apart  from  this,  there  is  little  that  needs  to  be 
allowed  for  in  this  remarkable  version  of  his  aspect 
at  the  age  of  twenty-live. 

The  photograph  of  which  I  have  just  spoken 
deserves  another  word  or  two  of  mention.  It  may 
have  been  done  in  1853  by  the  landscape-painter 
Mark  Anthony — an  artist  of  genius,  author  of  some 
highly  memorable  works  which  our  present  generation 
seems  to  have  almost  forgotten ;  he  died  in  1886. 
Anthony,  then  residing  in  a  small  neat  house  in 
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]\'ouinouth  Road,  Bayswater,  had  taken  up  ])hoto- 
yraiihy  with  zest;  he  was  particularly  hajipy  in 
catchin^'  with  his  lens  momentary  aspects  ol;  childish 
expression,  and  produced  many  charming'  memoranda 
of  his  three  little  daughters.  On  one  occasion  my 
lirother  and  T  stood  for  Antliony  to  ])hotograph 
together;  my  brother  held  my  right  arm.  He 
ai)pears  at  half-length,  the  proj)ortious  of  the  face 
heing  almost  identical  with  those  in  Hunt’s  drawing: 
the  forehead  large  and  broad,  the  facial  line  tapering 
towards  the  point  of  the  chin.  This  ])hutogra]ihic 
jiriiit  has  now  nearly  faded  off  the  paper — which  is  a. 
])ity,  as  it  seems  to  be  the  only  sun-picture  of  Rossetti 
taken  at  any  such  early  date. 

T  will  next  refer  to  a  small  group  of  likenesses  in 
the  nature  of  caricatures,  d  lie  iirst,  wdiich  must  be 
nearly  coiitemporai'y  with  Anthony’s  photograjih,  is  by 
Rossetti  himself,  a  pen-and-ink  sketch.  It  represents 
him  at  full-length,  carrying  a  walking-stick,  and  in 
his  rio-ht  hand  a  wide-awake  hat.  The  facial  angle  is 
substantiallv  the  same  as  in  the  ])hotograph  and  in 
Hunt’s  drawing  ;  the  eyes  large,  the  expression  rather 
grim  and  sarcastic;  the  attitude  slouching,  with  legs 
firmly  jilanted  apart,  and  shoulders  high  and  narrow 
— a  point  wdiich,  if  true  at  all,  must  be  here  much 
exaggerated.  The  sketch  is  like  him  in  a  way,  but 
has  a  certain  Jewish  aspect  which  was  alien  to 
him.  On  the  same  piece  of  paper  (my  properly)  is  a 
similar  but  independent  sketch  of  m_yself.  There  is 
another  caricaturish  likeness  of  himself,  belonging  to 
our  sister — of  much  the  same  size  and  mode  of  exe¬ 
cution.  It  must  be  a  few  years  later  in  date — say 
1858;  and  is  a  poor  affair — I  think,  hardly  like  him 
at  all.  He  is  here  seen  in  protlle,  walking,  with  tall 
hat  and  unopened  umbrella.  Taking  these  two  skits 
together,  the  point  most  emphasized  in  them  is  that 
my  brother  must  have  considered  himself  an  awkward 
figure  in  walking.  In  the  second  his  nose  is  in 
advance  of  his  l)Oot-tip,  and  he  holds  his  umbrella 
in  a  gingerly  way,  much  as  if  he  rvere  a  blind  man 
tapping  it  on  the  ground.  If  other  people  remember 
such  details  as  true,  I  do  not.  In  the  collection  of 
Rossetti’s  works  got  together  at  the  Burlington  Club 
in  1888  was  one,  lent  by  Air.  AV.  B.  Scott,  which 
stands  cataloo'ued  thus:  ‘M)ante  G.  Rossetti  sitting 
for  his  porti'ait  to  Aliss  Siddal — rough  sketch,  partly 
caricature,  inscribed  Sept.  1858 — pen  and  ink  wash.” 
Rossetti  has  here  given  himself  a  morose  and  dogged 
air,  seated  on  one  chair,  his  legs  stretched  out  straight 
upon  a  second,  and  his  hands  rammed  into  his  pockets. 
That  he  sat  to  Aliss  Siddal  for  a  portrait  is  no  doubt 
a  fact.  It  may  have  been  in  oil  or  water  colour,  and 
I  seem  to  have  .seen  something  of  it  in  old  time.s, 
perhaps  uncompleted  ;  what  has  Iiecome  of  it  now  I 
have  no  idea.  Aliss  Siddal  did  an  excellent  porfrait 
of  herself,  at  present  in  my  possession,  and  the  dis¬ 


appearance  of  this  other  one  of  her  future  husband  is 
a  loss  to  be  regretted. 

In  Alay,  1857,  was  published  a  large  caricature — 
done  by  Air.  Sandys  in  ink-lithography  (or  perhaps 
in  zincograjihy) — of  Alillais’s  picture  of  Sir  Isumbras 
at  the  Ford.”  The  chief  object  seems  to  have  been  to 
ridicule  Air.  Ruskin,  wdio  iigures  as  an  ass;  Alillais 
(Sir  Isundiras)  rides  the  ass,  carrying  behind  him 
Holman  Hunt  as  a  little  boy,  and  in  front  Rossetti  as 
a  ({uasi-girl.  This  print  is  now,  I  believe,  a  consider¬ 
able  rarity;  1  own  a  copy  of  it.  At  the  time  when 
he  made  the  design.  Air.  Sandys  had  never  seen  my 
brother;  and  I  believe  he  had  no  authority  for  the 
countenance,  apart  from  verbal  description.  This 
face,  wdrich  cannot  be  strictly  called  caricaturish,  is 
neither  greatly  unlike  Rossetti  nor  forcibly  like  him; 
the  features  are  regular,  the  visage  oval,  the  ex- 
])ression  grave  and  earnest. 

Another  jirint  barely  deserves  mention.  It  is  a 
woodcut  which  appeared  in  the  magazine  named  T////e 
in  or  about  1881.  Someliody  thought  tit  to  write 
there  a  series  of  brnlesipie  ver.se  termed  “  Songsters  of 
the  Day;”  No.  4  w'as  “The  Bard  of  Bui'dens” — /.e, 
Rossetti.  The  woodcut  represents  Rossetti,  in  a 
boyish  costume,  seated  on  a  tripod  ;  he  is  engaged  in 
jiainting  an  oil-picture,  but  is  at  the  moment  shielding 
himself  with  his  palette  from  the  scrutiny  of  a  large 
eye  which  peers  through  a  looji-hole — an  allusion 
seemingly  to  the  fact  that  he  held  aloof  from  exhi¬ 
bition-rooms,  and  from  general  society.  The  head, 
enormously  big  for  the  size  of  the  body,  but  not 
otherwise  caricatured,  is  taken  from  a  photograph  by 
Alessrs.  Downey — of  which  more  anon. 

Two  drawings  of  Rossetti’s  head  were  made  when 
he  was  about  twenty-five  or  twenty-six  years  of  age 
— one  by  Air.  AV.  B.  Scott,  and  the  other  by  Air. 
Aladox  Brown.  The  former  is  a  pen-and-ink  sketch, 
which  shows  Rossetti  in  the  act  of  drawing;  it  was 
engraved  on  wood  in  the  Centnry  magazine  in  1882, 
to  illustrate  an  article  by  Air.  Gosse,  and  at  a  later 
date  Air.  Scott  made  an  etching  of  it.  (See  p.  57.) 
There  is  a  good  deal  of  character  in  this  head,  which 
indicates  nearly  the  same  proportions  and  contour  as 
the  head  in  coloured  chalks  by  Air.  Hunt.  The  face 
is  serious  and  a  little  sour-looking,  and  the  down¬ 
ward-lidded  eyes  detract  from  liveliness  of  resemblance. 
On  the  whole  I  find  the  likeness  really  considerable, 
the  shape  of  the  nose  in  especial  being  well  given  ;  but 
it  is  unfavourable  to  the  sitter  rather  than  otherwise. 
The  head  by  Air.  Brown  may  be  a  little  later  perhaps 
in  date.  It  is  slightly  but  expressively  touched  off 
in  charcoal  outline,  and  gives  as  much  of  the  original 
as  can  be  expected  in  so  rapid  a  sketch ;  somehow 
it  looks  more  to  me  like  a  Frenchman  than  a.n  Anglo- 
Italian,  and  my  brother  would  not,  I  think,  have  been 
taken  for  a  Frenchman. 
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A  gfonp  oE  photographs  comes  next.  The  first  of 
these  is  one  of  cabinet  size^  done  by  Messrs.  Downey^ 
and  already  referred  to.  It  is  the  most  generally 
known  among  all  the  likenesses  of  Rossetti,  and 
serves  as  frontispiece  to  the  book  by  Mr.  Hall  Caine. 
It  was  also  engraved  as  a  woodcut  in  the  lUiistrated 
News,  for  an  obituary  notice ;  but  that  woodcut  gives 
my  brother  more  of  the  air  of  an  operatic  tenor  than 
he  ever  possessed.  The  photograph  is  an  excellent 
likeness;  easy  in  pose,  nneonstraincd  and  straight¬ 
forward  in  expression  —  the 

more 
My 
full- 
with 


sur- 

only 

eyes. 


type,  to  my  eye,  far 
Italian  than  English, 
brother  is  represented 
fronting  the  spectator, 
an  Inverness  cape  loose 


over 


his  shoulders.  The 
the  photograph  must, 
have  been  1863,  or, 
a  year  or  so 
the 
full. 


thing. 

The  contour 
now  round 


of 

and 


date  o£ 

I  think, 
if  any- 
earlier. 
face  is 
all  the 

slenderness  of  early  youth 
having  departed  ;  the  hair  has 
continued  receding  from  the 
largely  developed  brow;  the 
eyes  look  somewhat  darker 
than  they  really  were.  In 
this  photograph,  and  in  all  the 
others  I  shall  mention,  the  ar¬ 
rangement  of  moustache  and 
beard  is  as  described  in  my 
first  article :  the  cheeks  are 
still  shaven,  and  remained  so 
until  (I  think)  1870,  when 
my  brother  ceased  shaving, 
and  he  never  I’esumed  the 
practice.  I  remember  that  a 
lady  of  our  acquaintance  thought  this  was  a  change 
for  the  worse — reducing  his  good  looks,  and  making 
his  face  o£  a  more  ordinary  cast;  perhaps  such  was 
the  general  and  the  correct  opinion.  There  is  a  great 
deal  of  expression  in  this  photograph,  of  a  rather 
complicated  kind.  The  face  is  thoughtful  and  rather 
dreamy,  yet  with  an  alert  aspect  as  of  a  man  ready 
to  open  or  continue  a  conversation.  An  external 
alacrity,  an  internal  contemplation ;  in  both  an  un¬ 
embarrassed  simplicity  and  directness ;  something  of 
an  intense  yet  indolent  nature,  easily  capable  of  im¬ 
posing  its  will  upon  others,  but  indifferent  to  ordi¬ 
nary  modes  of  effort.  I  can  read  all  this  in  the 
])hotograph,  partly  perhaps  because  I  knew  it  so  well 
in  my  brother’s  character. 

Two  other  photographs  also  by  Downey  must 
have  been  executed  at  nearly  or  quite  the  same  date. 
'I'he  Inverness  cape  re-appears  in  both.  One  is  of 


D.  G.  EOSSETTI. 

{From  a  Grov^y,  comprising  also  Mr.  John  Ruslcin 
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cabinet  size,  the  face  in  three-quarters  view;  right 
arm  akimbo,  left  hand  poised  on  an  ornamental  table. 
The  face  is  extremely  well  given,  showing  with 
much  effect  the  strongly  moulded  forehead, 
mounted  by  hair  of  a  distinctly  curly  tendency  : 
one  featnre  is  open  to  some  exce[)tion — the 
which  are  rather  over-open,  evidencing  the  effort  of 
the  sitter  to  look  steadfastly,  without  any  winking 
or  blinking.  In  the  second  and  smaller  photog’raph 
— a  carte-de-visite  vignetted — Rossetti  is  seated,  half- 
length,  the  face  again  in 
three-quarters  view.  The  true 
shape  of  the  nose  is  veiy  well 
indicated  in  both  the.se  photo¬ 
graphs —  better  than  in  the 
full  -  face  subject  :  it  looks 
sharper  and  more  shapely,  with 
the  slight  tendency  which  it 
really  had  to  an  aquiline  curve. 

Next  ensue  six  pdioto- 
graphs,  all  save  one  produced 
by  the  author  of  “  Alice  iu 
IVonderlaml,”  in  the  garden 
of  Rossetti’s  house,  10,  Cheyne 
Walk.  “Lewis  Carroll”  is 
(or  at  any  rate  then  was)  a 
very  skilful  amateur  photo¬ 
grapher,  and  iu  1863  he  took 
an  amicable  pleasure  in  level¬ 
ling  his  camera  time  after 
time  upon  the  painter’s  form. 
One  of  the  photograidis  re¬ 
presents  Rossetti  playing  at 
chess  with  our  mother  :  he  is 
in  the  act  of  moving  the 
white  rook.  This  group, 
vignetted  from  a  larger  one, 
gives  one  of  the  few  extant 
profile  views.  It  is  a  true  likeness,  but  the  down¬ 
ward  eyelids,  and  a  want  of  definition  in  the  lower 
part  of  the  face,  reduce  its  value  as  a  I’ecord.  It 
was  engraved  as  a  woodcut  in  The  Graphic  shortly 
after  my  brother’s  death.  Another  photograph,  done 
presumably  on  the  same  day,  in  the  autumn  of  1863, 
e.xhibits  the  whole  family  group — Dante  Rossetti  with 
his  mother,  two  sisters,  and  brother;  he  is  looking 
down  over  the  shoulder  of  his  mother,  who  is  play¬ 
ing  chess  wdth  the  elder  sister.  This  photograph  is 
damaged  by  some  splashing  of  chemicals ;  one  of  the 
splashes  coming  over  Rossetti’s  face.  A  third  jdioto- 
graph  shows  the  family,  omitting  our  elder  sister; 
they  are  seated  or  standing  close  to  the  railed  stairs 
which  led  into  the  garden  from  the  passage  of  the 
house,  behind  the  studio.  Dante  Rossetti  is  the  front 
standing  figure,  at  the  spectator’s  left  hand;  full- 
length,  nearly  full-face;  an  excellent  likeness,  in 
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iin  easy  and  simple  attitude.  One  here  sees  Rossetti’s 
stature  and  ligure  l)etter  than  in  any  otlier  jtortrait ; 
the  tignre  now  ratlier  lleshy  and  bulky,  hut  less  so 
than  it  was  from  time  to  time  at  later  dates.  This 
is  Rossetti  “nel  mezzo  del  cammin  di  nostra  vita,” 
for  he  was  now  thirty-live  3ears  of  ag(‘.  Nearly  at 
the  same  time  must  have  been  done  a  photograph  of 


and  collected,  hut  open  withal,  the  features  all  telling 
out  to  advantage;  the  deep  dent  at  the  spring  ol; 
the  nose  is  remarkable  here,  and  is  of  course  clearly 
marked  in  all  the  photographs.  The  two  which  ensue 
are  again  by  the  author  of  “Alice  iu  \Vonderland.” 
One  of  (hem  presents  Rossetti  seated  with  his  legs 
crossed,  nearly  full-length,  face  in  more  than  three- 


T>.  G.  ROSSETH. 

{From  a  rhot<)<jra}>h  Inj  Mr.  ''Lioi'iff  CorroJi") 


Rossetti,  wit h  Ruskin  holding  Ins  right,  arm.  \\  .  Ih 
Scott  also  ajipeared  in  the  group,  in  front;  hut  his 
ligure  was  not,  successful,  and  in  most  of  the  prints 
(cabinet  size)  from  the  negative  he  was  cut  out. 
IMessrs.  Downey  produced  this  ]ihotogra]ih.  (See  p. 
o'.).)  Rossetti  is  seen  here  nearly  full-length,  and  in 
full  face  ;  he  crumples  his  wide-awake  hat  in  the  left 
hand.  Ilis  figure  is  not  ipiite  well  poised,  taking  a 
certain  swerve  towards  the  right;  hut,  as  regards  the 
face,  I  think  this  version  second  to  none  for  genuine 
and  agreeable  likeness.  Our  readers  may  form  their 
own  ojiinion,  as  we  liave  been  authorized  to  reproduce 
the  figure  of  Rossetti.  The  expression  is  veiy  serious 


(juarters  view.  Ho  evidently'  hajipened  to  be  in  a  new 
suit  of  clothes  just  at  this  time,  and  the  waistcoat, 
not  yet  thoroughly  adapted  to  his  shape,  shows  an 
unsightly  plait  right  across  the  chest.  The  likeness 
is  extremely  good  and  agreeable  ;  hut  I  think  the  sur¬ 
face  of  the  face  must  have  been  somewhat  smoothed 
down  of  late  years,  after  the  ohjectionable  fashion 
of  professional  photographers.  The  hands  come  out 
more  distinctly  here  than  in  most  other  examples. 
The  negative  (lielonging  to  onr  sister  Christina)  is 
now  deposited  with  the  London  Stereoscopic  Company. 
The  other  photograph  —  the  last  which  I  have  to 
mention — was  I  think  even  better  than  the  one  just 
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described ;  unl'ortuiuitely  the  negative  has  been  lost. 
This  is  again  a  seated  tigiire^  in  a  natural  and  rather 
lounging  pose — the  rail  of  the  garden  stairs  being 
conspicuous  behind.  Our  sister  possesses  a  print  of 
itj  and  he  who  has  seen  that  photograph  has  seen 
(as  through  a  glass,  not  darkly)  Rossetti  in  Ids  prime. 
A  reproduction  of  it,  with  the  stair-rail  removed,  is 
given  on  the  opposite  i)age. 


In  all  the  jihotographs  (I  may  here  repeat  what  I 
have  already  partly  intimated)  the  expression  of  my 
brother  is — with  some  ])erceptible  dilfercnces  of  degree 
— at  once  serious,  collected,  and  easy,  with  a  marked  ab¬ 
sence  of  artiliciality,  whether  in  pose  or  in  trick  of  fea- 
ture.  lie  looks  like  what  he  was,  a  man  conscious — 
habitually  but  undemonstratively  conscious — of  power, 
and  superior  to  all  the  small  devices  of  self-exhibition. 


EXPRESSION  IN  DRAPERY. 

By  ANNIE  WILLIAMS. 


RAPERY  illustrates 
the  ethical  history 
of  man  and  records 
the  advances  of 
civilisation.  It  is 
an  unfailing  clue  to 
nationality.  It  has 
no  historic  com¬ 
mencement,  b  u  t 
there  is  little  doubt 
that  it  was  utili¬ 
tarian  in  its  origin. 
The  saying  is  com¬ 
mon  that  the  char¬ 
acter  and  social  status  of  man  or  woman  may  be  told 
by  his  or  her  dress ;  and  the  same  may  be  said  to 
apply  to  nations  and  individuals,  in  their  religious 
and  civil  customs,  in  times  of  war  and  of  peace, 
to  the  long-vanished  past  and  quickly-disappearing 
present.  It  extends  from  the  fai’-distant  time  when 
the  savage,  having  learnt  the  comfort  and  use  of 
clothing,  drew  in  trembling  awe  the  ill-prepared 
skin  or  rough  cloth  over  the  image  that  to  him  was 
a  god,  his  personification  of  evil  or  of  good,  of  love 
or  wrath;  thus  showing  at  that  earliest  stage  of  civi¬ 
lisation  that,  mingled  with  the  fear,  were  the  sense 
of  reverence  and  self-denial  growing  up  in  his  heart. 

Take  any  series  of  decorative  or  pictorial  paintings, 
any  sculptured  reliefs,  or  indeed  almost  any  single 
representation  of  the  human  form,  draped  ever  so 
slightly,  and  I  hold  that  with  no  other  clue  the  care¬ 
ful  observer  will,  by  the  masses,  the  lines,  the  folds 
or  the  absence  of  them,  be  enabled  to  say  whether 
the  subject  of  the  work  he  is  studying  lived  under 
a  tropical  sun,  or  within  the  influence  of  the  arctic 
bergs,  or,  again,  in  those  bracing  and  temperate 
lands  where  the  hardiest  and  most  sterling  quali¬ 
ties  are  oftenest  found ;  whether  he  was  groping  his 
way  by  the  light  of  nature  through  the  darkness  of 
savagery,  or  sinking  from  an  advanced  civilisation  into 
effeminate  inaction  and  luxiirious  excess;  whether 


through  imperfect  revelations  he  was  worshi])ping 
the  God  of  his  being-  or  was  groaning  beneath  the 
weight  of  a  religious  despotism,  or  in  spite  of  many 
outward  observances  and  complicated  rituals  he  was 
directing  his  life  and  work  by  the  unerring  lights  of 
goodness  and  truth.  The  observer  would  learn,  too, 
much  of  the  history  of  the  originator  of  the  work  ;  and 
although  influenced  by  the  forms  unobseured  by  the 
drapery  or  developed  beneath  its  folds,  the  greater  part 
of  his  evidence  would  come  from  the  covering  itself. 

Drapery  tells,  too,  of  the  moods  of  peoples  and 
individuals.  Nations  have  always  had  their  gala 
dress  and  their  robes  of  mourning,  and  individuals 
have  always  felt  that  days  of  sunshine  and  pleasure 
demand  a  different  style  to  those  of  winter-time  and 
sorrow,  and  each  has  expressed  this  instinct  according 
to  their  day  and  nation,  their  religion  and  jiosition. 

Drapery  may  be  utilitarian  or  ornamental,  secular 
or  religious.  It  may  take  the  form  of  contemporary 
costume  restrained  by  social  or  sacred  laws,  or  it  may 
merely  assist  the  embodiment  of  a  ])oetieal  idea.  It 
may  help  the  artist  who  would  recall  the  past  to  his 
canvas,  and  who  would  tell  again  on  linen  or  in  clay 
those  stories  of  the  past  which  mankind  is  always 
ready  to  hear.  AndromacheN  sorrow  *  would  affect 
less  but  for  the  ample  folds  of  the  garment  of  grief 
in  which  she  has  hidden  her  beautiful  form.  (See 
the  study  on  p.  62.) 

Historically,  drapery  is  divisible  into  two  sec¬ 
tions;  for,  like  the  ancient  and  modern  world,  it  is 
Pagan  and  Christian.  Taking  the  Greek  as  the 
typical  Pagan,  and  com])aring  his  draperies  with 
those  of  the  Teuton  of  the  thirteenth  century,  it 
will  be  seen  what  a  broad  line  of  demarcation  lies 
between  them.  This  difference  is  clearly  visible,  ex¬ 
cept  in  those  times  when  people,  as  it  were,  halted 

*  Note. — We  are  here  permitted  to  publish  reproduction, s  of 
Sir  Frederick  Leighton’s  original  studies  of  drapery  for  his  pic¬ 
ture  of  “Captive  Andromache”  in  this  year’s  Koyal  Academy 
exhibition.  The  drawings  of  no  living  artist  could  better  illus¬ 
trate  the  subject  than  those  of  the  great  English  master  of 
drapery. — Editok. 
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bL-twecn  two  opinions,  (lonlitl'ul  which  to  choose,  and 
then,  havini;'  chosen  the  new,  struggled,  at  iirst  un- 
suecessrully,  to  free  itself  from  the  traditions  of  the 
old.  Pagan  draperies  were  undoubtedly  adapted  to 


There  are  certain  princi])les  which  govern  all 
arrangements  of  dra])ery  on  the  human  figure,  and 
consciously  or  unconsciously  those  who  have  in  any 
way  controlled  or  represented  drapery  have  been  in- 


I. — THE  DEAPEEY  OE  ANDROMACHE. 

(From  the  Siiidij  hu  Sir  Frcdericlc  Leighton,  F.R.A.,  for  his  ricturc  of  “Captive  Andromache.") 


Christian  uses  and  ideas,  but  they  soon  began  to 
accpiirc  an  unmistakable  Christian  character. 

The  spirit  that  animated  the  originators  of  all 
forms  of  Pagan  drajicry  that  were  removed  from  mere 
utility  was  the  desire  to  ])roclaim  and  express  what 
they  felt  and  knmv  of  the  beauty  of  the  human  form, 
whilst  the  Christian  tried  to  conceal  it  and  fora'et  it. 

O 


fluenccd  liy  them.  Fitness  and  proportion,  action 
and  repose,  jiarallelism  and  radiation — each  plays  a 
part  in  the  development  of  drapery  ;  and  in  all  good 
work  the  first  two  are  found  combined  with  the  last 
four  in  proportion  as  its  motive  may  require. 

The  jirinciple  of  fitness  in  its  earliest  form  was 
the  feeling  which,  guided  by  necessity,  prompted  the 
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first  covering  for  man ;  and  from  such  simple  re¬ 
quirements  as  those  of  a  man  cold  and  seeking  for 
clothings  or  going  to  war  and  desiring  protection — 
from  such  remote  beginnings  drapery  may  portray 


The  principle  of  proportion  applied  to  drapery  is 
an  echo  of  the  forms  it  clothes.  The  human  figure 
naturally  developed  is  acknowledged  to  he  creation’s 
crowip  and  in  so  far  as  the  dra[)ery  ujron  it  harmo- 


II. — OEIGINAL  STUDIES  OF  DKAPEEY. 

(By  Sir  Frederick  LeUjhton,  P.R.A.,  for  !tis  Picture  of  ^'Captive  Aitdroinaclic.") 


chapters  of  history  and  events  in  the  lives  of  indi¬ 
viduals.  The  king  drapes  himself  in  robes  regal  and 
royal  befitting  his  high  estate^  and  the  multitude 
cries,  “■  Behold  the  king  1  ”  The  minister  of  religion 
walks  abroad  in  his  priestly  vestments,  and  the 
simple  peasant  kneels  for  his  blessing. 


nises  with  it  and  repeats  its  forms,  it  obeys  this 
principle  of  proportion.  Sir  Frederick  Leighton’s 
second  study  (here  given)  is  a  good  illustration  of  it ; 
the  drapery  ujion  the  figure  adds  grace  and  beauty 
to  it,  inasmuch  as  it  exjilains  and  accentuates  the 
beautiful  lines  it  covers. 


THE  MACiAZTNE  OF  ART. 


Parallelis^m  imparts  steadiness  and  empliasis  wlien- 
ev’er  it  a])pears  in  the  midst,  of  it  matters  not  liow 
many  eonllieting'  folds.  A  g-lanci'  at  the  third  study 
will  explain  the  value  of  this  prinei[ile;  the  eireular 
[)arallel  folds  round  the  waist  and  under  the  arms, 
and  the  ]ierpendieular  folds  from  the  left  hip^  g-ive 


tions  of  expression,  are  assisted  and  increased  by 
drapery.  The  way  the  (ireek  maiden  in  the  fourth 
study  has  gathered  her  loose  skirt  together  tells 
us  she  has  reached  the  goal  towards  which  she 
was  journeying.  She  is  about  to  till  the  ])itcher 
she  holds.  Action  changes  parallel  ]ierpendicular 


III. —ORIGINAL  STUDY  OF  DEAPF.RY'. 

(/’.(/  Sir  Frnlrrirl;  Lciijliton,  T’.H.A.,  for  hin  nriiire  of  "Captive  Avdrnmarhr." ) 


stability  and  weight  to  the  com])licated  folds  whioh 
they  bound. 

Radiation  is  almost  universal  in  <lra]iery,  all 
movement  produces  it ;  and  any  ]iiece  of  drapery 
hanging  from  the  figure,  attached  by  one  or  more 
points,  falls  from  these  in  radiating  folds. 

Action  and  repose  are  motives  rather  than  con¬ 
structive  principles,  which,  in  all  their  many  varia- 


lines  into  undulating  diagonal  curves,  and  graceful 
diagonal  folds  into  stiff  horizontal  masses;  whilst 
re]iose  is  constant  and  quiet — often,  too,  religious 
in  its  suggestion. 

The  exiiression  of  these  principle!?,  as  I  have 
said,  varies  very  much  iu  every  epoch  of  art,  but 
it  is  only  liy  different  combinations  of  the  same 
elements.  The  one  or  the  other  is  more  or  less 
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apparent  according-  to  the  nationality,  the  degree  oC 
culture,  and  the  religion  of  the  ])eople  among  whom 
the  drapery  is  developed. 

Material  in  drapery  is  always  subservient  to  the 
principles  of  fitness  and  proportion,  whilst  the  ex¬ 
pression  of  the  other  principles  is  modified  by  the 
material.  The  char¬ 
acteristics  of  heavy 
draperies  are  the  large 
fold  and  round  edge, 
suggesting  warmth  as 
well  as  massive  and 
monotonous  solem¬ 
nity;  whilst  those  of 
light  draperies  are 
naturally  the  small 
fold  and  anofular  edsco, 
full  of  grace  and  va¬ 
riety. 

In  Pagan  drapery 
there  are  four  promi¬ 
nent  features  illus¬ 
trating  the  ethical  and 
historical,  as  well  as 
the  aesthetical,  side 
of  this  branch  of  art 
—  the  Egyptian 
and  Assyrian,  with 
their  predilections  for 
despotic  governments 
and  cramped  develop¬ 
ment,  and  the  free  and 
enterprising  Aryan  of 
Greece  and  Rome. 

The  draperies  of 
the  Egyptians  stand 
out  in  the  mists  of 
bygone  ages  as  stern 
and  solemn  records  of 
a  despotic  hierarchy, 
a  suppressed  national 
life,  and  a  traditional 
a  n  d  CO  n  v  e  n  t  i  o  n  a  1 
school  of  art.  The 
country  was  warm, 
and  the  mass  of  men 
wore  nothing  but  a 
plain  cloth  round  their 
loins,  and  the  women  a 
upper  classes  wore  full 
and  straps - 
peries  be  in 


dress  than  the  Plgyptians.  They  wore  richly-em¬ 
broidered  garments,  made  with  elaborate  additions 
in  the  form  of  highly-decorated  a[)rons,  bands,  and 
sashes,  d  here  were  echoes  of  a  cruel  dcsjiotism  in 
these  glittering,  foldless  garments  —  of  effeminacy 
too,  self-indulgence  and  degenerate  luxuriousness. 

Erom  Egyptian  and 


u’lau  we  pass 
to  the  draperies  of 
Greece,  which  at  once 
recall  a  vision  of  un- 
]>aralleled  beauty. 
Whether  we  look  at 
the  tunic  and  cloak  of 
Athens^  senator,  or  at 
the  long,  full,  and 
girdled  robe  of  ma¬ 
tron  and  maid,  there 
is  the  .same  a’raceful 


i])lic 


itv 


the 


same 
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{By  Sir  Frederick  Leiijhtnn,  I'.R.A.,  fur  Jiis  Picture  of  Captive  Andromache.”) 


loose  ungii'dled  robe.  The 
girdled  robes,  with  sasbes 
the  chief  characteristic  of  their  dra- 
their  small  and  stiff  parallel  folds. 


king  was  distinguished  from  his  sub- 


whilst  the 

jeets  by  his  architectually-shaped  head-dress.  This 
was  also  the  case  with  the  King  of  Assyria,  but  he 
and  his  people  were  far  more  luxurious  in  their 


]>roof  that  the  Greeks 
of  the  age  of  Pericles 
knew  better  than  an\' 
other  race  of  men  how 
to  express  most  fitly 
the  beauty  of  man 
and  woman.  Their 
draperies  were  always 
beautiful ;  they  obeyed 
all  constructive  })rin- 
ciples  of  drapery,  and 
never  lapsed  into  dull 
monotony.  The  dra¬ 
peries  of  Rome  were  a 
sumptuous  exaggera¬ 
tion  of  those  of  Greece. 
The  cloak  of  the 
Athenian  was  changed 
for  the  largeand  heavy 
toga,  as  Roman  as 
anything  in  Home  ; 
and  the  robes  of  tbe 
women  were  fuller, 
more  cumbersome,  and 
more  ornamental  than 
those  the  Grecian 
women  w'ore,  all  their 
less  important  gar¬ 
ments  being  overdone  in  the  same  way.  Over  the 
Pagan  world  the  light  of  Christianity  arose,  and 
heathen  drapeiy,  with  all  other  aspects  of  the  old 
world,  was  transformed ;  from  assisting  in  the  wor¬ 
ship  of  beauty  it  was  enlisted  in  the  service  of  the 
new  religion,  being  intended  to  condemn  personal 
vanity  and  self-indulgence,  and  to  teach  charity  and 
self-denial. 


6G 
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OK  :i  ^'('0(1  many  years — I'nr  more, 
certainly,  than  the  authorities  would 
care  to  be  reminded  ot — the  want 
of  a  satisfactory  eatalog'ue  and  ^aiide 
to  the  treasures  in  the  National 
(ialh'i’v  has  been  nothing  short  of  a 
])nblie  scandal.  “  The  laryer  c'dition  of  this  eata- 
loyne^'’  [/.c.,the  ‘bibruL'ed eatalog'ue  of  the  pictnies 
in  the  foreign  schools],  ‘N\hieh  has  been  f(.)r  some 
time  under  ri‘vision,  is  now  in  the  jiress,  and  wdl 
be  issued  shortly,”  is  the  note  atlixed  as  a  matter 
of  course  to  I'very  succeeding'  edition  of  the  oilicial 
handbook,  till  the  announcement  is  now  met  with  a 
shrug  of  incredulity,  and  tin'  date  of  the  promised 
issue  has  conu'  to  be  regarded  as  the  Cireek  kalends 
in  the  art-almanack. 

As  matters  have  now  fallen  out,  we  need  care 
but  little  whether  the  long-reiterated  j)romise  be  ful¬ 
filled  or  not,  seeing  that  jMr.  Ik  T.  Cook,  IM.A., 
has  pnulnced  a  ])opular  handbook*  upon  which  Sir 
Frederick  Ihirlon  or  anyone  else  will  find  it  hard,  if 
indeed  he  find  it  possilde,  to  improve.  In  the  short 
chapter  with  which  he  ])refaces  the  work,  ]\rr.  Ruskin 
declares  :  So  far  as  I  know  there  has  never  yet 
been  (‘ompiled,  for  the  illustration  of  any  collection 
of  [laintings  whatever,  a  series  of  notes  at  once 
so  copious,  carefully  chosen,  and  usefully  arranged 
as  this  which  has  been  ]irepared,  by  the  industry 
and  good  sense  of  Mr.  Fdward  T.  Cook,  to  be  our 
companion  through  the  magnificent  rooms  of  our  own 
National  Callery,  without  question  now  the  most 
important  collection  of  paintings  in  Enrojie  for  the 
jiurposes  of  the  general  student.  Of  course,”  he 
goes  on  to  say,  “  the  Florentine  school  must  always 
be  studied  in  Florence,  the  Dutch  in  Holland,  and  the 
Homan  in  Rome  ;  but  to  obtain  a  clear  knowledge  of 
their  relation  to  each  other,  and  compare  with  the 
best  advantage  the  characters  in  which  they  severally 
excel,  the  thoughtful  scholars  of  any  foreign  country 
ought  now  to  become  pilgrims  to  the  Dome  (such 

as  it  is)  of  Trafalgar  Square . It  will 

be  at  once  felt  by  the  readers  of  the  following 
catalogue  that  it  tells  them  about  every  picture  and 
its  ])ainter  just  the  things  they  wished  to  know. 
They  may  rest  satisfied  also  that  it  tells  them  these 
things  on  the  best  historical  authorities,  and  that  they 
have  in  its  concise  pages  an  account  of  the  rise  and 
decline  of  the  arls  of  the  Old  Masters  and  record 

»  “  A  ropulur  llanilbook  to  the  National  flallery.”  lly  E.  T. 
foiik.  W'ith  ii  Erefaec  by  .Tolin  Ruskin,  LL.D.,  D.C.L.  (liundon  : 
Jl'.u'inillan  and  Co.  188S.) 


of  their  ])ersonal  characters  and  worldly  state  and 
fortunes,  leaving  nothing  of  authentic  tradition  and 
essential  interest  untold.” 

There  are  merits  in  this  compilation  other  than 
those  ])ointed  out  bj^  Mr.  Ruskin,  to  which  the  atten¬ 
tion  of  oilicial  cataloguers  in  general  may  well  lie 
drawn.  In  the  first  place,  not  only  are  its  readers  told 
“just  the  things  they  want  to  know,”  but  they  ai'C 
spared  the  telling  of  things  they  do  not  care  about, 
and  that  would  be  of  little  use  or  interest  if  told. 
In  other  words,  the  book  is  strictly  popular  in  its  aim, 
its  phraseology,  and  its  execution.  Interesting  facts, 
explanations,  traditions,  and  anecdotes  are  told  of  the 
pictures  and  their  jiainters,  to  the  point  that  the  book 
itself  may  be  considered  entertaining  reading.  Alerc 
techidcal  discussion  and  bald  fact  are  boldly  eschewed: 
for  them  the  “  higher  student  ”  must  seek  elsewhere. 
“As  a  collection  of  critical  remarks  by  esteemed 
judges  and  of  clearly  formed  opinions  by  earnest 
lovers  of  art,”  says  Mr.  Ruskin  further  on,  “the 
little  book  possesses  a  metaphysical  interest  quite  as 
great  as  its  historical  one.”_  For  Mr.  Cook  has 
illustrated  the  great  majority  of  the  pictures  with 
judiciously  selected  extracts  from  the  writings  of  all 
the  most  eminent  critics,  few  names  indeed  being 
absent,  whether  belonging  to  the  past  or  to  the 
]  ire  sent  day. 

And  in  the  second  place,  the  book,  althoug’h  an 
exhaustive  catalogue  in  itself,  is  more  particularly  a 
guide  to  the  galleries,  deriving  its  chief  educational 
value  from  its  fulness,  correctness,  and  its  unfailing 
good-humour.  Alodelled  in  great  measure  upon  the 
plan  of  Mrs.  Jameson’s  “Handbook,”  it  is  at  once 
more  comjilete  and  less  diffuse.  Reading  as  he  w'alks 
and  looks,  the  visitor  may  pass  throngh  all  the 
twenly-six  apartments,  and  learn  the  whole  history 
of  art  as  exemjilitled  in  our  National  Gallery — his 
attention  being  called  the  wdiile  to  beauties  wdiich  he 
otherwise  might  not  see  and  to  facts  he  probably 
would  not  know ;  and,  if  he  do  not  elect  to  ski]), 
he  may  acquaint  himself  wdth  the  shrew'dest,  the 
most  poetical,  the  most  discerning  and  thonght- 
ful,  or  the  most  trenchant  criticisms  that  have 
proceeded  from  the  pens  of  our  greatest  art-writers, 
whether  most  favouralily  knowm  as  critics,  liisto- 
rians,  or  poets. 

The  plan  of  the  w'ork  is  both  sinqile  and  in¬ 
telligible.  After  an  introductory  chajiter,  wherein 
the  history  of  the  National  Gallery  is  included,  the 
comjiiler  sets  forth  the  official  regulations,  and  pre¬ 
sents  a  jilan  of  the  gallery — the  latter  showing,  by 
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an  ing-enious  system  of  cross-hatching';  tlie  extent  and 
the  date  of  the  various  extensions  of  the  bnikling. 
Then  tlie  visitor  is  conducted  around  the  galleries, 
one  by  one,  to  the  accompaniment  of  history  and 
anecdote,  and  a  tasteful  but  profuse  selection  of  ele¬ 
gant  and  apposite  extracts  from  the  poets  and  from 
Mr.  Ruskin.  Indeed,  the  uujrks  of  the  Bard  of 
Coniston  have  never  before  been  so  effectively  sub¬ 
jected  to  the  process  of  honey-sucking,  doubtless  be¬ 
cause  no  man  living  is  so  minutely  acciuainted  as 
jMr.  Gook  with  every  written  word  of  Ruskin,  chapter 
and  verse — a  fact,  indeed,  that  IMr.  Ruskin  once  con¬ 
fessed  to  me  himself.  A  pithy  introduction  to  each 
school  heads  the  various  chapters ;  then  follows  the 
full  index  of  painters  (which,  by  the  way,  had  far 
better  have  come  at  the  end),  and,  finally,  we  have 
an  “  index  list  of  pictures.’^  Every  particular  con¬ 
cerning  their  acquirement  is  here  recorded — vendor, 
donor,  date,  and  price — together  with  the  whereabouts 
of  every  picture  at  present  “  on  tour.” 

I  have  called  attention  to  the  jiractical  merits 
of  Mr.  Cook’s  book,  not  only  because  it  is  far 
and  away  the  best  catalogue,  so  far  as  I  know, 
that  has  ever  been  published — surpassing  even  Mr. 
Scharf’s,  both  in  interest  and  utility — but  because 
the  general  principle  observed  in  its  compilation 
cannot  be  too  forcibly  impressed  upon  those  who  are 
responsible  for  tbe  display  of  treasures  of  whatever 
kind.  Before  any  amount  of  real  benefit  can  be  im¬ 
parted  to  the  public  by  a  collection  of  works  of  art. 


or  whatever  else,  however  siqierb  and  costly  it  may 
be,  that  public  must  be  made  to  feel  an  interest  in  it. 
This  can  only  be  done  by  drawing  them  to  the  gallery 
by  a  bo?id  of  sympatby,  and,  by  encouraging  legiti¬ 
mate  curiosity  and  satisfying  the  new-born  desire  for 
information,  to  ultimately  cultivate  a  love  of  art. 
It  is  too  often  forgotten  that  a  public  collection  of 
pictures  is  designed  to  serve  a  triple  end  :  the  first, 
to  display  and  illustrate  the  history  of  art;  the 
second,  to  teach  our  art-students  by  affording  them 
an  opportunity  of  emulating  the  great  works  of 
the  great  masters;  and  the  third,  cltief  of  all, 
to  entertain,  educate,  refine,  and  ennoble  the  great 
mass  of  the  people — who  can  be  neither  entertained, 
educated,  refined,  nor  ennobled  by  being  told  that 
such-and-such  a  picture  was  painted  by  So-and-so  of 
the  Early  Venetian  School  in  the  year  1800,  for  the 
simjde  reason  that  they  will  not  heed  such  bald  and, 
to  them,  unmeaning  infcjrmation.  The  people  may 
rightly  claim  to  be  taugh.t  how  to  blow  the  whistle 
for  which  they  have  paid  so  much. 

Mr.  Cook  has  done  on  an  important  scale  what 
Air.  Whitworth  AVallis  has  for  some  time  past  been 
doing  in  Birmingham  on  a  more  modest  idan,  and 
he  may  be  said  to  bave  fully  ojiened  up  for  the 
first  time,  so  far  as  the  ordinary  visitor  is  concerned, 
our  rich  national  mine  of  art-treasure,  which,  for 
average  excellence  of  its  pictures  and  proportionate 
number  and  variety  of  its  masterpieces,  is  second  to 
none  in  the  world.  Editor. 
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miiE  uncovering  of  Air.  Thornycroft’s  statue  of 
JL  General  Gordon,  in  Trafalgar  Square,  contri¬ 
butes  a  very  notable  addition  indeed  to  the  s})arsc 
sum  of  the  works  of  art  that  open-air  London  can 
boast.  It  is  the  outcome  of  a  vote  by  Parliament 
in  1885 — the  year  of  Gordon’s  death — when,  acting- 
on  the  counsel  of  Sir  Frederick  Leighton,  Sir  John 
Alillais,  and  IMr.  Watts,  Air.  Plunket,  the  First 
Commissioner  of  Works,  commissioned  Air.  Thorny- 
eroft  to  execute  the  monument. 

It  will  doubtless  be  of  general  interest  if  Air. 
Thornycroft’s  own  account  of  the  statue,  written  in 
a  private  letter  to  the  Editor  of  The  AIag.vzine  of 
Art,  be  first  presented  to  tbe  reader. 

“  At  first  it  was  proposed  that  the  statue  should 
be  placed  as  a  2‘>endant  to  that  of  Havelock — the 
statue  of  Napier  to_  be  removed  further  back  in  the 
square  to  make  room.  To  this  removal  there  proved 
to  be  some  serious  opposition.  This  I  did  not  regret, 
as  the  task  of  making  a  pendant  to  the  Havelock 


monument  did  not  fill  me  with  delight;  for  I  am 
strongly  of  opinion  that  the  scale  of  this  statue  is 
entirely  wrong,  and  detrimental  to  the  effect  of  the 
Square.  I  preferred  rather  having  a  site  farther 
back  in  the  Square  for  the  Gordon,  where  I  could 
have  a  freer  hand  and  could  aim  at  making  a 
statue  whose  scale,  at  any  rate,  should  be  in  proper 
pro])ortion  to  those  buildings  around  most  worthy  of 
consideration,  namely,  the  National  Gallery,  which 
is  really  a  beautiful  building,  the  Church  of  St. 
Alartin’s,  and  the  Colleg-e  of  Physicians. 

“That  portrait -statues  in  public  places  should 
have  a  relation  to  the  buildings  in  their  immediate 
neighbourhood,  and  not  to  abnormal  structures,  such 
as  the  Nelson  Column,  is,  I  think,  not  to  be  ques¬ 
tioned.  We  have  removed  one  monster  to  the  wastes 
of  Aldershot,  and  there  are  still  others  which  might, 
at  any  rate,  be  reduced  in  scale,  if  we  are  ever  to 
beautify  London.  It  is  a  vain  hope,  perhaps,  but  I 
should  like  to  live  to  see  a  smaller  copy  of  Foley’s 
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Prince  Consort  placed  under  tlie  golden  canopy  in 
Kensington  (Eirdens  in  lieu  of  the  gilded  Colossus 
now  there. 

The  (Jordon  monument  consists  of  a.  Iironze 
statue  of  the  hero,  ten  feet  six  inches  high,  and  a 
lofty  decorated  pedestal,  containing  on  two  sides  of 
the  shaft  bronze  panels  in  low  rediet.  The  sub  jects 
are  allegories — the  one  ‘  Eortitude  and  Iduth,’  and 
the  other  ‘Charity  and  Justice.’ 

“  (Jordon  appears  as  an  English  Stalf-OHicer, 
wearing  a  patrol  jacket,  Init  without  belts,  sword,  or 
wea[)on  of  any  kind,  except  his  famous  short  rattan 
cane,  or  ‘  Wand  of  ^dctory,^  as  it  came  to  lie  called 
during  his  celebrated  China  campaign.  Weapons  he 
never  wore,  even  in  his  most  daring  undertakings. 
Ilis  arms  are  almost  in  the  folded  jiosition,  but  the 
right  hand  is  raised  up  to  the  chin,  while  the  left 
lirmls'  grasps  a  Ibble  beneath  his  right  elbow.  Slung 
at  his  back  is  a  binocular  iield-glass.  lie  stands 
iirmly  on  tlu'  right  foot,  the  other  is  raised  on  a^ 
broken  cannon.  This  latter  1  introduced  to  give  a 
military  environment  to  the  llgiire,  and  at  the  same 
time  to  express  his  dislike  to  bloodshed  and  war — as 
if,  so  to  speak,  he  would  wish  to  juit  his  heel  upon 
it.  The  whole  aspect  of  the  statue  I  wished  to  lie 
resolute,  solitary,  but  not  sad. 

“  I  have  had  the  advice  and  assistance  of  IMr. 
Waterhouse  in  the  design  of  the  pedestal.  This  is 
composed  of  hard  Derbyshire  limestone,  known  as 
Ilo[)ton  Wood  stone,  which,  «/dike  the  depressing, 
interminable,  never-changing  grey  granite  all  around, 
lends  itself  to  the  sculptor’s  chisel,  so  that  the  cap, 
or  cornice,  of  the  pedestal  is  here  carved  with  appro- 
jiriate  ornament  and  scroll,  g’iving’  the  names  of 
(Jordon’s  famous  campaigns  and  victories.  The 
upper  pedestal,  or  sub-plinth,  to  the  statue,  is  en¬ 
riched  with  bronze  wreaths  and  festoons  of  honour 
to  the  man  above.  The  iiroximity  of  the  high  ter¬ 
race  at  the  back  required  that  the  pedestal  should  be 
high,  so  that  the  whole  monument  measures  twenty- 
nine  feet  in  height.” 

Thus  far  i\lr.  Thornyeroft.  lie  naturally  con- 
lined  himself  to  deseriptioii  in  writing  his  letter, 
leaving  criticism  to  those  who  felt  themselves  called 
upon  to  offer  it.  With  respect  to  the  work,  we  are 
luqqiy  to  recogidse  in  it  a  charming  simjdicity  and 
naturalness  of  pose — somewhat  similar  to  that  of 
the  statue  of  Lord  Herbert  of  Lea  outside  the  War 
Giliee,  but  considerably  more  lifelike — that  add  an 
unassuming  dignity  to  the  qualities  the  sculptor 
sought  more  particularly  to  produce.  The  pedestal 
is  tinely  designed,  and,  to  a  certain  extent,  origi¬ 
nal.  But  we  confess  ourselves  altogether  opposed 
to  the  accepted  orthodox  notion  of  a  high  pedes¬ 
tal  at  all.  To  place  the  bronze  or  marble  effigy 
of  a  man  on  the  top  of  a  huge  block  of  decorated 


stone,  considerably  higher  than  the  man  himself,  is 
repellent,  in  a  certain  degree,  to  the  logical  mind 
that  has  not  become  habituated  to  the  idea  throim'h 

o 

convention.  In  this  matter  there  may  be  two  ex¬ 
tremes  ;  that  in  which,  as  in  the  case  of  the  Duke  of 
York,  we  elongate  our  pedestal  ad  ahsardinii,  and  get 
our  hero  out  of  the  way  by  sticking  him  on  the  toj)  of 
a  column  a  hundred  and  twenty  feet  above  us,  with 
a  s])iky  lightning-conductor  through  his  head,  where 
we  cannot  see  him  ;  and  the  other  when  the  portrait 
is  so  fine  and  lifelike  that  the  efiigy  almost  ceases  to 
become  a  conventional  j'epresentation  of  a  man,  and 
we  begin  to  ask  ourselves  why  this  poor  art’s  victim 
should  remain  up  there  to  brave  the  wind  and 
weather.  In  either  case  the  rigid  lines  of  the  base 
invariably  clash  in  s[)irit  with  the  lines  of  the  figure 
above,  and  defy  all  the  attempts  of  the  artist  to 
decorate  them  away.  AVhy  must  we  always  have 
these  apologies — however  a.mple  they  may  be — for 
something  better?  Statues  there  are — Tabacchi’s 
monument  commemorating  the  completion  of  the 
Alont  Cenis  tunnel  is  a  fair  example  of  the  ])rin- 
ciple  —  which  are  raised  to  the  re(piired  level  by 
means  of  a  picturesque  treatment  of  the  l)ase, 
whereby  the  enforced  idea  of  a  pedestal  is  alto¬ 
gether  eliminated.  It  is  surely  high  time  that 
some  variety  should  be  introduced  into  our  public 
monuments. 

But  if  anything  could  reconcile  us  to  the  idea  of 
a  pedestal  it  is  the  graceful  design  of  Mr.  Thorny- 
croft  and  IMr.  ^Yaterhouse,  embellished  as  it  is  with 
the  two  exquisitely-imagined  reliefs  Ijy  the  former 
artist.  They  represent,  as  has  already  been  said,  the 
distinguishing  “cardinal  virtues  ”  of  General  Gordon. 
In  the  western  panel  the  symliolieal  figures  of  Eor¬ 
titude  and  Eaith  stand  side  by  side;  Eortitude,  calm 
and  resolute,  with  her  sword  and  buckler,  which 
l)ea,rs  the  legend,  “Right  fears  no  Might;”  and 
Eaith,  with  u])lifted  hands  and  eyes,  dia])ed  from 
the  head,  and  wearing  a  cross  upon  her  bosom.  In 
the  companion  jmnel  the  conqiosition  is  more  elabo¬ 
rate.  Charity  here  bears  a  nestling  English  child 
upon  her  arm,  while  with  the  other  hand  she  draws 
close  to  her  a  little  Soudanese  boy  whom  she  has 
taught  to  reail,  and  whose  naked  shoulders  she  covers 
with  the  folds  of  her  own  gown.  Beside  this  lovely 
group  stands  Justice,  blindfold,  bearing  her  usual 
attributes,  tlie  sword  and  scales.  We  know  not 
where  to  look  in  out-door  London  for  such  a  union 
of  grace  and  beauty  of  com^wsition  and  line,  charm 
of  feeling  and  of  sentiment,  of  elegance  and  skill 
(especially  in  the  arrangement  of  dra})eries),  that 
combine  here  to  render  these  plaques  masterpieces 
in  sculpture  design.  The  p)ul)lie  and  the  artist  are 
equally  to  be  congratulated,  for  Mr.  Thornycroft’s 
triumj)!!  is  the  peojile’s  gain.  jq  g_ 


GENERAL  CHARLES  G.  GORDON,  C.B. 

(From  the  Statue  by  Ilamo  Thornycroft,  E.A.,  erected  in  Trafalgar  Square.  Engraved  by  J.  M.  Johnstone.) 
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GUSTAVE  BOULANGER. 

JSy  .M.  h.  spielmann. 


By  llie  death  of  Gustave  Boulanger,  wliicli  was 
recorded  in  these  ])ag'es  last  month,  France 
has  lost  t)ne  of  her  most  popular  jiaiuters.  I  say 
popular  advisedly,  for  although  he  was  a  painter 
who  always  reached  a  high  level  of  excellence,  and 


among  many  dear  and  old  friends — Boulanger  divided 
his  art  between  classic  and  Oriental  life,  so  that  it  is 
not  surprising  to  tind  the  more  superlicial  among  the 
critics  comparing  the  merits  of  the  two  painters;  but, 
as  a  matter  of  fact,  the  times  were  few  indeed  when 


A  MOORISH  IXTEEIOE. 

(Frow  the  Ficturc  by  Gustave.  Boulanger.) 


seldom  produced  anything  below  its  average  or  un¬ 
worthy  of  his  name,  he  never  rose  to  be  a  really  great 
aitist  in  the  estimation  of  those  whose  judgment 
accoids  the  position,  daleiit  he  had  of  a  very  high 
order,  Init  though  he  exercised  it  with  all  the  oppor¬ 
tunities  afforded  by  his  richly-inventlve  faculty,  it 
ne\ er  once  reached  the  borderland  ot  absolute  genius, 
lalent,  unlimited  industry,  a  sure  hand  for  drawing, 
a  bright  fancy,  and  a  mind  above  the  commonplace 
all  this  ensures  him  a  foremost  jiosition  in  the 
second  rank  of  the  painters  of  France,  but  can  never 
entitle  him  to  a  jilace  among  the  artists  of  genius. 

Take  iM.  Gerome — his  oldest  and  dearest  friend 


Boulanger — whose  mind  was  of  a  much  inferior 
order,  artistically  speaking — came  out  the  victor. 
Ilis  technique,  indeed,  was  not  comparable  to  that  of 
Gerome,  nor  were  his  conceptions  as  vigorous ;  for 
all  that  his  colour  was  less  hard,  and  his  female 
figures  invested  with  greater  grace.  The  balance 
has  been  struck,  too,  between  him  and  jNIr.  Alma- 
Tadema  ;  though  he  has  never,  to  our  knowledge, 
reached  such  a  height  in  the  art  of  painting  as 
Mr.  Tadema  usually  attains,  nor  so  im^iressed  his 
spectators  with  the  conviction  of  his  sincerity. 
Perhaps  his  exact  position  may  be  best  defined  by 
saying  that  to  Lord  Lytton’s  knowledge  of  classic 
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THE  STATUETTE -SELLEE. 

{From  the  Picture  ty  Gustave  Boulavger.) 


oe  course,  as  a  (graceful  painter  of  the  mule, 
he  had  but  sliglit  02)portuuity  outside  of  his 
Greek,  Roman,  and  Pompeian  subjects ;  and 
the  nude  was  one  of  his  strong  points.  There 
is  some  very  graceful  painting  of  the  sort 
in  Le  Mamillare,'’"  while  for  grace  of  the 
draped  figure  the  reader  may  be  referred  to 
“The  Statuette-Seller,"'’  here  shown.  Yet  for 
this  delightful  quality  he  was  by  no  means 
to  be  depended  upon,  his  grace  as  often 
becoming  affectation,  as  his  ideal  of  beauty 
constantly  degenerated  into  mere  prettiness. 
To  sum  up,  Gustave  Boulanger  was  an  admir¬ 
able  draughtsman,  a  pleasing  colourist,  skilful 
in  the  handling  of  his  subject,  and  spiritiiel 
— sometimes  even  dramatic — in  the  telling  of 
his  story;  steadily  declining  all  the  while  to 
move  with  the  artistic  advance  of  his  country¬ 
men. 

That  he  was  an  exceptionally  keen  observer, 
too,  his  Oriental  works  sufficiently  testify, 
though  the  quality  is  not  so  manifest  in  his 
finished  pictures  as  in  his  sketches  and  studies. 
He  had  been  sent  to  Africa  at  the  aire  of 
fourteen  by  his  uncle,  and  utilised  the  eight 
months  he  spent  there  in  making  sketches  of 
life  and  character.  A  love  of  Orientalism,  both 
in  town  and  plain,  became  thus  early  im^ilanted 
in  him,  but  for  all  that  he  could  not  resist 
the  temptations  of  the  neo-Greek  school  that 
was  then  exercising  so  great  an  influence  on 
French  youth.  He  therefore  placed  himself 
under  the  tuition  of  Delaroche  before  entering 


life  and  something 
of  Hr.  P o y n t e r’ s 
skill  in  drawing  it, 
he  brought  to  bear 
the  sentiment  of  Mr. 
Woods  and  the  poetry 
of  Professor  Sciuti. 
He  was,  in  short,  a 
realist;  for  although 
he  often  startles  us 
with  the  originality 
of  his  scenes  of  Ro¬ 
man  life — that  is  to 
say,  not  necessarily 
the  life  as  it  was,  but 
the  light  as  he  con¬ 
sidered  it  ought  to 
have  been — it  is  not 
until  we  come  to  ex¬ 
amine  his  African 
pictures  that  we  see 
of  what  vigour  he 
was  really  capable. 


THE  SHOP  OF  THE  BAKBEE  LICINIUS. 
{From  the  Picture  by  Gustave  Boulanger,) 
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the  Reaux  Arts.  A  subsequent  visit  to  Rome  lired 
liis  enthusiasm,  and,  impressed  by  its  arebajolog’ical 
almost  as  mueb  as  by  its  sentimental  side,  and 
still  more  by  bis  vision  of  the  mig'bty  works  of 
IMiebelangelo,  be  returned  to  Paris  (in  the  g'randi- 


In  addition  to  what  has  already  been  referred  to, 
his  work  included  occasional  portraiture  of  no  in¬ 
considerable  merit  and  “  history  pictures,”  altogether 
more  im2)ortant  in  aim  than  the  historic  genre  on 
which  he  elected  to  base  his  claim  to  celebrity.  But 


“  TUB  EMIE  I  ” 

(From  the  Pictiire  hu  Gustave  Boulanger.) 


loquent  language  of  an  admirer)  “  to  share  with 
Cierbine,  Picon,  and  Ilamon,  not  the  Empire  of 
Alexander,  but  that  of  the  Caesars”!  He  thus 
continued  painting  Rome  and  Algiers  alternately, 
almost  from  the  first,  for  the  latter  of  which  he 
found  his  early  studies  of  type  of  no  little  value. 


it  is  more  than  likely  that  it  is  as  a  decorator 
that  he  will  retain  his  reputation,  for  in  his  wall 
and  ceiling  paintings  the  limitations  of  his  art  and 
powers  are  less  apparent,  and  his  fancy,  restrained  b}' 
his  academic  draughtsmanship,  had  free  but  well- 
controlled  play. 


niimim 


THE  GENIUS  OE  PAINTING. 

(DcsUjncd  by  Ch.  Chaplin.  Enyravcd  by  CJi.  Baudc.) 


ITALY,  THE  AET-CENTEB  OF  THE  WOELD. 

By  JOHN  FLAXMAN,  R.A.* 


“  To  the  Fresi(le}it  and  Council  of  the  lioijal 
Academjj  of  London. 

“  Gentlemen, — The  Petitioners  desire  that  France 
may  become  the  University  for  the  Arts  of  Design  in 
the  following  words  : — It  is  necessary  that  all  nations 
should  henceforth  borrow  the  fine  arts  from  us  with 
the  same  eagerness  they  formerly  imitated  our  follies  ; 
and  when  we  shall  have  granted  them  peace,  they 
will  be  anxious  to  come  to  this  country  to  imitate 
the  wisdom  and  taste  which  those  works  of  genius 
impart/  But  let  us  see  what  advantages  of  this 
kind  France  possesses,  or  is  likely  to  be  possessed 
of,  in  comparison  with  Italy. 

“  An  University  or  School  in  which  all  nations 
are  to  study  the  Arts  of  Design  should  possess  all 
possible  assistance  to  the  progress  and  exercise  of 
Painting,  Sculpture,  and  Architecture.  This  pre¬ 
supposes  the  possession  of  the  greatest  number  and 

*  Note. — A  very  short  time  after  Buonaparte  had  led  his  victori¬ 
ous  army  through  Italy,  annexing  as  he  went  every  fine  work  of 
art  on  which  he  could  lay  hands  to  enrich  the  Musee  National  at 
Paris,  a  petition  was  presented  to  their  Government  by  a  number 
of  over-patriotic  French  artists.  The  gist  of  this  petition  was, 
that  seeing’  how  many  of  the  finest  treasures  of  art  were  now  in 
France — (a  very  considerable  number  of  which,  however,  were 
disgorged  a  few  years  later) — the  time  was  now  ripe  for  the  sup¬ 
planting  of  Rome  by  Paris  as  the  groat  art-centre  for  students 
of  all  nations.  Alarmed  at  this  over-hearing  suggestion,  Fla.xman 
raised  his  voice  in  reply,  in  a  letter  which  he  addressed  to  the 
English  Royal  Academy.  This  letter,  here  printed  for  the  first 
time,  was  written  in  1797,  the  year  of  his  election  as  Associate 
of  the  Academy. — Editor. 
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variety  of  the  most  excellent  works  on  Grecian  Sculp¬ 
ture — Groups,  Statues,  Busts,  and  Bas-reliefs  in 
marble  and  bronze — as  likewise  Gems  and  Aledals ; 
of  Paintings,  the  greatest  number  and  variety  of 
ancient  Greek  and  Roman  Paintings  and  Alosaics, 
as  also  the  best  of  those  works  which  have  been 
produced  since  the  revival  of  the  Arts.  This  Uni¬ 
versity  should  be  situated  in  a  country  abounding 
with  buildings  erected  from  the  remotest  antiquity, 
through  the  barbarous  ages,  down  to  the  revival  of 
the  Grecian  orders  in  the  fifteenth  century.  Here 
the  student  of  Architecture  should  see  and  study  the 
Palaces,  Temples,  Basilicas,  Theatres,  Amjihitheatres, 
Baths,  Aqueducts,  Fountains,  Tombs,  Chaiiels, 
Altars,  Sarcophagi,  or  whatever  else  of  public  or 
private  building  or  decoration  might  enable  him  to 
make  the  most  profound  and  perfect  studies  in  his 
art.  The  Painter  and  Sculptor  should  be  excited  by 
the  objects  to  a  habit  of  copying  fine  living  models ; 
and  they  should  have  easy  access  to  able  masters 
for  instruction.  The  local  situation  of  such  a  school 
should  be  connected  with  the  classical  history  of  the 
works  which  it  contains,  in  order  that  the  natural 
connection  between  the  Arts  of  Design  and  the 
Belles-Lettres  may  be  preserved.  The  very  climate 
itself  should  be  favourable  to  grand  forms  of  counten¬ 
ance  and  person,  to  the  limbs  being  more  uncovered 
than  in  colder  countries,  to  careless  and  variegated 
groups  and  actions  and  flowing  draperies.  This  School 
of  Arts  should  likewise  lie  in  the  high  road  to  Greece 
and  Egypt,  Syria,  Balbek,  and  Palmyra,  to  enable 
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such  as  would  study  art  aud  science  at  their  source 
to  make  the  easier  journeys  into  those  countries. 
Now,  as  Italy  is  the  only  country  in  the  world  that 
has  all  these  advantages,  it  is  evident  that  is  the 
University  in  which  all  nations  must  study  the  Arts 
o£  Design. 

‘^France,  on  the  contrary,  wants  them  all,  in 
common  with  her  neiglihours.  In  France  there  is 
no  series  of  Greek  and  Roman  buildings  for  sirchi- 
tects  to  study;  in  France  there  is  no  collection  of 
antique  sculpture  worth  notice — nay,  in  this  I’cspeet, 
perhaps  Flngland,  Saxony,  Prussia,  Russia,  and  Spain 
excel  her,  for  in  those  conutries  there  are  very  line 
collections  of  ancient  sculpture,  notwithstanding  that 
all  the  first,  second,  and  perhaps  third  class  remain 
in  Italy,  where  every  true  lover  of  arts  and  letters 
must  hope  they  may  long  continue.  There  is  cer- 
lainly  an  extensive  and  valuahle  collection  of  Pic¬ 
tures  ill  Paris,  which  will  be  of  the  greatest  assistance 
to  Ikiinters  preparatory  to  their  studies  in  Rome. 
Among  the  works  of  ehicfest  merit  are  those  in  the 
Luxembourg  Gallery  by  Rubens ;  some  Pictures  of 
Raphael  and  Correggio;  the  Battles  of  Le  Brun  and 
the ‘Life  of  St.  Bruno,^  by  Le  Sueur.  But  the  paint¬ 
ings  of  greatest  excellence,  upon  the  study  of  which 
alone  an  historical  painter  can  hope  to  become  great, 
remain  in  Italy  ;  and  there  the  liest  of  them  must 
remain,  as  their  sizes  are  enormous,  and  they  are 
painted  on  walls.  The  Paintings  which  I  allude 
to  are  IMichael  Ana'elo'’s  ‘Last  Judgment  ^  and  ceil- 
ing  in  the  Capella  Sistini ;  ‘The  AIart3U'dom  of 
St.  Peter ^  and  ‘The  Conversion  of  St.  Paul,'’  in  the 
Caipella  Paulini,  by  the  same  artist;  the  chambers 
of  Raphael  in  the  Vatican;  the  chapel  painted  by 
Signorelli  at  Orvietto ;  the  Paintings  of  Titian  in 
the  Ducal  Palace  of  Venice ;  and  the  Domes  by 
Correggio  and  Parmagiano,  &c.  &c. ;  to  which  I  may 
add  the  ancient  paintings  at  Naples,  for  these  are 
in  Italy,  though  not  of  the  number  of  immovables. 
If  to  the  objections  already  stated  we  add  the  dis¬ 
advantages  of  the  climate  and  local  situation  of 
France,  in  comparison  with  Italy,  we  shall  imme¬ 
diately  see  that  nothing  less  than  a  new  dispensa¬ 
tion  of  Providence  and  arrangement  of  things  in 
this  })art  of  the  Globe  can  ever  give  France  the 
advantages  which  Italy  possesses  as  an  University 
for  the  Arts  of  Design. 

“If  it  should  appear,  from  what  has  been  said, 
that  this  scheme  of  making  France  the  University  of 
the  V  orld  is  impracticable,  as  well  as  unreasonable 
and  unjust,  all  the  lesser  arguments  of  the  Petitioners 
must,  of  course,  fall  to  the  ground ;  but  if  any  one 
is  dissatisfied  with  what  has  been  advanced,  although 
I  could  produce  other  argumeuts,  I  could  not  pro¬ 
duce  stronger  to  convince  him. 

“It  would  be  great  and  disinterested  in  France, 


as  she  is  valiant  in  war,  to  be  moderate  in  peace,  and 
to  suffer  Italy  to  remain,  as  it  has  been,  the  Uni¬ 
versity  for  all  nations  to  study  in,  from  which  she 
will  ultimately  derive  much  greater  advantages,  in 
common  with  the  rest  of  Flurope,  than  she  can  in 
future  l)y  dismembering  that  venerable  School. 
Such  an  instance  of  moderation  Avould  secure  to 
Fh'ance  the  praise  of  the  present  and  future  genera¬ 
tions  ;  it  would  prove  that  her  love  of  the  fine  arts 
is  ecjual  to  her  professions.  Those  inestimable  collec¬ 
tions  should  be  sacred  and  inviolable  which  are  con¬ 
tained  in  Rome,  Florence,  and  Naples,  cities  so 
conveniently  situated  for  communication  with  each 
other,  and  which,  together  with  the  surrounding 
country,  make  ujr  the  great  Llniversity  of  Italy, 
which  may  be  said,  immediately  or  intermediately, 
to  have  produced  all  the  great  restorers  of  Arts 
and  Letters.  The  collections  of  Rome  are  not  in 
the  same  danger  of  being  dispersed  as  formerly, 
for  all  the  fine  works  of  art  which  have  been  found 
or  purchased  for  many  ^^ears  past  are  lodged  in  the 
Clementine  Aluseum,  and  belong  to  the  Roman 
people.  The  nephews  of  Popes  do  not  now  marry 
into  the  families  of  crowned  heads,  and  by  that 
means  give  their  powerful  relations  the  plea  to 
seize  their  collections  by  inheritance ;  besides  which, 
the  Roman  Government  will  in  future  permit  only 
duplicates  of  antique  statues  or  inferior  Avorks  to 
pass  out  of  the  State.  I  can  assure  the  Petitioners 
that  the  Barberini  and  Giustiniani  Collections  are  not 
Avholly  carried  oft.  It  is  true  that  a  few  years  back 
some  articles  Avere  injudiciously  sold  out  of  them, 
but  they  are  at  this  time  great  and  valuable  col¬ 
lections.  I  can  assure  them  likeAvise  that  four  of 
the  best  statues  and  some  other  articles  from  the 
Negroni  Collection  are  in  the  Clementine  Aluseum 
in  Rome. 

“Flaving  gone  through  an  examination  of  the 
object  and  principal  arguments  of  the  jAetition,  it 
only  remains  to  say  something  concerning  those 
by  Avhom  it  is  signed.  Several  of  them  are  per¬ 
sons  highly  esteemed  for  tlieir  industry  and  talents 
in  Painting,  Sculpture,  and  Architecture.  In  this 
latter  study  the  French  have  been  particularly  suc¬ 
cessful,  and  in  this  place  I  cannot  forbear  doing 
justice  to  the  merits  of  my  former  friend  and  fellow- 
student  in  Rome,  M.  Percier.  Although  he  is  not 
in  the  number  of  Petitioners,  he  is  a  man  of  un¬ 
common  virtue;  his  compositions  are  the  most 
beautiful  architectural  assemblages;  his  drawings 
haA^e  l)een  much  admired  and  sold  for  consider¬ 
able  sums  in  England.  From  a  considerable  know¬ 
ledge  of  several  of  the  Petitioners  Avhilst  Ave  pursued 
our  studies  at  the  same  time  in  Rome,  I  shall  set 
down  the  following  anecdote  only'  :  About  ten  years 
since  a  M.  Drouvais  died,  who  was  a  pensioner  of 
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the  Ph’ench  Academy  in  that  city.  He  was  uni¬ 
versally  regretted  for  his  extraordinary  talents  in 
painting.  His  fellow-students^  eleven  in  number^ 
instantly  agreed  to  honour  him  with  a  marble  monu¬ 
ment.  M.  Michallon  (one  of  the  present  Petitioners) 
was  the  sculptor  employed,  and  nobly  gave  his  labour. 
The  other  students  paid  by  subscriptions  for  the 
marble  and  other  expenses  out  of  their  little  pensions 
of  six  shillings  per  week,  allowed  by  their  Govern¬ 
ment  to  each,  exclusive  of  their  board  and  lodging 
in  the  Academy.  The  design  was  the  side  of  a  large 
altar;  the  pediment  presented  a  medallion  of  the 
deceased ;  on  the  dado  were  three  figures  in  bas- 
relief.  Painting  wrote  his  name,  Sculpture  supported 
her  arm,  and  Architecture  looked  on  with  a  mournful 
countenance.  I  have  introduced  this  anecdote  to 


inform  Englishmen  of  particular  virtues  and  talents 
in  an  enemy^s  country,  which  otherwise  might  not 
be  so  generally  known,  and  to  let  Frenchmen  see 
that  we  can  acknowledge  whatever  is  praiseworthy 
in  them  with  as  much  zeal  as  they  would  themselves. 

“  I  have  only  to  add  my  earnest  wishes  as  an 
Englishman  and  a  real  lover  of  my  country  that  we 
may  in  future  cultivate  the  Arts  of  Design  with 
as  much  fervour,  and  labour  as  indefatigably  to 
bring  them  to  perfection,  as  the  French  have  done, 
by  those  means  only  which  are  just  and  honourable. 

“  I  have  the  honour  to  be.  Gentlemen, 

“  Your  most  humble  Servant, 

“  J.  Flaxman, 

“  Buckingham  Street.”  “ 


THE  ISLE  OF  AEEAN.— I. 


By  L. 

There  are  but  few  of  the  ordinary  tourists  who 
visit  the  Clyde  who  do  not  know  something  of 
Arran — if  it  is  only  its  striking  outline  as  seen  from 


HIGGIN. 

sole  of  their  feet,  and  they  are  bound  to  leave  before 
nightfall  to  seek  quarters  elsewhere. 

It  is  in  the  strictest  sense  a  monopoly  of  the 


APPEOACII 

(From  a  Drawing  by  J.  MacWhirter, 

the  waters  of  the  Frith,  or  from  the  Ayrshire  coast ; 
but,  fortunately  for  the  lovers  of  this  most  beautiful 
retreat,  their  acquaintance  with  it  is  of  the  slightest : 
for  there  is  practically  no  resting-place  in  it  for  the 


'O  AEKAN. 

.R.A.  Engraved  by  T.  11'.  Lascelles.) 

fortunate  people  who  can  claim  something  more  than 
a  passing  acquaintance  with  it.  And  though  the 
comfortable  hotel  at  Corrie,  and  the  somewhat  more 
pretentious  one  at  Brodick,  are  crowded  from  roof  to 
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cellar,  ami  even  the  tiny  Court  House  turned  into  an 
exan’g'c'rated  bedroom  for  the  many  from  Saturday 
to  Alondav,  there  is  small  chance  of  anyone  not 
known  to  the  proprietor,  or  having-  some  friend  on 
the  island,  finding  room  on  the  floor  to  sleep,  much 
less  a  bed. 

Once  introduced  to  Arran,  however,  those  who 
appreciate  its  beauties,  and  love  its  absolute  repose 
and  freedom  from  conventionalities,  become  entliu- 


a,nd  yet  be  within  twelve  or  bmrteen  hours  of  London, 
and  close  to  Glasgow,  is  something  to  be  enjoyed 
with  trembling  in  these  days  of  universal  progress. 
It  is  needless  to  say  that  the  sort  of  peo2)le  who 
like  negro  minstrels,  performing  dogs  and  monkeys, 
and  “  a  band  twice  a  day  on  the  pier,^’  do  not  visit 
Arran . 

Arran  is  almost  the  same  size  as  the  Isle  of 
W  iglit^  ljut  is  iiicompara].>ly  more  beautifal^  aiul  of 


VILLAGE  CORRIE. 

(From  a  Drao'hig  hy  J.  MacWliirlrr,  A.Il.A.  Engravril  hy  T.  S.  Bayky.) 


siastic  lovers,  and  regular  Juiljltnh.  Before  they 
leave  one  season  they  have  secured  quarters  for  the 
next ;  and  after  a  time  come  to  consider  they  have 
a  vested  right  in  their  picturesque  little  cottage, 
embowered  in  trees,  or  snugly  nestling  on  the  side  of 
one  of  the  glens.  A  few  artists  who  know  of  the 
inexhaustible  beauties  of  Arran  come  there  as  re¬ 
gularly  each  year  as  they  leave  London ;  the  same 
visitors  are  found  year  after  year,  at  most  moving 
from  one  part  of  the  island  to  another,  and  never 
dreaming  of  going  elsewhere.  Londoners,  however, 
who  come  here,  as  a  rule  keep  their  retreat  dark, 
for  one  of  its  great  charms  is  its  utter  remoteness 
from  ordinary  life,  while  within  a  few  hours’  journey 
from  town.  To  have  the  luxury  of  never  seeing  or 
hearing  a  railway  train,  or  even  a  tourist-laden  coach. 


a  wholly  different  character.  It  has  been  said  by 
geologists  to  1)0  an  epitome  of  the  world,  and  by 
tourists,  who  know  it  well,  to  l)e  a  rhnmtg  of  all  the 
beauties  of  Scotland.  Seen  from  the  sea,  it  has  the 
a])pearance  of  a  singularly  tine  range  of  mountains, 
with  wild  and  jagged  outlines  rising  straight  from 
the  water;  and  although  the  greatest  heights  are  not 
important  (Goatfell,  3,866,  Gor  Mhor,  2,618,  and 
so  forth),  they  ap])ear  extremely  imposing,  from 
the  fact  of  their  being  seen  from  base  to  summit. 
Nothing  can  be  finer,  in  fact,  than  the  long  ir¬ 
regular  ridge,  extending  from  Ben  Ghnuis  on  the 
south  to  Sindhe  Fergus  on  the  north-east.  The 
western  range  which  joins  this  has  a  persistent 
altitude  of  1,600  feet,  with  six  summits  not  less 
than  2,000  feet  each.  The  whole  island  is  curiously 
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divided  into  two  almost  equals  but  very  dissimilar, 
portions;  the  northern  division  consisting  wholly 
of  these  rugged  mountain  ranges,  intersected  by 
wild  and  deep  glens,  which,  diverging  from  one 
centre,  open  seaward  on  a  narrow  belt  of  lowland 
that  is  covered  with  the  most  luxuriant  verdure 
and  splendid  trees.  Along  this  belt,  and  at  the  foot 
of  the  old  sea-cliffs,  pierced  with  water-worn  caves, 
but  now  clothed  with  rich  foliage,  and  over  which, 
after  rain,  waterfalls  dash  on  to  the  low  ground  on 


the  north-west,  the  most  ])icturesque  parts  of  the 
scenery  may  be  found.  Lamlash  itself  is  not  a 
favourite  with  the  Arran  lover.  It  is  too  much 
like  other  seaside  places,  and  the  fact  of  Holy  Island 
lying  completely  across  the  opening  of  the  bay 
suggests  its  being  shut  in,  which  becomes  very 
wearisome  after  a  time.  The  walk  over  the  cliffs 
by  Corrie  Grills  to  Brodick,  however,  affords  one  of  the 
finest  views  of  the  rugged  ranges  of  mountains  to  be 
found  anywhere.  Glencloy  is  a  wide,  well-cultivated 


LOCH  HA.'NZA  CASTLE. 

(From  a  Drawing  hy  J.  MacWhirte)\  A.Jl,A.  Engraved  by  A. 


their  way  to  the  sea,  runs  the  road  from  Brodick  to 
North  Glen  Sannox,  where  it  turns  up  through  the 
glen  and  crosses  the  mountain  passes  to  Loch  Ranza 
on  the  north-west.  From  this  point  to  Dongrie  on 
the  west  coast,  at  the  mouth  of  lorsawater,  it  once 
more  runs  along  the  beach  under  the  ancient  sea- 
cliffs. 

The  southern  half  of  the  island  consists  of  a 
rolling  table-land,  somewhat  uninteresting  inland, 
but  possessing  a  coast-line  of  great  beauty,  and,  in 
some  places,  fine  basaltic  rocks  and  causeways.  The 
east  side  of  the  island  is  both  the  most  sheltered  and 
the  most  beautiful ;  from  Lamlash  to  Loch  Ranza  on 


quiet  glen  running  up  from  Invercloy,  in  which 
Kilmichael,  the  old  mansion  of  the  Fullertons,  is 
situated.  Up  Glen  Shirag  runs  a  road,  over  what 
is  called  “^Ghe  string',”  right  across  the  island,  down 
the  Machrie  Valley  to  Blackwater  Fort  on  the  west 
coast.  Prom  the  high  points  of  this  road  a  mag¬ 
nificent  view  is  obtained,  and  one  may  be  fortunate 
enough  to  see  the  moon  rise  from  over  the  low 
Ayrshire  coast  on  the  one  side,  while  the  sun  is 
sinking  into  the  sea  on  the  other.  Here,  too,  you 
become  suddenly  aware  that  the  streams  which  have 
been  running  towards  you,  as  you  ascend  the  eastern 
flank,  are  now  making  their  way  westward.  Glen 
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Rosa,,  perhaps  the  best  known  ol  the  Arran  glens, 
skirts  along-  under  Goatfell,  and  is  divided  at  its 
extreme  end  from  Glen  Sannox  by  a  precipitous  neck 
of  rock,  which,  however,  may  he  ))assed. 

The  ordinary  tourist  and  ])rofessional  sightseer, 
as  a  rule,  makes  the  trip  to  Arran  from  AVemyss  Bay 
in  the  steamer  Iranliuc,  and  an  unusually  l)eautiful 
trip  it  is  if  the  day  be  line  :  jiasfc  the  glorious  scenery 
of  the  Clyde,  through  the  Kyles  of  Bute,  and  out 
into  the  open  Frith,  past  the  Cumbraes,  where  Arran 
itself  comes  in  si>>'ht,  lying  like  a  sleeping  lion  on 
the  summer  sea,  Ailsa  Crag  in  the  distance,  and  the 
blue  line  of  the  Irish  coast  beyond.  The  steamer 
makes  straight  for  the  sweet  little  village  of  Corrie, 
which  nestles  at  the  very  foot  of  the  rugged  moun¬ 
tain,  down  whose  side  the  “  white  water  ”  is  seen 
tumbling-  and  sliding  over  the  granite  almost  from 
the  very  summit.  Here  the  steamer  lies  to  while 
the  passengers  are  brought  off  or  landed  in  an  open 
boat  that  ])uts  out  from  the  picturesque  red  rocks 
which  serve  the  purpose  of  a  pier.  Close  under  the 
land  the  It'iinhoe  now  goes  on  to  Brodick  Bay,  which 
it  enters  from  the  northern  side,  just  under  the  wooded 
heights  on  which  the  castle  stands.  This  affords  by 
no  means  the  most  satisfying  aspect  of  the  bay, 
although  it  is  that  chosen  by  the  artist.  From  the 
Corrie  GUIs  shore  on  the  south,  or  from  the  landing- 
stage  at  Invercloy,  one  gets  a  view  of  the  central 
range  of  mountains,  with  Goat  Fell  and  the  opening 
of  Glen  Rosa,  and  all  the  luxuriant  growth  of  tlie 
low-lying  coast-line  reflected  in  the  still  waters  of 
the  sheltered  angle  of  the  bay,  which  can  scarcely  be 
surpassed  for  beauty.  This  is,  of  course,  if  the  day 
he  tine  ;  for  it  is  no  uncommon  thing  to  go  for  a 
day’s  trip  to  Arran,  and  never  see  it  at  all,  so  apt 
is  this  exclusive  little  island  to  shroud  herself  in  a 
vapoury  mantle  which  completely  hides  her  moun¬ 
tains  from  viewu  Round  the  point  from  Invercloy 
the  picturesque  little  Holy  Island  comes  into  view 
completely  masking  the  entrance  to  Lamlash  Bay, 
although  there  is  a  deej)  channel  on  each  side  of  it. 
After  a  short  stay  at  Lamlash,  the  steamer  sets  out 
on  its  return  journey,  picks  up  the  tourists  who 
have  had  time  for  an  hour’s  stroll  at  Brodick  and 
Corrie,  and  carries  them  back  to  Glasgow;  leaving 
the  island  alone  for  the  rest  of  the  day. 

The  steamers  which  cross  twice  a  day  during  the 
summer  months  from  Ardrossan  rarely  bring  tourists; 
they  do  most  of  the  serious  business  of  the  island. 
Fish,  fruit,  and  vegetable  sellers  come  over  in  them 
from  the  mainland,  and  anyone  who  wishes  for  these 
luxuries  must  go  to  the  pier  to  make  their  purchases 
after  the  Brodick  Castle  has  come  in.  The  very 
bread  for  the  most  part  comes  across  from  the  main¬ 
land,  and  the  one  or  two  shops  in  Brodick  are  sup¬ 
plied  in  the  same  way.  The  Ardrossan  boats  also 


carry  the  mails,  which  are  delivered  to  the  outlying 
glens  after  a  fashion  quite  peculiar.  Once  a  week 
the  1  )anker  comes  from  Lamlash  and  sits  in  a  little 
wooden  box  on  the  pier  to  receive  money,  change 
cheques,  &c.  As  for  Corrie,  it  is  dependent  for  its 
supplies  from  the  mainland  on  the  daily  visit  of  the 
Ivanlioe,  or  the  mail-cart  from  Brodick:  Loch  Ranza 
and  some  of  the  west  coast  villages  are  in  the  direct 
route  of  the  Campbelltown  steamers,  and  in  the 
summer-time  have  communication  with  the  main¬ 
land  at  least  once  a  day. 

Once  or  twice  a  w'eek  during  the  season,  too, 
the  Brodick  Castle  makes  the  complete  circuit  of  the 
island  by  way  of  a  pleasure-trip,  calling,  how'ever, 
only  at  Lamlash,  Brodick,  and  Corrie,  for  passengers. 
Beyond  sounding  the  fog-horn,  for  the  sake  of  the 
echo  against  the  side  of  the  mountains  a  little  beyond 
Corrie,  it  does  not,  however,  make  itself  disagreeable 
to  the  island  and  its  summer  residents. 

The  secret  of  the  isolation  and  primitive  condition 
of  life  in  Arran  lies  in  the  fact  that  the  wdiole  island 
is  in  the  possession  of  two  projn-ietors,  w-hose  chief 
desire  is  to  keep  out  tourists  and  prevent  its  be¬ 
coming  a  second  Rothsay,  as  it  w-ould  quickly  do 
from  its  nearness  to  Glasgow,  the  moment  it  was 
possible  to  get  lodgings  or  hotel  accommodation. 
Glen  Cloy,  a  beautiful  pastoral  glen  opening  out 
towxu'ds  Brodick  Bay,  and  a  small  portion  of  AA^hite- 
farland  Bay  on  the  west,  belong  to  the  Fuller¬ 
tons,  to  whose  ancestors  the  lands  were  given  by 
Rol)ert  Bruce  as  a  return  for  the  shelter  afforded 
him  when  in  hiding  from  his  English  enemies  before 
his  invasion  of  the  mainland.  The  whole  of  the 
remainder  of  the  island  belongs  to  the  Duke  of 
Hamilton,  who  thoroughly  appreciates  the  beauty 
and  charm  of  the  place,  and  is  determined  that  it 
shall  not  be  turned  into  a  tea-garden  or  a  drinking- 
saloon  for  Glasgow. 

He  rules  it  much  after  the  fashion  of  an  absolute 
monarch,  makes  such  laws  and  regulations  as  seem 
best  to  his  fancy,  and  the  visitor  who  succeeds  in 
finding  quarters  there  must  submit  to  them.  He 
does  not  allow  any  dogs  to  land  without  special  leave, 
and  the  lady  who  would  take  her  shaved  poodle  oi¬ 
lier  toy  terrier  must  obtain  special  permission  from 
the  duke’s  agent,  or  she  will  have  to  go  back  to  the 
mainland  with  her  ])et.  He  regulates  the  number 
and  the  size  of  the  inns  or  public-houses,  allowing 
the  fewest  possible  for  the  accommodation  of  the 
islanders.  The  hotels  at  Brodick  and  Corrie  are 
allowed  1»y  special  favour,  but  no  addition  may  be 
made  to  them.  Nor  will  he  give  permission  to  his 
tenants  to  build  anything  more  than  they  actually 
need  to  occupy  themselves.  As,  however,  the  tenants 
make  more  by  their  summer  letting  than  by  their 
whole  year’s  farming  or  trade,  they  have  a  marvellous 
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fasliion  of  vanishing  from  June  to  October^  and  one 
and  all  let  their  cottage  or  farmhouse  to  the  fortunate 
people  who  know  how  to  secure  them.  Many  retire 
to  small  iron  or  wooden  shanties^  which  they  set  up 


as  are  to  he  had  the  summer  life  in  Arran  is  a  species 
of  cam})ing  under  thatch,  and  only  those  who  can 
stand  a  little  roughing  care  for  its  delights.  One 
often  sees  the  head  and  shoulders  of  some  well-grown 


IN  THE  BIECH-WOODS. 

(From  a  Drawing  by  J.  MacWhirter,  A.E.A.) 


in  their  gardens  or  on  the  hillside,  leaving  their  homes 
for  the  visitors,  who  bring  their  own  servants.  After 
all,  the  number  of  houses  and  cottages  in  the  whole 
island  is  extremely  limited,  and  for  the  most  part 
they  are  occupied  year  after  year  by  the  same  people. 
Even  the  hotels  decline  to  take  boarders,  and  after 
a  week^s  stay  a  polite  intimation  is  given  that  the 
rooms  are  wanted. 

To  all  except  the  families  who  secure  such  houses 


man  protruding  through  the  attic  window  of  a  cot¬ 
tage  while  he  makes  his  morning  toilette.  This  is 
less  because  he  wishes  to  admire  the  scenery  than 
because  it  is  the  only  method  by  which  he  can  stand 
upright  in  his  bedroom.  There  is  always  the  problem 
of  supplies  to  solve,  though  plenty  of  milk,  butter, 
eggs,  fowls,  mutton,  and  potatoes  are  brought  to  your 
door  by  the  farmers^  carts,  but  wine,  beer,  or  spirits 
must  be  obtained  from  the  mainland,  as  the  hotel- 
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keepers  do  not  eare  to  supply  them,  having  quite 
enough  to  do  to  keep  up  their  own  stoek.  jVs  a  set- 
otf  against  these  dilhculties,  whieh  to  the  lovers  of 
Arrau  are  l)ut  added  delights,  you  have  a  elimate 
whieh  is  mild  without  being  enervating,  a  sweet,  soft 
air,  whieh  can  be  excelled  by  none,  scenery  which  is 
not  only  beautiful  in  itself,  but  which  has  a  magic 
charm  from  the  marvellous  changes  of  colouring  and 
of  atmospheric  effects;  a  comldnation  t)f  quiet  pas¬ 
toral  scenes  reminding  one  of  the  Swiss  valleys, 
with  sombre  wooils  and  quiet  Howing  trout  streams, 
a  background  of  mountains  of  grandly  rugged  forms, 
glens  which  tor  absolute  wildness  and  weird  loneliness 
are  not  surpassed  in  the  remotest  parts  of  Scotland, 
hills  which  gleam  with  the  bloom  of  ripened  fruit  as 
the  sun  strikes  on  their  heather-crowned  sides,  and 
the  ever-changing  sea  taking*  such  fairy-like  opal 
tints  at  sunrise  or  sunset  as  those  who  do  not  know 
the  strange  beauty  of  northern  seas  never  dream 
of — alwavs  the  deep  dark  blue  so  peculiar  to  Scot¬ 
land.  Then  the  distant  mountains  on  the  mainland, 
the  jewelled  coast  of  Ayrshire,  on  the  wilder  Argyll, 
the  passing  storms  whieh  gather  on  the  “  Hill  of 
the  Winds, and  sweep  down  the  glens,  churning 
up  the  waters  in  the  bay,  till  one  trembles  to  watch 
them!  And  then  towards  evening  all  changes.  The 
weary  winds  sink  to  rest,  the  sun  gleams  out,  and  a 
veritable  transformati<.m  scene  takes  place,  such  as  no 
one  can  describe,  and  no  one  imagine  who  has  not 
seen  it.  Then  every  little  stream  has  become  a  head¬ 
long  torrent,  waterfalls  are  tumbling  down  where  no 


one  guessed  there  was  a  rill,  over  the  old  sea-cliffs 
between  the  red  rowan-trees  the  wild  white  water  is 
leaping  and  crashing  down  to  the  sea.  The  little  bi’ook 
whieh  yesterday  we  passed  over  so  easily  on  stepping- 
stones  is  now  a  river  whose  roar  can  be  heard  a  mile 
off,  as  it  carries  great  boulders  down  in  its  headlong 
course ;  and  then,  before  the  morn  looks  down  on  it, 
repentant  of  its  sudden  haste,  it  is  shrinking  half- 
ashamed  within  its  banks  again. 

People  who  pay  hurried  visits  to  Arran  talk  of 
its  clitnate  as  one  of  ])erpctual  rain,  because  on  the 
one  day  they  saw  it  it  was  so  ;  but  those  who  know 
it  well  are  content  to  have  an  occasional  day^s  storm, 
for  the  beauty  whieb  succeeds  when  the  mists  are 
rolling  up  the  granite  precipices  of  Glen  Shant,  or 
forming  a  golden  background  for  the  jagged  peaks 
of  “  the  Castles,”  as  the  setting  sun  lights  up  the 
hanging  vapour  behind  their  summits,  and  the  whole 
island  and  its  surrounding  sea  sparkles  into  un¬ 
known  beauty.  It  is  not  often  that  there  is  con¬ 
tinuous  rain  in  Arran.  Most  generally  a  stormy 
morning  will  have  a  glorious  close  of  day,  or  after  a 
downfall  over  night  the  dawn  will  usher  in  a  day  of 
jierfect  peace  and  loveliness.  Often  there  are  long 
spells  of  delicious  weather;  while  late  into  October 
the  sea  is  warm  enough  for  bathing,  and  the  daily 
swim  in  the  Burn  is  still  ])0ssible  and  delightful. 
The  east  side  of  the  island  is,  as  we  have  said,  by 
far  the  most  sheltered,  and  about  the  Fallen  Rocks, 
midway  between  Corrie  and  the  Cock  of  Arran,  is  a 
region  of  almost  perpetual  calm. 


DEUID  STONES,  AEEAN. 

[Frotii  a  Dvuwinij  hy  J.  MacWh'irlcr,  A.li.A.  Eiiyiavcd  ly  A.  Blosse.) 


Our  kt'^  oj ins  oooer  t/ie  seas  ojater, 
Qn  ot  /  iv,  prison,  sair: 

But  /'//  0)171  out  tAe  morn's  morrou., 
OtncC^ye//  see  me  nae  mair.  /f.CA 


the  re's  nae  mnir  lands  totyne,Tnpdear/p^ 
Gnd  nae  mair  lives  iopk:  - 
Thouc  ik  a  man  think  sair  to  live  me  mair, 
'Thej'e’s  but  one  da^  to  die.  frf 


Tor  aitkinps  come  and  a '  dtp/s  ^ane , 
What  needs  ue  rend  uoar  hat r  ? 


What  needs  ye  rend^oar  natr  ? 
But  kiss  me  titi  the  morn’s  morroe/j. 
Then  T/i  kiss ye  nae  maiT\ 


0  Zands  are  /ost  and  Zijc’s  Zosina 
Qnd  wZiat  coere  tZieu  to  gZe  t 
Bu  ’  m  07U/  a  man^is/^s  ajf he  can, 
But  nae  man  eZse yio'esye . 
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A  Jacobite’s  farewell,  171 5. 

(Poem  bu  Alijernon  diaries  Swinburne.  Drawn  by  11'.  Rule,  A.ll.S.A.  Rny raved  by  J.  M.  Juhnstone.) 


Mil.  GLxVDSTONE  AND  HIS  POKTRAITS. 


By  T.  WEMYSS  KEID. 


For  thirty  years  past  no  face  in  England  has 
more  frequently  engaged  the  attention  of  the 
portrait-painter  than  that  of  jNIr.  Gladstone.  Other 
men  of  eminence  in  polities  and  letters  may  during 
that  ])eriod  have  temporarily  filled  a  larger  space 
in  the  minds  of  their  fellow-eountrymeig  and  as  a 
consequence  may  have  figured  more  prominently  at 
certain  periods  on  the  walls  of  Burlington  House, 
lint  they  are  gone,  whilst  IMr.  Gladstone  remains, 


of  the  necessary  diplomas  of  his  profession,  and  that 
in  dealing  with  the  portraits  of  the  ex-premier  the 
critic  suffers  from  an  embarrassment  of  riches,  the 
product  of  the  care  and  labour  of  the  greatest  artists 
of  our  day. 

Mr.  Gladstone  is  not  an  easy  subject,  though  he 
is  one  in  whom  painters  may  well  delight.  Ilis 
strongly-marked  features,  the  deep  lines  and  furrows 
which  time  and  thought  have  ploughed  upon  his 


A  CABINET  COUNCIL  IN  DOWNING  STREET  :  WAITING  FOR  DESPATCHES.  1S72. 
(From  a  Sketch  bi/  F.  Fairfield.) 


and  1888  still  sees  him  what  he  was  in  18.58,  one 
of  the  most  remarkable  and  undoubtedly  one  of  the 
most  interesting  figures  upon  the  stage  of  public 
affairs.  So  it  has  come  to  pass  that  for  any  English 
portrait -painter  not  to  have  painted  IMr.  Gladstone 
is  almost  equivalent  to  his  not  having  received  one 


face,  the  lustrous  “  speaking eyes,  and  the  heavy 
locks,  once  black,  but  long  since  whitened  by  the 
passage  of  the  years,  provide  the  artist  with  tempting 
materials  for  the  display  of  his  powers.  It  might 
seem,  indeed,  that  his  was  one  of  those  faces  which 
it  is  impossible  to  mistake,  and  which  even  the  least 
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skilful  of  painters  can  portray  with  accuracy.  So 
far,  however,  from  this  being  the  ease,  there  are  few 
men  of  distinction  whose  likeness  it  is  more  difficult 
to  fix  upon  canvas.  For  the  expression — which  alone 
can  give  life  to  the  portrait — varies  in  the  case  of 


within  the  folds  of  that  collar,  the  dimensions  of 
which  are  by  no  means  so  extravagant  as  the  carica¬ 
turist  seeks  to  make  us  believe,  he  presents  a  picture 
of  extreme  old  age,  wrapped  within  itself,  lost  in 
a  reverie  that  deals  with  men  and  scenes  undreamt 


THE  ET.  HON.  W.  E.  GLADSTONE,  M.P.  1882. 

(From  the  Picture  by  ir.  B.  Richmond,  A.R.A.  Enyravecl  by  P.  Naumann.) 


Mr.  Gladstone  from  hour  to  hour,  almost,  one  might 
say,  from  moment  to  moment.  Those  who  know 
him  well  will  tell  you  that  he  has  one  face  for  the 
House  of  Commons,  another  for  society,  and  yet  a 
third  for  his  own  library.  And  in  Parliament  what 
an  infinite  variety  of  moods  it  is  that  he  presents  to 
those  who  watch  him  !  Now,  with  head  sunk  deep 


of  by  the  jiresent  generation.  As  you  scan  the 
drawn  and  wasted  features,  over  which  is  s^iread 
an  ashen  pallor  that  is  almost  startling,  3011  find 
it  difficult  to  believe  that  the  veteran  can  ever  again 
be  roused  to  any  interest  in  the  affairs  of  this  world. 
But  in  an  instant  all  is  changed.  The  ej^es  flash 
forth  the  fires  of  youth,  the  head  is  raised  as  though 
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in  (leliance,  not  merely  of  the  crowded  benches  o2)po- 
sito,  Imt  of  Time  himself,  whilst,  as  the  feeling'  of 
the  moment  dictates,  the  mol.iile  lips  express  anger, 
trimn])li,  scorn,  or  a  certain  snhtle  ])ersnasiveness 
which  is  ])eenliar  to  iMr.  (Jladstone.  It  is  im])ossihle 
for  the  artist,  however  great  may  be  his  mastery  of 
his  art,  to  combine  in  a  single  portrait  all  these 
varying  phases  of  the  statesman’s  face.  His  busi¬ 
ness  is  to  select  some 
ha]>]>y  moment  in 
which  he  is  seen  at 
his  best  in  a  ])articu- 
lar  mood,  and  to  fix 
that  moment  upon 
canvas. 

Sir  John  IMillais, 
as  ail  the  world 
knows,  has  been  ex¬ 
ceptionally  fortunate 
in  his  portraits  of 
-Mr.  Gladstone.  En- 
gravin  gs  of  the  well- 
known  work  painted 
for  the  Duke  of 
^Vestminster,  and 
now  the  ])ro])erty  of 
Sir  Charles  Tennant, 
form  the  popular 
adornment  of  thou¬ 
sands  of  Liberal 
homes.  The  Glad- 
stniK'  of  that  epoch 
is,  indeed,  one  who 
might  well  insihre 
the  admiration  of  all 
who  shared  his  opin- 
iniis.  The  portrait 
was  painted  in  1877, 
at  the  time  when, 
by  his  inexhaustible 
energy  and  the  mani¬ 
fold  resonrees  of  his 
intellect,  i\Ir.  Glad¬ 
stone  was  success¬ 
fully  reversing  that  current  in  the  national  feeling 
that  was  drawing  us  into  a  war  on  behalf  of 
Turkey  against  Russia.  Some  one  who  was  speak¬ 
ing  of  this  portrait,  at  the  time  when  it  was  being 
exhibited  in  the  Royal  Academy,  commented  to 
Mrs.  Gladstone  n])on  the  pathos  of  the  expression. 
“  Yes,”  was  that  lady’s  reply,  “  Mr.  Gladstone  was 
thinking  at  the  time  how  terrible  a  sin  would  be 
committed  if  England  was  to  go  to  war  for  the 
Turks.”  Of  what  was  he  thinking  when  he  sat  to 
Sir  John  for  that  other  portrait,  a  copy  of  which  in 
[ihotogravure  is  given  as  a  frontispiece?  The  date 


of  the  painting  is  188.5.  That  is  the  year  which  saw 
the  close  of  his  second  premiership — the  iinal  termi¬ 
nation,  too,  of  his  leadership  of  a  united  Liberal 
Party.  Combativeness  seems  to  be  the  prevailing 
characteristic  of  the  face  as  it  is  portrayed  here, 
and  one  gets  some  notion  of  the  forces  which  ha.ve 
sustained  Air.  Gladstone,  not  only  through  successive 
terms  of  office  amid  all  the  difficulties  and  trials  of 

English  Parliamen¬ 
tary  life,  but  during 
that  period  of  un¬ 
precedented  struggle, 
anxiety,  and  misfor- 
t  n  n  e,  w  h  i  c  h  h  a  s 
elapsed  since  this 
jiortrait  was  painted. 

The  earliest  of 
the  portraits  rej^ro- 
duced  here  is  that 
by  Air.  AYatts,  wdiich 
the  artist  proposes  to 
bequeath  to  the  na¬ 
tion.  No  one  whose 
memory  goes  back 
for  thirty  years  will 
fail  to  bear  testi¬ 
mony  to  the  admir¬ 
able  skill  and  lidelity 
with  which  it  repre¬ 
sents  the  Air.  Glad¬ 
stone  of  those  days 
—  wdien  as  yet  the 
brilliant  Peelite  was 
wavering  betw'een 
twm  diverging  paths, 
and  the  popular 
opinion  alike  of  Con¬ 
servative  and  Liberal 
was  that,  although 
as  a  Chancellor  of 
the  Exchequer  he 
was  above  j^raise,  in 
any  other  position  in 
the  Government  he 
would  be  distinctly  dangerous.  It  is  pathetic  to  note 
the  contrast  betw'een  this  ])ortrait — so  full  of  a  calm 
repose,  so  suggestive  of  latent  strength  and  great 
possibilities  —  and  the  extremely  clever  portrait  of 
Mr.  Gladstone  jxainted  at  Florence  during  the  spring 
of  the  present  year  by  Air.  Thaddeus.  Between  the 
two  faces  lie  thirty  years  of  strife,  labour,  and  achieve¬ 
ment.  The  story  is  told  at  a  glance  by  the  two 
canvases.  AVhilst  Air.  AVatts  has  been  happy  in 
indicating  in  his  painting  the  forward  look  of  the 
man  whose  work  still  lies  ahead  of  him.  Air.  Thad¬ 
deus  seems  to  have  been  still  more  fortunate  in 
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painting'.  Mr.  Eurniss  knows  Mr.  Gladstone  best 
as  a  Parliamentary  leader,  and  be  sketches  him  for 
ns  as  he  sits  even  now,  evening  after  evening,  in  his 
accustomed  place,  listening  with  a  critical  intentness, 
which  speaks  volumes  for  his  mental  vigour  and 


THE  ET.  HON.  W.  E.  GLADSTONE,  M.P.  ISSS. 

(From  the  Picture  by  H.  J.  Thaddeus.  Engraved  by  J.  M.  Johnstone.) 


selecting  for  representation  one  of  those  rare  moments 
when  Mr.  Gladstone  forgets  the  anxieties  of  the  day 
and  the  labours  of  the  morrow,  and  indulges  in  the 
long  calm  retrospective  survey  which  is  one  of  the 
privileges  of  age. 


Of  a  very  different  character  is  the  sketch  by  Mr. 
Harry  Eurniss  of  Mr.  Gladstone  in  the  House  of 
Commons.  It  is  a  far  cry  from  Westminster  to 
Florence.  Mr.  Thaddeus,  as  I  have  said,  was  pecu¬ 
liarly  fortunate  in  seeing  Mr.  Gladstone  at  a  dis¬ 
tance  from  the  passion  and  turmoil  of  Parliamen¬ 
tary  conflict,  and  his  good  fortune  is  reflected  in  his 


acuteness,  to  the  speeches  of  his  opponents,  ever  on 
the  alert  to  find  a  flaw  in  the  argument  that  is  dis¬ 
tasteful  to  him,  or  an  error  in  the  statement  of  facts 
which  reflects  unfavourably  upon  the  wisdom  of  his 
policy.  The  page  of  heads  of  Mr.  Gladstone  at 
various  periods,  which  I  am  permitted  to  give  from 
Punch,  is  chiefly  interesting  because  of  the  light 
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wliicli  it  throws  both  upon  the  diiiieulty  of  the  artist 
ill  catching’  tlie  inaiTs  real  likeness,  and  upon  the 
manner  in  which  the  English  public  has  from  time  to 
time  reg'ariled  the  great  Liberal  leader.  IMr.  Tenniel, 
it  is  clear,  has  not  been  so  hapjiy  in  his  caricatures 
of  IMr.  Gladstone  as  he  has  been  in  the  case  of  many 
of  the  ]iublic  men  whose  features  he  has  made  familiar 
to  the  world.  The  sketch,  for  which  I  am  indebted 
to  Mr.  Eairlield,  and  in  which  Mr.  Gladstone  is  seen 


the  terrace.  Here,  presently.  Lord  Granville  and 
Mr.  Forster  engaged  in  a  game  of  chess,  whilst  Mr. 
Gladstone  watched  them,  a  deeply-interested  spec¬ 
tator.  From  the  windows  of  the  Colonial  Office  Mr. 
Fairfield  saw  the  unusual  sight,  and  he  made  the 
sketch  of  which  I  am  able  by  his  courtesy  to  give  a 
copy.  It  contains  admirable  likenesses  of  the  mem¬ 
bers  of  the  Cabinet,  not  the  least  successful  being 
that  of  Air.  Gladstone,  who  is  here  seen  surrounded 
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surrounded  l»y  his  colleagues  in  the  Alinistry  of  1868, 
has  a  unique  interest.  It  is,  I  believe,  the  only  actual 
])icture  of  a  Cabinet  Council  in  existence.  The  par¬ 
ticular  Cabinet  which  it  represents  was  one  of  very 
special  importance.  It  was  that  which  was  held  one 
Saturday  in  Alay,  1872,  for  the  purpose  of  hearing 
the  decision  of  the  Geneva  Arbitration  Court  with 
regard  to  the  indirect  claims.  I  have  told  the  story 
of  the  Cabinet  in  the ‘‘ Life  of  Mr.  Forster” — told 
it  from  the  pages  of  IMr.  Forster’s  diary.  Alinisters 
met  at  the  usual  hour,  expecting  news  from  Geneva 
momentarily.  None  came.  At  last,  in  weariness, 
they  left  the  Cabinet  room  and  sauntered  out  upon 


by  some  of  the  ablest  and  the  best  of  the  men 
who  were  associated  with  his  prime.  The  artist  has 
been  particularly  happy  in  catching  the  character¬ 
istics  of  Lord  Ripon  and  Lord  Hartington,  Air. 
Goschen — standing  apart  from  all  in  an  attitude  of 
easy  meditation — ^Lord  Halifax,  who  is  hurrying  into 
the  Cabinet  room  eager  to  learn  if  the  expected  tele¬ 
gram  has  yet  arrived,  and  Air.  Stansfeld,  who  sur¬ 
veys  his  colleagues  with  an  air  of  lofty  superiority. 
But  it  is  Air.  Gladstone  who  is  the  central  figure  of 
the  group,  and  all  who  knew  the  Prime  Alinister  of 
those  days  will  hear  testimony  to  the  truthfulness 
of  this  ]iortrait  in  miniature. 


-.l:.:^azine  ol  Art*. 
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“  THOUGHTS  ON  OUR  ART  OF  TO-DAY.” 

Bv  GEOIiGE  EREDEKICIC  WATTS,  ITA.,  D.C.L.,  LL.D. 

To  tlu‘  Editor  of  *•  The  dMaqaxina  of  Art.” 


Sir, — Pei'liaps  I  may  be  allowed  a  small  space 
ill  yom'  jMan’azine  for  a  few  words  sug'g'ested  by 
Sir  John  Millais’s  very  crisp  and  interesting  article. 
Sir  John  is  too  great  an  artist  to  quarrel  with  a 
difference  of  opinion  which  is  not  captious,  or  to 
take  as  personal,  criticism  of  opinion.  I  think  it 
would  be  interesting  if  other  artists,  whose  exjie- 
rieuce  could  give  interest  to  their  judgment,  would 
contribute  the  conclusions  to  which  their  study  and 
practice  have  brought  them. 

Sir  John  is  certainly  right  in  his  estimate  of  strong 
and  even  bright  colour,  but  it  seems  to  me  that  he  is 
mistaken  in  believing  that  the  colour  of  the  A^eiietians 
was  ever  crude,  or  that  time  will  ever  turn  white 
into  colour.  The  colour  of  the  best-preserved  pictures 
by  Titian  shows  a  marked  distinction  between  light 
Hesh  tones  and  white  dra]iery.  This  is  most  dis¬ 
tinctly  seen  in  the  small  ''Noli  me  Tangere  ”  in  our 
National  Gallery,  in  the  so-called  “A^enus”  of  the 
Tribune  and  in  the  "Flora”  of  the  Utlizi,  both  in 
Florence,  and  in  Jlronzino’s  "All  is  AGnity,”  also  in 
the  National  Gallery.  In  the  last-named  picture,  for 
example,  the  colour  is  as  crude  and  the  surface  as 
bare  of  mystery  as  if  it  had  been  painted  yesterday. 
As  a  matter  of  fact,  white  unquestionably  tones  down, 
but  never  becomes  colour ;  indeed,  under  favourable 
conditions,  and  having  due  regard  to  what  is  under¬ 
neath,  it  changes  very  little.  In  the  "Noli  me 
Tangere,”  to  which  I  have  referred,  the  white  sleeve 
of  the  Alagdalen  is  still  a  beautiful  white,  quite 
different  from  the  white  of  the  fairest  of  Titian’s 
llesh — proving  that  Titian  never  painted  his  llesh 
white. 

The  so-called  "AGnus”  in  the  Tribune  at  Florence 
is  a  more  important  example  still,  as  it  is  an  elabo¬ 
rately  })ainted  picture  owing  nothing  to  the  bright¬ 
ness  that  slight  painting  often  has  and  retains,  the 
colours  being  untormented  by  repeated  re-touching. 
This  picture  is  a  proof  that  when  the  method  is 
good  and  the  pigments  pure,  the  colours  change  very 
little.  Alore  than  three  hundred  years  have  passed, 
and  the  white  sheet  on  which  the  figaire  lies  is 
still,  in  effect,  white  against  the  llesh.  The  flesh  is 
most  lovely  in  colour — neither  violent  by  shadows 
or  strong  colour  —  but  beautiful  flesh.  It  cannot 
be  compared  to  ivory  or  snow,  or  any  other  sub¬ 
stance  or  material ;  it  is  simply  beautiful  lustre  on 
the  surface  with  a  circulation  of  blood  underneath — 


an  absolute  triumph  never  repeated,  except  by  Titian 
himself. 

It  is  probable  that  the  ])ictures  by  Reynolds  are 
often  lower  in  tone  than  they  were,  but  it  is  doubtful 
whether  the  Strawberry  Hill  portraits  are  as  mucb 
changed  as  may  be  supposed.  Walpole,  no  doubt, 
called  them  "  white  and  piinky,”  but  it  must  be 
remembered  that,  living  before  tlio  days  of  picture- 
cleaning’,  he  was  accustomed  to  expect  them  to  be 
brown  and  dark,  probably  even  to  associate  colour 
with  dirt  in  the  Old  Alasters.  The  purer,  clearer, 
and  richer  the  colours  are,  the  better  a  picture  will 
be  ;  aud  I  tblnk  this  should  be  especially  insisted 
n})on,  since  white  is  so  effective  in  a  modern  exhibi¬ 
tion  that  young  artists  are  naturally  prompted  to  pi’oflt 
by  the  means  chea[ily  afforded  and  readily  at  hand. 

I  think  it  is  ju’obable  that  where  Titian  has 
used  brown-green  he  intended  it,  since  in  many  of 
the  Venetian  jiictures  we  find  green  draperies  of 
a  beautiful  colour.  Sir  John  .seems  to  infer  that 
the  colours  used  in  the  decoration  of  the  Parthenon 
(no  doubt  used)  were  crude.  The  extraordinary 
relinements  demonstrated  in  a  lecture  by  Air.  Pen¬ 
rose  on  the  spot  last  year,  at  which  I  had  the  good 
fortune  to  be  present,  forbid  such  a  conclusion.  A 
few  graduated  inches  in  the  circumference  of  the 
columns,  and  deflection  from  straight  line  in  the 
pediment  and  in  the  base-line,  proved  by  measure¬ 
ment  and  examination  to  be  carefully  intentional,  will 
not  permit  us  for  a  moment  to  believe  this  could 
have  been  the  case  ;  so  precise  in  line,  rhythmical 
in  arrangement,  lovely  in  detail,  and  harmonious  in 
effect,  it  could  never  have  been  crude  in  colour. 
No  doubt  the  marble  was  white,  but  illuminated  by 
such  a  sun,  and  set  against  such  a  shy  and  distance, 
the  white,  with  its  varieties  of  shadow,  aided  by 
the  colours  emjfloyed,  could  have  gleaned  life  and 
flame  in  its  splendour.  Colour  was  certainly  used, 
aud  the  modern  eye  might  at  first  have  something 
to  get  over,  but  there  could  have  been  nothing  harsh 
and  crude.  The  exquisite  purity  of  line  and  delicacy 
of  edge  could  never  have  been  matched  with  crudity 
or  anything  like  harshness  of  colour.  To  this  day 
the  brightest  colours  may  be  seen  on  the  columns  at 
Luxor  and  Phil®  with  heautiful  effect. 

I  must  further  dissent  from  any  opinion  that 
beauty  of  surface  and  what  is  technically  called 
"  quality  ”  are  mainly  due  to  time.  Sir  John  him- 
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self  has  quoted  the  early  pictures  of  Rembrandt  as 
examples  of  hard  and  careful  painting,  devoid  of 
the  charm  and  mystery  so  remarkable  in  his  later 
work.  The  early  works  of  Velasquez  are  still  more 
remarkable  instances,  being,  as  they  are,  singularly 
tight  and  disagreeable — time  having  done  little  or 
nothing  towards  making  them  more  agreeable. 

Sir  John,  too,  while  insisting  on  the  necessity  of 
careful  study — and  who  has  a  better  right  ? — seems, 
in  his  condemnation  of  apparent  elaboration,  to  con¬ 
sider  it  a  greater  fault  than  apparent  carelessness. 
Obvious  elaboratiorr  is  no  doubt  a  defect,  but  hardly 
so  great  a  one  as  obvious  carelessness,  whether  real 
or  affected;  perhaps  this  last  is  the  greatest  to  be 
found  in  art  or  in  anything  else,  being  an  indication 
of  want  of  sincei’ity.  Completeness,  the  child  of  sin¬ 
cerity,  is  never  apparently  absent  in  nature.  I  think 
that  there  is  a  tendency  nowadays  to  give  undue  praise 
to  obvious  dexterity,  implying  thereby  that  a  picture 
should  appear  to  have  been  produced  without  any 
trouble.  Nature  never  works  in  this  way ;  and  to 
make  it  appear  that  in  imitation  of  her  fulness  and 
loveliness  no  heart-breaking  pains  have  been  taken, 
is  to  treat  her  with  an  irreverence  to  grieve  over. 
There  cannot  be  a  more  dangerous  or  pernicious  prac¬ 
tice,  especially  for  young  artists,  than  to  take  any 
amount  of  pains  to  make  it  appear  that  none  at 
all  have  been  taken.  Perhaps,  too,  very  dexterous 
work,  even  legitimately  dexterous,  may  be  as  likely 
in  the  long  run  to  weary  by  its  apparent  assertion, 
as  at  first  to  charm  by  its  ability.  Certainly  mere 
dexterity  cannot  give  lasting  pleasure;  it  may 
astonish  and  please  for  a  time,  fcut  it  will  never 
claim  our  love. 

I  think  that  a  work  of  art  should  not  only  be 
careful  and  sincere,  but  that  the  care  and  sincerity 
should  also  be  evident.  No  ugly  smears  should  be 
allowed  to  do  duty  for  the  swiftness  which  comes 
from  long  practice,  or  to  find  excuse  in  the  necessity 
which  the  accomplished  artist  feels  to  speak  dis¬ 
tinctly.  That  necessity  must  never  receive  impulse 
from  a  desire  to  produce  an  effect  on  the  walls  of  a 
gallery :  there  is  much  danger  of  this  working  un- 
consciously  in  the  accomplished  artist,  consciously  in 
the  student. 

But  this  is  an  age  of  dexterity ;  shown  perhaps 
more  in  musical  performances  than  in  anything  else. 
It  is  not  uncommon  to  find  children  achieving  in 
execution  what  former  professors  would  have  deemed 
impossible.  Whether  this  is  proof  of  any  real  ad¬ 
vance  in  the  science  may  be  doubted,  but  certainly 
music  has  a  greater  real  vitality  than  any  other  of 
the  Fine  Arts,  and  occupies  a  position  in  modern 
times  probably  occupied  by  sculpture  in  the  palmy 
days  of  Greece. 

There  is  too  much  competition  in  these  days  to 


permit  of  gi'eat  deliberation  in  the  exercise  of  art. 
An  age  of  competition  must  be  an  age  of  rapid 
results  and  brilliant  effects ;  in  art,  striking  appeals 
to  the  perceptive  side  of  memory,  of  incidents,  and 
peculiarities,  rather  than  to  those  influences  which 
require  leisure  and  redection;  and  there  will  be 
expectation  to  find  in  works  of  art  dexterous  imi¬ 
tation  of  remembered  things.  But  this,  if  made 
the  end  rather  than  the  means,  will  extinguish  art 
altogether,  since  it  means  competition  when  com¬ 
petition  can  only  be  defeat.  The  most  perfect  imi¬ 
tation  the  hand  is  capable  of,  will  be  inferior  to  the 
perfect  reproduction  photography  will  give  us. 

I  shall  take  advantage  of  Sir  John’s  mention  of 
Reynolds  and  Gainsborough  to  provoke  some  useful 
refutation,  by  stating  that  it  seems  to  me  the  latter  is 
by  no  means  the  rival  of  the  former ;  though  in  this 
opinion  I  should  expect  to  find  myself  in  a  minority 
of  one.  Reynolds  knew  little  about  the  human 
structure,  Gainsborough  nothing  at  all ;  Reynolds 
was  not  remarkable  for  good  drawing,  Gainsborough 
was  remarkable  for  bad ;  nor  did  the  latter  ever 
approach  Reynolds  in  dignity,  colour,  or  force  of 
character,  as  in  the  portraits  of  John  Hunter  and 
General  Heathfield,  for  example.  It  may  be  con¬ 
ceded  that  more  refinement,  and  perhaps  individu¬ 
ality,  is  to  be  found  in  Gainsborough,  but  his  manner 
(and  both  were  mannerists)  was  scratchy  and  thin, 
while  that  of  Reynolds  was  manly  and  rich.  Neither 
Reynolds  nor  Gainsborough  was  capable  of  anything 
ideal;  but  the  work  of  Reynolds  indicates  thought 
and  reading,  and  I  do  not  know  of  anything  by 
Gainsborough  conveying  a  like  suggestion. 

A  little  book  by  the  Russian  soldier  and  artist 
Verestchagin  is  interesting  to  the  student.  As  a 
realist,  he  condemns  all  art  founded  on  the  principles 
of  picture- makers,  and  depends  only  on  exact  imita¬ 
tion,  and  the  conditions  of  accident.  In  our  seeking 
after  truth,  and  endeavour  never  to  be  unreal  or 
affected,  it  must  not  be  forgotten  that  this  endeavour 
after  truth  is  to  be  made  with  materials  altogether 
unreal  and  different  from  the  object  to  be  imitated ; 
nothing  in  a  picture  is  real ;  indeed,  the  painter’s  art 
is  the  most  unreal  thing  in  the  whole  range  of  our 
efforts.  Though  art  must  be  founded  on  nature,  art 
and  nature  are  distinctly  different  things ;  in  a 
certain  class  of  subjects  probability  may,  indeed 
must,  be  violated,  provided  the  violation  is  not  dis¬ 
agreeable. 

Everything  in  a  work  of  art  must  accord.  Though 
gloom  and  desolation  would  deepen  the  effects  of  a 
distressing  incident  in  real  life,  such  accompaniments 
are  not  necessary  to  make  us  feel  a  thrill  of  horror 
or  awaken  the  keenest  sympathy.  The  most  awful 
circumstances  may  take  place  under  the  purest  sky, 
and  amid  the  most  lovely  surroundings.  The  human 
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sensibilities  will  be  tco  much  affected  by  the  luimaii 
sympathies  to  heed  the  extevnal  conditions  ;  but  to 
awaken  in  a  picture  similar  impressions,  certain  arti¬ 
ficial  aids  must  be  useil  ;  the  general  aspect  must 
be  troubled  or  sad. 

AT'restchag’iu  says  the  old-l'ashioned  way  of  setting" 
a  portrait-head  ag’ainst  a  dark  ground  is  not  only 
unneeessar}",  but  being  usually  untrue  when  a  person 
is  seen  by  daylight,  should  l)e  exploiled  as  lalse  and 
unreal.  Rut  it  is  certain  a  light  garish  background 
behind  a  painted  head  will  not  permit  that  head  to 
have  the  importance  it  would  have  in  reality,  when 
the  actual  facts,  solidity,  movement,  play  of  light 
and  shadow,  personal  knowledge  of  the  individual  or 
his  history,  joined  to  the  effects  of  dift'ereut  ]>lanes, 
distances,  materials,  &c.,  will  combine  to  invest  the 
reality  with  interests  the  most  subtle  and  dexterous 
artistic  contrivances  cannot  compete  with,  and  which 
certainly  the  artist  cannot  with  reason  be  asked  to 
resign.  A  sense  of  the  power  of  an  autocrat,  from 
whose  lips  one  might  be  awaiting  consignmeiit  to  a 
dungeon  or  death,  would  be  as  much  felt  if  he  stood 
in  front  of  the  commonest  wall-pa])er,  in  the  com¬ 
monest  lodging-house,  in  the  meanest  watering-place, 


but  no  such  impressions  could  be  conveyed  by  the 
painter  who  depicted  such  surroundings. 

Lastly,  I  must  strongly  dissent  from  the  opinion 
recently  expressed  by  some,  that  seems  to  imply  that 
a  ]iortrait-pieture  need  have  no  interest  excepting  in 
the  figure,  and  that  the  background  had  better  be 
without  any.  This  may  be  a  good  princi])le  for  pro¬ 
ducing"  an  effect  on  the  walls  of  an  exhibition-room, 
where  the  surroundings  are  incongruous  and  in- 
harinonious ;  an  intellectual  or  beautiful  face  should 
be  more  interesting"  than  any  accessories  the  artist 
("ould  put  into  the  background.  No  amount  of 
elaboration  in  the  backgrouml  could  disturb  the 
attention  of  anyone  looking  at  the  j^oi'trait  of 
Julius  the  Second,  by  Raphael,  also  in  the  Tribune, 
which  I  cannot  help  thinking  is  ihe  finished  portrait 
in  the  world.  A  portrait  is  the  mod  trul/j  historical 
'picture,  and  this  the  most  monumental  and  historical 
of  portraits.  The  longer  one  looks  at  it  the  more  it 
demands  attention.  A  superficial  picture  is  like  a 
sujierficial  character — it  may  do  for  an  acquaintance, 
but  not  for  a  friend.  One  never  gets  to  the  end  of 
things  to  interest  and  admire  in  many  old  portrait- 
pictures.  G.  F.  Watts. 
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I.-SCENEKY. 

By  XVILLIAM  TEl.BIX. 


CENERY  is  not  painted  with  oil- 
colour.  We  do  not  use  inflam¬ 
mable  materials,  such  as  tur¬ 
pentines  or  varnishes.  It  is 
not  a  fraud,  a  make-believe,  a 
sleight-of-hand  trick,  or  a  game 
of  chance.  It  is  done  to  catch 
the  eye,  but  not  in  the  sense  in  which  a  red  rag  is 
shaken  befoi’e  a  bull. 

The  reader  may  ask  why  I  open  an  article  on 
scenery  by  telling  what  it  is  not  and  what  an  ordi¬ 
narily  intelligent  observer  never  thought  it  was. 
Now  I  know  that  a  very  large  percentage  of  the 
audiences  thinks  that  it  is  painted  in  oil-colours, 
and  I  have  been  surprised  to  hear  even  many  actors 
and  actresses  express  the  same  l)elief.  Officials  of 
the  Board  of  Works  and  Inspectors  from  the  Lord 
ChamberlainY  Office  have  not  yet  learned  that  oil 
and  grease  of  every  kind  are  practically  forbidden 
things  in  the  painting-room. 

Scene-painting  is  not  necessarily  a  coarse  art 
because  you  cannot  read  a  square  yard  of  a  scene 
seventy  feet  Ijy  forty  at  the  distance  of  a  few  feet. 


The  distance  at  which  to  judge  a  picture  is  the 
spot  sufficiently  far  from  it  that  the  eye  may  take  in 
the  entire  subject.  At  that  distance  scenery  must 
also  be  judged,  and  with  that  test  applied  a  well  and 
carefully-painted  scene  will  be  found  to  be  not  only 
as  finished  as  the  majority  of  pictures,  but  even  more 
so.  Of  the  quality  of  finish  in  either  case  nothing 
need  be  said,  good,  bad,  or  indifferent,  but  this  :  that 
where  it  falls  short  in  finish  and  detail  is  either 
owing  to  want  of  knowledge  in  the  ])ainter,  or  to  lack 
of  time — certainly  not  in  accoYdance  with  any  prin¬ 
ciple  of  stage-painting. 

Having  mentioned  a  few  of  the  things  it  is  not, 
I  will  say  a  few  words  in  excuse  of  what  it  some¬ 
times  is. 

In  a  comparison  between  ourselves  and  a  picture- 
painter  I  think  it  must  be  allowed  that  we  scene- 
painters  are  considerably  handicapped  in  our  chances 
of  acquiring  special  excellence  in  any  one  direction. 
It  must  be  remembered  that  the  picture-painter  in 
most  cases  spends  a  life-time  in  studying  one  class 
of  subject  (of  course  there  are  many  and  great  ex¬ 
ceptions),  and  often  but  one  aspect  of  that  subject: 
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one  man  gives  ns  an  almost  perfect  rej)resentation 
of  the  mists  and  floods  of  the  Scotch  Highlands ; 
another  a  charming  rendering  of  the  gently  undu¬ 
lating  lines  of  the  Sussex  Downs.  The  lovely  reaches 
of  the  upper  Thames  have  been  the  life-study  of 
another;  while  two  or  three  painters  divide  the 
honours  of  seascape— depicting  it  each  under  some 
particular  aspect.  Many  of  these  men  have  never 
turned  their  attention  for  an  hour  but  in  one  direc- 


play  is  not  suggested  by  the  painter;  lie  receives  the 
subjects  from  the  dramatist.  The  play,  and  not  the 
pictorial  setting  of  it,  is,  or  rather  I  should  say  ought 
to  be,  the  thing.  Of  course  we  have  a  penclunil. 
for  certain  subjects.  One  brother-artist  prefers  to 
paint  forests  and  woodland  glades  like  those  of  the 
New  Forest  or  Windsor’s  green  retreats.”  Per¬ 
sonally,  I  prefer  sea,  rocks,  and  ruins,  but  I  seldom 
have  an  opportunity  of  indulging  my  predilections; 


THE  scene-painter's  FIRST  SKETCH  OP  A  CAVERN  IN  CORNWALL,  ADAPTED  TO  REQUIREMENTS  OF  THE  PLAY. 
Macbeth  (loq.) :  “How  now,  you  secret,  black,  and  midnight  hags!  What  is’t  you  do?” 

(Draicn  by  William  Tclbln.) 


tion,  professionally — the  subject  which  their  natural 
proclivities  and  tastes  first  led  them  to  follow  :  they 
have  but  one  love,  and  all  their  energies  are  devoted 
to  it.  One  thing  thoroughly  done- — but  still  one 
thing  only.  Ask  the  marine  painter  to  paint  a  cathe¬ 
dral,  a  London  street,  or  a  modern  drawing-room, 
and  in  all  probability  he  would  reply  that  he  never 
did  architecture  in  his  life,  and  knows  nothing  about 
it,  and  as  to  a  drawing-room — well,  he  would  not  if 
he  could.  Ask  the  architectural  man  for  a  drawing 
of  a  storm  or  a  sunset  at  sea,  the  offer  would  be 
refused. 

Not  so  with  us  :  we  must  do,  or  try  to  do,  any 
commission  that  is  offered  us.  Although  not  beggars 
in  the  nature  of  things,  we  cannot  be  choosers.  The 


so  that  our  tastes  must  be  cosmopolitan.  Now 
here  is  a  list  of  some  of  the  work  done  by  one 
man  during  the  last  six  years.  Ballet-scene,  panto- 
mime-landscape,  classical  scenes,  waterfalls  and  roses 
(roses  as  big  as  pumpkins).  Vault  of  the  Capulets, 
fashionable  modern  drawing-room,  Suez  Canal,  a 
“  Claudian  ”  olive  orchard,  Asia  Minor,  coral  reef, 
and  wreck  of  a  P.  and  O.  steamer,  the  Red  Sea, 
a  church  in  “  Much  Ado,”  a  street  in  Bath,  a  city 
graveyard,  and  an  allegorical  subject  of  the  Jubilee. 
These  with  side  dishes,  such  as  baronial  halls,  golden 
honeymoons,  a  debtor’s  prison,  and  a  madhouse  !  And 
for  all  this  but  six  years’  hard  labour  !  “  You  ought 
to  have  had  twelve  ” — so  I  often  think  ;  but,  thank 
goodness,  with  our  few  merits,  our  many  faults  are 
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soon  i’org’otten.  Time,  whitewash,  and  occasional 
tires  soon  obliterate  all  traces  of  them. 

Oiir  knowledge,  archseological,  artistic,  and  me¬ 
chanical,  has  to  cover  so  large  an  area,  that  the 
shallowness  of  it  is  sometimes  really  quite  e.xcusable. 
The  concentrated  forces  of  a  picture-])ainter’s  energies 
and  tastes  cut  by  their  very  concentration  a  dee]) 
channel  for  themselves,  and  he  becomes  a  recognised 
interpreter  and  apostle  of  the  suliject  he  has  made  his 
s])0ciality.  Again,  with  us  a  thing  is  not  done  when 
it  is  Jinisked,  but  when  it  is  wauled.  Time  with  the 
announced  production  waits  for  no  scene-painter;  we 
cannot  alter,  we  must  go  on.  The  mere  re])lacing  of  a 
big  canvas  on  a  frame  perhaps  (as  at  Covent  Garden 
Theatre)  forty  feet  high  by  seventy  feet  long  means 
a  great  expenditure  of  time,  trouble,  and  money.  A 
scene-painter  is  nothing  if  he  is  not  certain  in  his 
execution  according  to  his  lights ;  and  the  finest 
artist  if  uncertain  and  unpunctual  in  his  work 
would  be  useless  in  a  theatre.  But  with  all  these 
drawbacks  scene-pain  ting  as  a  school  has  proved  it¬ 
self  a  good  one ;  witness  the  very  many  men  wdio 
leaving  it  have  made  as  great  a  reputation  in  the 
))icture  gallery  as  in  the  theatre  :  De  Loutherbourg, 
Stanfield,  Roberts,  Pugin,  Leitch,  and  I  may  add 
with  the  approval  of  many  who  still  possess  ex¬ 
amples  of  his  water-colour  drawings  and  in  whose 
memory  the  recollection  of  his  scenic  successes  still 
survives,  my  late  father. 

Stage-painting  is  in  no  way  a  false  art  because  it 
is  showm  by  artificial  light ;  the  picture  painted  for 
the  gallery  suffers  more  from  gas-light  than  our 
wmrk  does  from  daylight.  Indeed,  a  well-painted  cloth 
(a  technical  term  for  a  scene  painted  on  a  single  sur¬ 
face)  will  look  better  when  stretched  on  the  frame 
and  lighted  by  the  brilliant  skylight  of  any  of  the 
l)ig  painting-rooms,  than  it  would  when  hung,  and 
lighted  by  the  indifferent  light  of  the  stage.  M^e 
must  avoid  powerful  greens,  which  become  coarse, 
strong  blues,  wdiich  become  black,  and  exaggerate  our 
yellow's,  which  are  robbed  of  their  strength  l)y  the 
gas;  and  we  must  paint  solidly.  Distemper,  like  thin 
oil-colour,  always  looks  poor. 

AVhatever  the  status  of  scene- pain  ting  may  be  as 
an  art,  that  it  is  very  po])idar  wdth  the  public  is 
certain.  U])on  the  pictorial  mounting  of  pieces,  apart 
from  tlie  pol-poiirri  called  )uixe-e)i -scene  in  which 
the  painter  has  in  the  present  day  lost  all  individu¬ 
ality,  tens  of  thousands  of  pounds  are  yearly  spent  in 
London  alone  on  the  painter,  on  the  frame-maker 
and  carpenter,  the  })icture-hanger  or  scene-shifter; 
on  the  studio  the  least  expensive  and  the  carpenter’s 
shop  the  most  expensive ;  and  on  the  scene-setter — 
his  em})loyment  being  most  constant  and  absolutely 
indisj)ensable.  Ibit  w(‘  are  fre(]uetitly  bearing  that 
too  much  is  spent,  that  the  play  is  lost  in  the  mount¬ 


ing;  that  mounting  is  not  the  drama,  that  the  set¬ 
ting  is  not  the  jewel.  Nonsense  !  Is  not  poor  food 
better  for  being  well  served  and  well  cooked?  Is 
good  food  less  acceptable  for  being  equally  well 
ti'eated  ?  Is  a  handsome  woman  less  handsome  for 
being  handsomely  dressed  ?  Of  coui'se,  if  the  beau¬ 
tiful  woman  is  gaiidili/  dressed,  attention  wdll  be 
drawn  from  the  perfect  form  by  the  violence  of  her 
attire.  Spices  and  herbs  and  sauces  may  smother 
the  natural  delicacy  and  flavour  of  the  dishes — in 
which  case  they  are  over  or  ill  cooked  just  as  the 
w'oman  is  over  or  ill  dressed.  “As  You  Like  It,” 
I  should  say,  w'ould  be  badly  mounted  if  in  the 
forest  scenes  you  introduced  streams  of  real  water 
brawding  and  tumbling  over  a  rocky  bed  such  as 
one  might  meet  with  in  the  forests  of  the  Ardennes 
or  Fontainelileau  ;  the  attention  would  constantly 
be  drawn  from  the  poetry  by  the  movement  and 
sound  of  the  water.  But  otherwise,  the  more  the 
w'ood  w'as  like  a  wood,  the  fitter  background  \vonld 
it  1)6  to  the  figure  of  gentle  Rosalind,  and  coidd 
even  the  hum  of  insect  life  be  truthfully  suggested 
it  would  not  be  an  inap})ropriate  accompaniment  to 
her  delightful  prattle  and  the  philosophical  vagaries 
of  the  melancholy  Jacques. 

A  series  of  ])ictures  in  the  form  of  a  vision, 
illustrating  Clarence’s  dream,  I  should  certainly  say 
would  Ije  a  very  injudicious  introduction,  the  text 
being  all  sufficient.  But,  on  the  othei  hand,  in  “  King 
Lear,”  the  wilder  and  more  truthfully  the  scene  on 
the  heath  and  the  storm  were  depicted,  even  with  a 
roar,  a  very  torrent  of  sound,  hail,  rain,  wind,  and 
lightning — the  more  realistically  in  fact — the  sadder 
would  appear  the  condition  of  the  ])Oor  heart-stricken 
old  man.  In  the  illustration  of  Shakespeare  too  much 
canuot  be  done  if  done  with  a  true  feeling  of  admira¬ 
tion  and  veneration  for  his  work.  Here  it  is  the  best 
of  all  foods  for  the  mind,  and  it  cannot  be  served  in 
too  tempting  a  form.  In  Mr.  Irving’s  mounting  of 
“The  Corsican  Brothers  ”  you  have  an  example  of  what 
first-rate  cooking  will  do  for  comparatively  speaking 
poor  dramatic  meat. 

Now,  if  managci’s  are  not  to  do  their  best  in 
the  placing  of  their  pieces  on  the  stage,  at  what 
distance  short  of  it  are  they  to  sto])  ?  A  true  artist 
knows  nothing  short  of  his  best.  Which  among 
the  appliances  that  science  has  ])laeed  at  our  service 
are  we  to  set  aside  ?  Gas,  and  return  to  oil  ? 
Limelights  for  our  moonlight  effects,  and  return  to 
gas  lanterns reflectors?  Is  electricity  to  be  for¬ 
bidden  entrance  at  the  stage  door,  and  are  we  to 
return  to  old-fashioned  grooves  in  which  strips  of 
painting  were  pushed  on  parallel  with  the  audience? 
Would  the  old  s})eetacle  be  preferred  of  scene-.shifters 
charging  one  another  wi(h  “flats”  that  ran  in  the 
long  extending  arms  of  the  grooves,  and  dropped  down 
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with  chains?  For  my  own  part  I  must  say  that  the 
clatter  and  tlie  turmoil  of  the  battle  of  the  flats  did 
not  add  greatly  in  my  mind  to  the  impressiveness  of 
the  last  act  of  “  Macbeth.”  The  unostentatious  way 
ill  which  the  scenes  change  at  the  Lyceum  Theatre  is 
assuredly  more  in  acc6rdanee  with  the  better  appre¬ 
ciation  of  the  play.  Therefore,  those  who  are  re¬ 
sponsible  to  the  public  for  the  production  of  plays 


In  this  scenic  art  the  more  pronounced  effects  of 
nature  are  those  most  suited  to  the  stage.  Sunrise, 
noon,  sunset,  and  moonlight  tell  best.  The  subtler 
effects  of  nature  are  likely  to  fall  short  of  the  satis¬ 
factory — that  very  jirejudiced  illuminator,  gas,  would 
deprive  the  quiet  greys  of  dawn  of  much  of  their 
value,  and  twilight  also  would  be  disappointing. 
And  above  all,  the  uncertain  proceedings  of  the  gas 


ON  THE  BROCKEN. 

(A  First  Sketch  for  the  Scene  loith  Figures  suggested,  showing  the  Line  the  Practicable  Portion  of  it  must  folloie. 

Drawn  by  William  Telbin.) 


must  surely  mount  them  as  well  as  they  can  afford  to 
do ;  and  we,  whom  they  trust  and  make  responsible 
for  the  pictorial  illustration  of  them,  must  not  leave 
a  thing  undone  that  may  assist  in  making  the  illusion 
more  complete.  Stimma  ars  est  celare  artem  should 
be  as  much  with  the  scene-painter  as  with  the  actor 
the  end  to  be  attained.  And  then  the  sincere  critic 
need  make  no  more  reference  to  the  mechanism  of 
the  scene,  and  a  mountain-view  need  not  be  enthusi¬ 
astically  described  as  '^occupying  the  full  extent  of 
the  stage  even  to  the  back  walls.” 

I  hope  that  I  may,  without  taxing  too  much  the 
patience  of  the  reader,  be  permitted  to  say  a  few 
words  on  selection  of  subject — or  rather,  I  should 
say,  aspect  of  subject;  for  choice  of  subject,  it  will 
be  borne  in  mind,  does  not  rest  with  us. 


men  (though,  as  a  rule,  very  intelligent  and  attentive 
fellows)  might,  as  like  as  not,  help  to  mar  an  effect 
of  the  gentler  character. 

In  illustration  of  treatment  of  subject  given 
(say.  Winter),  I  should  say  that  Turner’s  “  Frosty 
Alorning”  on  the  stage  would  be  comparatively 
ineffective,  even  if  painted  by  him.  The  snow 
drawings  of  a  man  named  Wallis,  of  whom  JMr. 
Ruskin  speaks  in  his  IModern  Painters,”  would  be 
most  suitable.  The  boy  crossing  the  stile  in  Turner’s 
vignette  to  Roger’s  Poems,”  exquisite  as  it  is, 
would  be  too  delicate  and  modest  in  effect,  but  the 
same  painter’s  “  Dido  building  Carthage,”  “  Ulysses 
deriding  Polyphemus,”  Bay  of  Baise,”  are  mag¬ 
nificent  lessons  to  the  scene-painter  in  colour,  com¬ 
position,  and  poetry.  How  many  times  have  not 
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his  compositions  of  ''Tivoli/'  "Ancient  Rome/' 
"Modern  Italy/'  "The  Temple  of  Jupiter,”  and  a 
host  of  others,  been  cojiied  for  act  drops,  for  which 
they  are,  indeed,  the  "  beau  ideal,"  or  been  the  in¬ 
spiration  for — well,  perhaps,  a  little  less  satisfac¬ 
tory  "original"  compositions?  However,  if  we  are 
not  honest  and  industrious  enough  to  copy  his  work 
literally  in  treatment  and  feeling,  depend  upon  it 
we  would  if  we  could. 

Now,  given  by  the  management  "A  Rocky  Sea- 
coast "  as  a  sul)jeet  to  lie  painted,  if  the  locality  were 
not  determined  for  me,  which  should  I  choose?  A 
rock  formation  like  that  of  North  Devon  or  Cornwall, 
the  Land's  End,  with  its  granite  masses  piled  one 
u])ou  the  top  of  another,  like  colossal  loaves  of  house¬ 
hold  bread?  No.  The  conglomerate  rocks,  or  the 
limestone  cliffs  of  Tintagel  or  Ilfracombe  ?  I  should 
select  perhaps  the  former,  with  its  great  crumpled-up 
masses  rising  diagonally  in  great  waving  lines  from 
the  sandy  beach,  or  out  of  the  sea.,  with  vast  caverns, 
tunnelled  through  by  the  action  of  the  water — the 
caverns,  looking  like  the  portals  of  unearthed  Egyptian 
tombs,  or  the  homes  of  the  dragons,  whose  serpentine 
forms,  twisting  hither  and  thither,  would  seem  but 
animated  portions  of  the  tortuous  rock  from  which 
they  had  crept. 

Leaving  the  subject  of  scene-painting  projier,  I 
now  turn  to  "modelled"  scenery.  We  very  often 
hear  the  remark  that  in  the  past  the  best  scene- 
painters  were  content  with  painiiug,  and  in  conse¬ 
quence,  because  some  of  us  wish  to  strengthen  the 
effect  by  relief,  we  are  told  that  scenic  art  in  this 
country  does  not  occupy  the  position  it  did  thirty 
or  forty  years  ago.  That  may  be  so ;  but  the  fact 
that  we  model  our  foregrounds  and  certain  portions 
of  our  scenes  that  are  in  juxtaposition  with  the  actor 
is  no  proof  of  it.  Painting,  however  good,  must 
suffer  under  certain  conditions.  Why  the  addition 
of  the  sculptor’s  art  to  the  painter's  should  be  an 
evidence  of  incapacity  I  do  not  know. 

Besides  that,  I  assert  that  many  of  the  best 
painters  of  the  past  did  avail  themselves  of  the 
advantages  afforded  them  by  modelling.  Staniield, 
who  thoroughly  understood  and  could  paint  the  sea, 
was  not  content  with  painting  alone;  in  "  Acis  and 
Galatea  "  he  had  a  built  and  practicable  wave,  which 
revolved,  and  he  had  an  ingenious  arrangement  to 
represent  the  foam,  after  the  wave  had  broken,  run¬ 
ning  up  the  beach.  In  speaking  of  Stanfield's 
stage  work,  the  sea-shore  for  "  Acis  and  Galatea " 
is  always  the  one  subject  tirst  mentioned. 

INty  late  father — tljough  exceptionally  succes.sful 
in  his  one-snrface  pictures,  such,  for  instance,  as 
the  "Overland  Route"  and,  many  years  afterwards, 
the  six  views  of  Killarney,  that  were  exhibited  at 
the  Lyceum  for  twelve  months — employed  modelling 


to  a  greater  extent,  I  believe,  than  anyone  has  em¬ 
ployed  it  since.  To  some  extent,  of  course,  the 
earlier  men  were  unable  to  do  much  in  that  way, 
for  many  reasons.  The  pieces  were  changed  almost 
nightly,  so  that  the  stock  of  scenery  kept  in  the 
theatre  was  very  large,  and,  for  modelled  work, 
that  takes  up  considerable  space,  managers  had  no 
storage  room.  Moreover,  the  expense  of  it,  in  those 
days  of  ridiculously  short  runs  of  even  the  most 
successful  pieces,  would  liave  been  ruinous ;  but  the 
argument  that  effect  was  gained  by  absence  of 
relief  appears  to  me  as  untenable  as  incompre¬ 
hensible. 

How  many  can  recolLct  seeing  a  procession 
come  down  a  zigzag  platform,  marked  with  pieces 
representing  a  hillside,  the  legs  of  all  the  pro¬ 
cessionists  being  hidden  rrp  to  the  middle,  and  the 
view  from  either  side  of  the  auditorium  showing  only 
the  wooden  stages,  and  the  edges  of  the  framework 
upon  which  the  rocks  were  jiainted  ?  To  two-thirds 
of  the  house  the  description  of  the  scene  in  the  pro¬ 
gramme  was  the  only  assistance  their  imagination 
received. 

The  theatre  being  patronised  now  by  a  substan¬ 
tial  proportion  of  an  enormous  population,  during 
the  run  of  a  successful  production  every  seat  is 
occupied,  and  the  free  list  is  a  thing  of  the  past. 
All  parts  of  the  house  have  to  be  equally  well  pleased. 
This  alone  has  greatly  assisted  in  revolutionising 
the  arrangement  of  the  scenes.  Now  three  sulqects 
have  to  be  welded  together — right,  left,  and  centre 
— and  in  most  cases  the  "sets"  are  opened  out  to 
the  side  and  back  walls,  so  that,  from  certain  points 
of  view,  j^ortions  of  the  scene,  seen  edgeways,  would 
simply  look  what  they  are — framed  screens.  Besides, 
the  powerful  relief  of  the  actors  and  actresses  and 
the  limelig’hts  thrown  from  all  points,  assist  in  ob¬ 
truding  the  fact  that  the  scene  is  "only  painted." 
Wherever  powerful  light  is  directed  the  work  should 
be  in  relief.  That  most  telling  scene  of  the  earth- 
cjuake  in  "  Claudian "  would  have  been  ridiculous 
had  it  been  simply  painted  :  we  should  have  had 
movement  without  substance.  The  Brocken  scene 
in  Mr.  Irving's  production  of  “Faust”  would  have 
looked  a  singularly  poor  affair  if,  when  the  fires  at 
the  last  leapt  up,  they  had  shone  only  upon  scratched 
and  worn  canvas — covered  frames.  However,  that 
is  more  or  less  substantial ;  the  element  of  chance 
steps  in  and  many  accidental  and  unexpected  effects 
of  light  and  shade  are  realised. 

Now,  painting  is  not  less  necessary  because  an 
object  is  in  relief;  we  must  model  it  so  that  it  will 
suggest  the  shadow,  thus  assisting,  not  contending 
against,  painting.  AVe  must  paint  so  that  we  may 
heighten  the  effect,  and  not  oppose  or  cross  it ;  in 
short,  let  painting  and  modelling  so  meet,  that  one 
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cannot  say  at  a  distance  where  the 
one  ends  and  tlie  other  begins. 

O 

In  order  to  strengthen  my  argu¬ 
ment  in  justification  of  modelling,  I 
would  suggest  that  the  usual  order  of 
things  be  reversed  in  the  mind’s  eye, 
that  the  scene  be  real  and  that  the 
dramatis  personce  be  represented  by 
painted  figures  ■,  then  to  the  least  ob¬ 
servant  the  absurdity  of  the  contrast 
would  be  glaringly  apparent.  Even 
to  the  most  imaginative  the  attemjjt 
to  reconcile  the  actual  with  the  arti¬ 
ficial  would  be  impossible. 

Yet  one  more  point  in  reference 
to  the  outside  charge  of  the  ultra¬ 
realism  of  the  stage.  What  have  our 
critics  to  say  to  the  daring  perform¬ 
ances  in  the  direction  I  sjwak  of  at 
Twickenham  and  elsewhere  ?  How 
artificial  under  the  blue  sky,  or  the 
spreading  branches  of  the  elm,  in  the 
searching  eye  of  day  must  be  the 
scenes  even  from  Shakespearean  plays  ! 
How  much  of  ‘'make-believe”  must 
there  be  in  the  disguise  of  Rosalind 
and  the  acceptance  of  the  fraud  by 
Orlando  !  Is  it  possible  that  with 
eyes  to  see,  and  seeing  Rosalind  in 
her  boy’s  attire  as  we  see  her,  that 
the  idyllic  hero  could  have  continued 
in  the  darkness  of  his  ignorance  in 
the  midst  of  light  and  promise  ?  No, 
no.  Shakespeare  would  never  have 
written  such  scenes  had  he  proposed 
to  throw  down  a  challenge  to  Nature 
on  her  ground  and  in  her  own  strong, 
holds.  "  One  touch  of  nature  ”  is  a 
sun  in  the  world  of  art,  accepted  by 
us  all  with  humility,  admiration,  and 
confidence;  but,  in  the  name  of  reason, 
do  not  let  us  attempt  to  return  the 
patronage. 

We  have  gone  beyond  the  limits 
of  art  when  straining  after  realism  :  we 
have  gone  out  to  her  and  said,  "  Look 
on  this  picture  and  on  this !  ”  But 
short,  infinitely  short,  of  this  is  the 
attempt  to  ease  the  descent  from  life 
and  movement  to  an  inanimate  and 
painted  representation.  This  is,  I 
think,  not  only  necessary  but  in  every 
sense  legitimate.  Then  at  its  proper 
distance,  removed  from  all  unfair  op¬ 
position,  painting  has  a  chance  of 
speaking  for  itself. 
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II.-A  SHAKSPEREAN  REVIVAL; 


“  MACBETH.” 


By  M.  II.  SPIELMANN. 


STE,  beauty,  histori¬ 
cal  accuracy,  and 
general  completeness 
— together  with  un¬ 
limited  expenditure 
in  their  attainment — 
seem  to  he  the  lead¬ 
ing  characteristics  of 
stage  artistry  of  to¬ 
day.  A  realism  un¬ 
dreamed  -  of  hy  our 
fathers,  a  correctness 
unhoped-for  liy  dramatic  students  and  lovers  of  art, 
have  distinguished  the  English  theatre  of  the  latter 
half  of  the  nineteenth  century.  The  productions  of 
ambitious,  art-loving  managers  of  the  recent  past  were 
indeed  sometimes  “  grand enough  to  compare,  both 
for  elaboration  and  spectacular  effect,  with  the  finer 
stage-pictures  of  to-day,  but  they  were  fitful  in  their 
occurrence,  and  the  theatre  could  in  no  sense  lay 
claim,  either  in  point  of  finish  or  in  the  exercise 
of  ingenuity,  of  expenditure  or  sustained  effort,  to 
the  style  and  conscientiousness  that  nowadays  attend 
the  production  of  nearly  every  form  of  dramatic 
entertainment.  What  the  result  of  this  combina¬ 
tion  of  play  and  spectacle  has  been,  or  is  likely  to 
be,  we  need  not  now  enquire,  but  it  will  be  readily 
conceded  that  to  no  man,  living  or  dead,  is  so  much 
credit  due  for  the  consummation  of  the  union  as 
to  Mr.  Henry  Irving.  Liberality  and  taste  have  in¬ 
variably  lent  distinction  to  his  productions,  which 
have  usually  been  placed  in  expert  hands,  untram¬ 
melled  with  thoughts  of  cost;  while  a  wise  mana¬ 
gerial  discretion  has  given  unity  to  the  whole.  When 
Air.  Alma-Tadema,  Air.  Seymour  Lucas,  or  some  other 
well-known  artist  of  antiquarian  knowledge  and  in¬ 
stincts,  supplies  the  designs  for  the  dresses,  we  may 
be  pretty  certain  of  accuracy  and  beauty  ;  and  when 
the  scenery  is  furnished  by  Mr.  Telbin,  Mr.  Hawes 
Craven,  or  the  more  eminent  of  their  brother-brushes, 
we  may  rest  satisfied  beforehand  of  the  result.  On 
these  grounds  it  may  be  predicted  that  the  revival  of 
“^Alacbeth^^  will  be  an  artistic  triumph,  for  all  the 
conditions  of  success  have  so  far  been  fulfilled. 

AVriting  some  weeks  before  the  production  of  the 
])lay,  and  before  any  rehearsals  have  taken  place  in 
London  at  all,  I  am  naturally  unable  to  forecast 
the  transpositions  and  the  groupings,  on  Avhich  so 
much  of  tlie  “  effect  ”  depends ;  for  these  are  matters 


of  stage-management  to  be  determined  hereafter. 
But  being  acquainted  with  the  type  of  the  scenery 
as  well  as  with  all  of  the  dresses  and  “properties,” 
I  may  be  able  to  give  some  idea  of  what  a  “  great 
Shaksperean  revival  ”  really  means.  I  can,  of  course, 
speak  only  of  a  single  department  —  that  of  the 
mounting  of  the  play ;  the  more  important  and 
more  troublesome  one  of  the  acting  itself,  and  the 
thousand  and  one  dilliculties  and  details  connected 
with  it  before  the  rise  of  the  curtain  on  the  opening 
night,  are  not  only  beyond  the  scojie  of  this  short 
paper ;  they  do  not  yet  exist. 

The  word  of  command  with  respect  to  the  produc¬ 
tion  of  “  Alacbeth”  first  went  forth  in  the  month  of 
July,  and  judging  from  the  scale  on  which  it  was  to 
be  revived  there  was  clearly  not  a  moment  to  be  lost. 
The  whole  matter  of  costumes  and  accessories  of  all 
kinds  was  placed  in  the  skilful  hands  of  Air.  Charles 
Cattermole,  R.L,  while  the  scenery  was  finally  en¬ 
trusted  to  Mr.  Hawes  Craven.  Thus  on  these  two 
men  practically  fell  the  whole  labour  of  preparing  the 
spectacular  portion  of  the  play.  A  month  later  came 
the  numbers  and  “quantities,”  but  the  time  had  pre¬ 
viously  been  employed  in  searching  the  British  and 
South  Kensington  Museums  for  authority  for  every 
article  of  costume,  weapon,  furniture,  and  domestic 
utensil — down  to  every  nail,  and  button,  and  blade 
— as  well  as  for  details  of  architectural  design  and 
decoration.  Thus  it  comes  about  that  the  vessels  in 
use  in  the  banqueting-scene,  for  example,  are  all  of 
them  of  correct  design.  They  are  exact  counterparts 
of  originals  in  the  British  Aluseum,  while  the  patterns 
for  some  of  the  embroideries  come  from  an  eleventh- 
century  cope  at  South  Kensington — the  eleventh 
century  being  taken  as  the  period  of  the  play.  The 
Bayeux  tapestiy  and  contemporary  illuminated  MSS. 
have  provided  much  information,  and  among  the 
archseological  authors  ransacked  are  Viollet-le-Duc, 
hlontfaucon,  Plaiiche,  Strutt,  Demmin,  Skelton,  La- 
combe,  Hefner,  and  scores  of  others.  But,  after  all 
is  said  and  all  is  searched,  history  is  somewhat  re¬ 
ticent  on  the  manners  and  customs  of  the  period,  and 
much  has  had  to  be  imagined,  care  being  taken  to 
keep  all  interpolations  and  creations  thoroughly  in 
the  spirit  of  the  times.  Some  conception  may  he 
formed  of  the  labour  entailed  in  such  a  production 
when  it  is  said  that  detailed  working  drawings  are 
required  of  all  the  following  objects  in  one  scene — 
the  banquet-scene,  to  which  1  have  already  alluded  : 
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swords,  helmets,  spears,  daggers,  shields,  bueklers, 
armour  (scale  and  ring),  skin  cloaks,  caps,  crowns, 
belts,  musical  instruments,  wine  -  cups,  ivory  cups, 
salt-cellars,  candlesticks,  Anglo-Saxon  wine-pots, 
besides  cakes  in  the  form  of  castles,  and  a  host  of 
other  articles,  dresses  with  all  their  manil'old  details, 
and  furniture  with  its  quaint  designs  and  severe 
schemes  of  decoration. 

Having  collected  his  designs  about  him,  Mr. 
Cattermole  forthwith  gave  out  the  work,  and  the 


workers  of  Naples.  For  the  most  part  low  tones 
and  sober  harmonies  prevail  throughout  the  whole 
mounting  of  the  play,  but  there  are  one  or  two 
exceptions — Macbeth’s  second  costume,  for  example, 
being  of  heavy  bullion-gold  damask,  hand-embroi¬ 
dered  with  maroon-coloured  silk,  with  sleeves  of  light 
blue  silk.  In  the  last  act,  too,  the  golden  armour 
of  the  now  desperate  king  is  in  strong  relief  against 
the  sadder  hues.  Of  the  vast  amount  of  detail 
involved  in  a  revival  on  so  extended  a  scale  as  this. 


THE  BANQUET-SCENE  IN  ME.  IEVING’S  EEVIVAL  OF  “  MACBETH.” 
{From  a  Drawing  by  C.  Cattermole,  R.I.) 


large  workshojis  attached  to  the  theatre,  peopled  with 
forty  skilled  “hands,^^  have  been  busily  occupied  for 
months  ever  since ;  no  outside  professional  “  cos¬ 
tumier'’’’  being  employed  as  middleman.  Altogether 
no  fewer  than  408  dresses  have  been  made  and 
“passed,’’’  including  165  for  soldiers  (115  Scotch  and 
50  English),  80  for  the  “  Flight  of  Witches,”  40  for 
lords  and  ladies,  16  for  waiting- women,  8  for  kings, 
5  for  cooks,  and  so  forth.  Besides  these  are  the  dresses 
for  the  principals,  with  their  “  changes,”  all  wrought 
in  the  house,  in  the  midst  of  a  scene  every  bit  as 
busy  and  pictorial — for  those  who  can  appreciate  it — 
as  that  afforded  by  bead-stringers  of  Venice  or  coral- 


and  the  closeness  of  attention  required  from  those  in 
command,  the  Hon.  Lewis  Wingfield  has  given  some 
idea  in  a  former  article  of  this  series ;  but  he  was 
not  concerned  to  explain  the  additional  difficulties 
and  pitfalls  attendant  on  the  production  of  a  play 
the  “  period  ”  and  customs  of  which  are  buried  in  a 
somewhat  irritating  if  artistic  uncertainty. 

To  a  lesser  but  still  to  a  provoking  degree,  the 
scene-painter  is  harassed,  too.  Mr.  Keeley  Halswelle, 
who  originally  arranged  to  ])rovide  certain  of  the 
scenes,  intended  to  adopt  the  Cathedral-Norman  style 
of  architecture.  On  his  retirement,  however,  Mr. 
Hawes  Craven,  on  whom  the  duties  of  scene-painter 
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tlien  devolved,  had  recourse,  as  I  have  said,  to  the 
authorities  at  South  Keiisiiigtoii  aud  elsewhere,  with 
the  result  that  he  determined  on  a  Celtic,  or  Anglo- 
Saxon  order,  more  consonant  with  the  spirit  of  the 
play.  The  built- 
up  scenes  are  un¬ 
usually  numer¬ 
ous,  while  the 
massiveness  and 
solemnity  of  their 
appearance  —  as¬ 
sisted  greatly  by 
the  uneven  sur¬ 
face  by  which 
the  a  n  c  i  e  n  t, 
weather  -  worn 
stone  of  the  castle 
is  imitated — im¬ 
part  a  sense  of 
reality  rarely  be¬ 
fore  seen,  even 
on  the  stage  of 
the  L  y  c  e  u  m 
Theatre. 

At  the  dis¬ 
tance  of  time  at 

which  I  write,  it  is  ditllcult  to  say  which  s]ieetacular 
portion  of  the  play  will  best  repay  the  labour  and 
skill  that  have  been  expended  upon  it,  but  I  believe 
that  in  the  banquet-scene  will  be  Found  the  triumph 
of  Mr.  Cattermole,  of  Air.  llawes  Craven,  and  of  the 
stage-management.  Before  action  of  the  scene  begins, 
the  rough  soldiery  enter,  hang  np  their  shields  and 
drink;  then  a  procession  is  formed — a  considerable 


JI.4.CBETH  :  MB.  IBVING  S  SECOND  AND  THIRD  DRESSES 
(From  Dratrivc/s  by  C.  Cattermole,  R.I.) 


feature,  this — of  a  score  attendants  and  a  number  of 
cooks  to  set  the  tables,  each  man  bearing  viands  or 
furniture  for  the  table ;  and,  as  the  play  proceeds, 
AIacbeth'’s  body-guard  are  mustered  round  the  great 

solemn  hall  to  act 
as  torch-bearers, 
like  “  The  Chief¬ 
tain’s  Candle¬ 
sticks”  in  Air. 
Pettie’s  picture. 
And  in  the  midst 
of  this  weird,  im- 
])ressive  scene  of 
revel  ry  the  gauze- 
clad  ghost  of 
Banquo  rises  and 
disappears  with 
the  seat  of  the 
trick-chair,  in  the 
manner  of  tlm 
famous  Faust 
disappearance  of 
several  years  ago. 

It  will  readily 
be  believed  that 
throughout  on 

this  production  all  the  resources  and  devices  of  the 
modern  stage  are  lavished,  both  mechanical  and  pic¬ 
torial,  and  that,  Ijy  reason  of  a  careful  and  sympa¬ 
thetic  regard  to  the  archaeological  and  antiquarian 
aspects  of  the  play,  a  thoroughl}!  artistic  ensemble  is 
secured.  IVhether  the  gem — the  acting  of  the  piece 
itself — will  be  worthy  of  its  setting,  it  passeth  the 
wit  of  man  to  prophesy. 


A  GROUP  OF  SOLDIERS. 


(From  a  Drawing  by  C.  Cattermole,  71. J.) 
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By  william  POWELL  FRITH,  K.A. 


yAST  numbers  of  those  who  frequent  tlie  London 
and  country  picture  exhibitions  have  a  firm 
belief  that  the  works  they  see — notably  the  figure 
subjeets~are  evolved  from  the  artists^  inner  con- 


Julius  CiBsar  and  suchlike — how  else  can  they  he 
produced  except  from  imagination? 

A  still  denser  ignorance  prevails  in  many  quarters 
respecting  art  education.  Sometimes  in  quarters 


WILLIAM  POWELL  EEITH,  E.A.  (1876). 

(From  the  Portrait  hy  Himself  in  the  Eepplestone  Collection.  Engraved  by  J.  M.  Johnstone.) 


sciousness,  or,  to  use  their  own  words,  “  done  out  of 
the  painters^  heads.”  People  sit  for  their  portraits, 
of  course,  as  some  of  these  wiseacres  know  by  their 
own  miserable  experience,  and  they  may  have  seen, 
long-haired  artists  sketching  landscape  from  nature; 
but  historical,  poetical,  and  domestic  scenes  are  all 
done  from  fancy;  are  they  not  often  called  “fancy 
pictures  ?  And  how  can  you  paint  what  you  call 
your  historical  pieces  except  out  of  your  own  head  ? 
You  can’t  get  Oliver  Cromwell  or  Charles  I.  to  sit ; 
and  then  your  fairies  and  your  classical  people — 


where  one  would  least  expect  to  find  it.  At  a  large 
dinner-party  some  years  ago  I  sat  next  to  a  young- 
artillery  officer,  who,  after  informing  me  he  was  very 
fond  of  pictures  and  never  missed  an  exhibition  and 
so  on,  said  :  “  I  often  think  what  a  delightful  pro¬ 
fession  yours  is.  Wish  I  had  gone  into  it  instead 
of  soldiering.  There  you  sit,  you  know,  weaving  all 
those  charming  things  out  of  your  brain.  By  Jove, 
it  must  be  awfully  pleasant.  No  dashed  grind  to 
go  through  like  I  had  before  I  could  pass — only  got 
through  hy  the  skin  of  my  teeth  at  last — while  to 


103 


THE  MAGAZINE  OF  ART. 


you  gentlemen,  eveiytliing’  comes  by  nature;  iFs  im¬ 
planted  in  you — must  be.  You  have  no  college  to  go 
to  ;  no  infernal  classics  to  study,  that  nobody  cares  a 
blank  about;  no  examination  to  jia.ss;  no — you  get 
your  easel,  your  brushes  and  colours  and  canvas,  and 
there  you  are,  you  loiow  !  ” 

This  warrior’s  liking  for  art  was  sincere,  as  he 
proved  by  providing  himself  with  materials — brushes, 
colours,  and  the  rest — ^and  employing  his  leisure  hours 
in  spoiling  canvas,  lie  eoidd  make  nothing  of  it,  he 
said.  I  suQ'O’ested  a  few  lessons. 

“  Do  you  think  so?  ”  said  he.  “  I  suppose  you’re 
right — just  to  learn  to  mix  the  eolonrs,  eh  ?  After 
that  there  is  nothing  to  learn,  is  there  ?  ”  M  oul'd 
I  just  give  him  half  a  dozen  lessoim  ?  No,  I  had 
no  time ;  but  I  would  introduce  him  to  a  friend  who 
occasionally  took  pupils.  My  friend  was  a  painter  of 
moderate  ability,  to  whom  no  style  of  art  came  amiss 
— portrait,  yen  re,  history,  ])rofane  and  sacred,  even 
still-life — indeed,  all  styles  found  him  ready  to  do 
his  best  or  his  worst  with  them.  He  was  one  of  those 
who,  though  not  often  able  to  do  a  thing  himself, 
could  always  show  others  how  it  ought  to  be  done. 
Never  shall  I  forget  that  interview. 

“  Did  you  really  paint  all  those  beautiful  things?  ” 
said  the  artilleryman. 

Oh,  ye.s,  and  a  great  many  more.” 

“■'Well  now,  do  tell  me  how  many  lessons  I  must 
take  before  I  can  do  like  that.” 

That  will  depend  upon  your  ability  and  in¬ 
dustry,”  said  Mr.  J. 

“  Well  1  any  way,  I  should  like  half  a  dozen 
lessons  to  begin  with,”  said  the  oiHcer. 

The  lessons  were  taken,  and  some  weeks  after 
I  met  my  friend  at  the  Graphic  Conversazione. 
“  Well,”  said  I,  “  how  does  the  gallant  pupil  go 
on  ?  ” 

Oh  1  ”  laughed  J. ;  “  he  is  not  a  bad  fellow.  He 
made  a  few  horrible  messes,  and  then  he  came  to  me 
and  said  he  felt  he  had  made  a  great  fool  of  himself, 
and  gave  up  the  whole  thing.” 

The  following  example  of  ignorance  is  much  less 
extraordinary.  Something  had  gone  wrong  in  my 
j)ainting-room  recpiiring  the  immediate  attention  of 
a  skilled  carpenter,  who,  attended  with  an  assistant, 
proceeded  to  rectify  it.  While  the  man  was  at  work, 
the  master,  after  asking  permission,  looked  over  me 
as  I  went  on  with  my  painting. 

“  Nice  light  work  that,  sir ;  might  I  ask  if  you 
artist  gentlemen  are  at  all  subject  to  what  us  common 
painters  experiences — in  the  way  of  colic  now?” 

Oh  !  no,”  said  I;  “our  colours  are  very  dif¬ 
ferent  from  yours,  and  we  use  them  in  such  small 
quantities  compared  to  yours;  no,  I  never  heard  of 
any  of  my  brother  artists  suffering  from  colic.” 

“You  will  excuse  my  asking,  sir.  You  see  the 


reason  why  I  want  to  know — it’s  my  son,  sir.  He  is 
rather  a  delicate  lad,  so  I  was  afraid  he  might  not  be 
strong  enough  fur  our  business  ;  it’s  very  hard,  sir — 
very  hard  at  times.  I  should  like  something’  in  your 
line;  it’s  so  much  lighter  than  onrs,  you  see.  Don’t 
want  near  the  hard  work  that  ours  does.” 

“H  as  your  son  shown  any  taste  for  drawing  ?  ” 

“No,  but  he  has  for  painting.  I  could  show 
you  some  beautiful  ones  he  done  for  his  mother  at 
Christmas.  Oh,  he  won’t  want  no  teaching.  You 
seem  to  do  it  very  easy.  I  have  a’most  made  up  my 
mind  he  shall  go  in  for  it.” 

Whether  the  young  carpenter  went  “  in  for  it  ” 
or  not  I  never  knew  ;  but  if  he  proceeded  on  the 
lines  marked  out  for  him  by  his  father,  he  would, 
of  course,  find  himself  sooner  or  later — most  likely 
sooner — in  a  similar  condition  to  that  of  the  young 
artilleryman. 

The  two  specimens  I  have  introduced  to  my 
readers  may  have  been  “  mute  inglorious  ”  Titians 
or  Turners;  in  other  words,  they  may  have  been  the 
possessors  of  great  talents  doomed  to  everlasting 
oblivion  from  want  of  culture. 

Let  us  suppose  the  genius,  and  consider  the  best 
way  of  developing  it.  Pace  my  friend  the  carpentei’, 
drawing  should  precede  painting,  inasmuch  as  without 
it,  in  high  excellence,  painting  worthy  the  name  can¬ 
not  exist.  I  am  persuaded  that  anybody  can  learn 
to  draw,  though  fine  draughtsmen  are  rare,  and  I 
fear  it  must  be  confessed  that  they  are  much  rarer 
in  England  than  abroad.  Prom  what  does  this  in¬ 
feriority  arise?  Is  it  that  the  teaching  is  better  in 
France  and  Belgium,  or  that  the  taught  are  cleverer? 
Whatever  the  cause  the  fact  exists. 

Though  I  have  had  no  personal  experience  of  the 
foreign  method  of  teaching,  I  am  pretty  well  ac¬ 
quainted  with  it,  through  the  evidence  of  many  of 
those  who  have  spent  considerable  periods  in  French 
and  other  foreign  ateliers. 

Some  of  the  first  painters  in  France  are  in  the 
habit  of  devoting  much  time  in  every  week  to  the 
direction  and  general  superintendence  of  ateliers  con¬ 
taining  large  numbers  of  pupils.  The  method  of 
study  adopted  seems  to  be  the  mixing  together  the 
antique  and  nature. 

No  sooner  has  a  pujiil  acquired  a  tolerable  power 
of  drawing  from  the  antique  than  he  is  permitted  to 
try  his  hand  at  the  ever-moving  life.  I  say  ever- 
moving,  because  the  living  model,  however  accom- 
])lished  as  a  sitter,  is  movement  itself  eompai’ed  to 
the  everla.sting  stillness  of  the  antique. 

FI  in’  h  finish  in  drawino:  from  the  ancient  statues  is 
discouraged.  The  pupils  are  directed  to  observe  and 
reproduce  the  true  proportions — the  character  and 
the  beauty  and  grace  of  the  figure  before  them,  and 
warned  against  laborious  hatching  and  stijrpling,  the 
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production  of  which  is  considered  so  much  waste  of 
time.  In  drawing  from  the  nude  model,  the  student 
is  instructed  to  acquaint  himself  with  the  intention 
of  the  action  of  the  figure,  and  to  endeavour  to 
acquire  the  power  of  rapidly  putting  it  upon  paper — a 
most  essential  accomplishment  in  instances  of  violent 
action,  as  from  physical  reasons  it  cannot  be  long 
continued.  Invaluable  also  in  future  practice  is  a 
facility  for  catching  action,  character,  and  expression 
from  the  unconscious  models  that  the  streets  and 
drawing-rooms  supply. 

A  very  tolerable  proficiency  in  drawing  is  con¬ 
sidered  to  justify  the  master  in  allowing  the  student 
to  use  brushes  and  colours.  At  first  I  believe  he  is 
confined  to  monochrome,  and  if  a  satisfactory  result 
is  obtained,  he  is  directed  to  endeavour  to  represent 
au  premier  coup,  the  flesh  of  the  model  before  him. 

The  above  is  briefly  the  method  of  foreign  in¬ 
struction  in  art;  supplemented  of  course  by  severe 
study  of  perspective,  anatomy,  &c.  Owing  to  the 
enterprise  of  certain  picture-dealers  in  this  country; 
we  are  familiar  with  the  works  of  a  great  variety  of 
foreign  painters,  and  I  have  no  fear  of  contradiction 
when  I  say  that,  from  those  of  world-wide  celebrity 
down  to  unfamiliar  names,  these  works  display  a 
power  of  mere  drawing  which  is  not  common 
amongst  the  best  of  our  painters,  and  but  feebly 
shown  amongst  the  less  famous. 

Let  it  be  understood  that  I  am  speaking  of  mere 
draining — one  of  the  means  to  an  end.  Finis  coronat 
opus,  and  in  respect  of  uses  to  which  many  of  these 
great  draughtsmen  put  their  powers  I  am  an  open 
enemy.  No  doubt  I  shall  find  some  of  my  friends 
at  issue  with  me  in  my  estimate  of  foreign  draughts¬ 
manship  ;  but,  for  the  sake  of  argument,  let  it  be 
conceded,  and  let  me  compare  our  English  curri¬ 
culum  with  it.  In  England  most  art  students 
gravitate  towards  the  Royal  Academy  Schools.  En¬ 
trance  there  is  far  more  difficult  than  it  was  in 
my  young  days.  Candidates  outnumber  those  of  fifty 
years  ago  by  ten  to  one,  and  the  excellence  of  certain 
qualities  in  the  drawings  required  is  proportionately 
increased. 

As  tremendously-laboured  copies  of  antique  statues, 
many  of  the  drawings  submitted  to  the  council  of  the 
Academy  are  quite  extraordinary;  but  has  not  in¬ 
valuable  time  been  spent  in  vain  over  those  stippled 
pi’oductions  ?  Has  not  the  student  ignored  the  soul 
in  these  wonderful  figures  while  sleepily  reproducing 
the  body  ?  And  has  he  not  also  acquired  some  bad 
habits  ?  He  succeeds,  however,  in  entering  the  schools 
as  a  probationer,  and  then  the  grind  begins  again. 
He  must  make  another  stippled  drawing — over  which 
he  spends  several  weeks — to  prove  he  had  done  the 
first.  He  succeeds  again.  He  then  recommences  his 
acquaintance  with  the  antique,  utterly  dead  to  the 


beauties  of  his  model,  which  by  this  time  he  detests. 
He  longs  to  paint,  but  before  he  is  allowed  to  enter 
what  is  called  the  preliminary  school,  where  he  will 
be  allowed  to  use  colours  for  the  first  time,  he  must 
stipple  another  piece  of  stone,  and  once  more  prove 
that  the  Laocoon  and  the  Gladiator  are  nothing  more 
than  masses  of  stone  or  plaster  to  him.  Again  he 
succeeds,  and  again  a  long  process  must  be  endured 
before  he  is  permitted  to  paint  from  the  life  and  to 
take  advantage — or  to  be  bewildered  by — the  tuition 
afforded  him  by  the  Academicians,  who  are  elected 
as  visitors,  and  are  supposed  to  be,  and  indeed  are, 
amongst  the  most  eminent  painters  of  this  country. 
Each  of  these  gentlemen  has  a  method  of  painting 
peculiar  to  himself.  His  attendance  is  for  a  month, 
during  which  he  endeavours  to  instil  his  principles 
into  willing  or  unwilling  ears.  The  month  ends,  and 
then  comes  another  visitor  with  another  method, 
equally  good,  perhaps,  and  as  urgently  inculcated ; 
and  this  confusing  system  goes  on  for  eight  or  ten 
months  out  of  twelve. 

The  oj^ponents  of  our  academic  system  of  visitors 
—of  whom  I  am  one — are  answered  by  its  advocates, 
who  maintain  that  the  clever  students  will  compare, 
assimilate,  and  digest  the  various  methods  proposed, 
and  evolve  one  of  his  own  from  them ;  while  the 
inefficient  pupil  is  destined  to  failure  in  whatever 
method  he  may  adopt.  It  is  also  urged  that  if  one 
special  scheme  by  a  resident  professor  were  insisted 
upon,  confirmed  mannerism  would  be  the  result. 
Truly,  to  use  the  Spectator’s  words,  “  much  may  be 
said  on  both  sides,'’'’  but  of  one  thing  (I  give  only  my 
individual  opinion)  there  is  no  doubt,  and  that  is  that 
foreign  students  draw  better  than  English  ones  ;  and 
if  I  am  right,  it  behoves  us  to  find  out  the  reason 
and  endeavour  to  improve  our  method  of  teaching. 

That  some  grave  shortcoming  exists  in  our  system 
is  rightly  or  wrongly  felt  by  aspirants,  and  proved 
by  the  numbers  who  go  abroad  for  their  instruction, 
and  who  return  to  show  by  their  pictures — admirably 
drawn,  perhaps — some  of  the  worst  qualities  of  French 
or  German  art.  If  this  continues,  a  severe  blow  will 
be  struck  at  the  English  school,  the  national  char¬ 
acter  of  our  art  will  be  lost,  and  it  will  be  impossible 
to  know  an  English  picture  from  a  foreign  one. 
This,  in  my  opinion,  is  a  consummation  devoutly 
undesirable. 

While  admitting  the  superiority  of  the  foreign 
method  of  teaching  drawing,  I  altogether  demur  to 
that  pursued  in  teaching  painting.  Here  again  I 
judge  by  results,  and  I  take  our  students’  work  to 
witness  that,  in  spite  of  the  bewildering  teaching  by 
visitors,  each  annual  contest  for  prizes  shows  examples 
of  flesh-painting  rarely  if  ever  equalled  by  the  foreign 
pupil.  Premier  coup  work — or,  in  other  words, 
painting  at  once — results  in  students’  hands  in  mere 
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opaque  sug-gestivoiiess ;  the  true  tones  of  ilesh  are 
never  reprodueed,  but  in  their  plaee  a  dull,  muddy 
surfaee,  untrue  aud  uupleasing-. 

If  men  of  such  transcendent  genius  as  Titian  and 
Renihrandt  and  Reynolds  adopted  a  process  diametric¬ 
ally  opposed  to  the  premier  coup  system — if  such  men 
knew  that  they  must  em])loy  all  the  artilices  of  re¬ 
touching-,  seumhling,  glazing,  &c.,  hetore  they  could 
hope  to  vie,  however  distantly,  with  nature — it  seems 
to  me  fatally  wrong  to  allow  a  student,  however 
talented  he  may  he,  to  think  that  liy  a  single  blow 
he  can  hit  a  mark  so  high  and  so  uiuqiproachahle  as 
a  true  representation  of  the  colour  of  tlesh.  1  may 
be  answered  that  there  are  examples  amongst  the 
great  masters  which  cut  away  the  ground  from 
my  argument.  I  admit  this.  Rubens,  tor  example, 
‘‘p:dntcd  at  once.”  I  have  no  doubt  that  the  “  Rape 
of  the  Sabines  is  a  specimen  of  premier  coup 
work.  Titiaids  “  Bacchus  and  Ariadne  ”  is  not.  Let 


those  two  great  works  he  conqiared,  and  the  “  Rape 
of  the  Sabines  ”  becomes  a  magniticent  sketeh.  We 
have  no  Rubenses  nowadays.  That  splendid  genius, 
gifted  with  transcendent  power,  by  some  inscrutable 
method  avoided  the  muddy  opacity  so  sure  to  result 
from  these  rash  attempts  liy  inferior  hands.  There 
can  he  no  ipiestion  that  the  linest  works  of  Vandyke, 
Rembrandt,  and  indeed  most  of  the  great  masters, 
were  the  results  of  repeated  jiaintings  before  their 
authors  couhl  satisfy  tliemselves  that  they  had 
arrived,  so  far  as  their  powers  enabled  them,  at  a 
satisfactory  approach  to  truth  to  nature. 

In  the  best  works  of  the  British  school,  the 
student  has  excellent  examjiles  of  pood  painting,  in 
the  true  sense  of  the  word.  I  venture  to  advise  him 
to  study  these  models  in  preference  to  the  foreign, 
and  while  endeavouring  to  make  himself  a  good 
draughtsman,  be  eipially  resolute  to  become  an 
English  and  not  a  French  painter. 
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By  C.  N.  WILLIAMSON. 


tlY  few  know  bow  an¬ 
cient  is  the  practice  of 
illustrating  news  in 
England.  If  we  go 
back  far  enough  we 
find  that  newspapers 
had  existed  in  this 
country  for  only  some 
twenty  years  when 
they  began  to  be  illus¬ 
trated.  At  the  British 
Museum  to-day  may  be  seen  in  one  of  the  ephemeral 
newspapers  of  the  time  of  the  Civil  AVar  a  rough 
woodcut  which  is  actually  the  first  “  news-block  ” 
ever  published  in  England — the  first  attempt  on  the 
part  of  the  press  to  illustrate  the  news  of  the  day  by 
means  of  wood-engraving.  That  crude  cut  is  the 
germ  of  all  the  nmgnifieent  engravings  which  since 
that  time,  by  means  of  the  illustrated  press,  have  car¬ 
ried  amusement  and  education  into  every  English- 
speaking  land.  The  line  f)f  development  may  be 
traced  direct  from  the  poor  little  Merewrins  Civiens  of 
1643  to  The  Illnul rated  London  News  and  The  Graphic 
of  1888.  It  is  a  curious  history,  and  one  well  worth 
study.  To  a  great  extent  it  merges  itself  in  the 
general  history  of  the  newspaper  press;  and  the  story 
from  some  points  of  view  is  trivial,  compared  with 
that  of  the  newspaper  pure  and  simple.  No  great 
social  or  constitutional  questions  have  been  fo  light 
out  by  the  illustrated  press.  It  boasts  no  Junius  and 


no  Mdlkes,  no  Mhiodfall  and  no  Leigh  Hunt.  No 
picture  in  an  illustrated  paper  has  ever  produced 
a  hundredth  part  of  the  effect  produced  by  such 
an  article  as  that  of  AVilkes  in  No.  45  of  The  North 
Briton,  or  even,  to  take  a  more  trivial  instance, 
that  of  Leigh  Hunt  on  the  Prince  Regent  in  The 
Exenniner.  Even  in  our  own  time,  I  consider,  a  single 
letter  of  a  Russell  or  a  Forbes  tells  more  of  the  for¬ 
tunes  of  a  war  than  a  dozen  sketches  by  a  Simpson, 
a  Sydney  Hall,  or  a  Villiers.  Illustrated  journalism 
even  yet  is  scarcely  taken  seriously.  Among  the 
ignorant  there  is  still  a  widespread  superstition  that 
the  pictures  “are  made  iqi  somewhere  in  the  Strand.” 
And  if,  on  the  social  and  political  side,  there  is  a 
certain  triviality  in  the  history  of  the  illustrated  press, 
the  same  triviality  is  to  be  found  when  we  regard  it 
from  the  point  of  view  of  art.  Art,  in  any  serious 
sense  of  the  term,  and  illustrated  journalism  are 
things  which  one  would  scarcely  think  of  associating 
before  the  year  1842,  when  The  Illustrated,  London 
News  first  saw  the  light.  The  association  to-day  is 
indeed  genuine  and  close;  that  it  did  not  exist  earlier 
is  due  partly  to  mechanical  difficulties  which  have 
now  been  overcome,  and  jiartly  to  the  decline  in  the 
art  of  wood-engraving  before  the  time  of  Bewick. 
Yet  the  illustrated  press  is  so  imjiortant  an  affair 
at  the  present  time  that  its  history  is  well  worth 
glancing  at.  Its  early  beginnings  are  to  its  later 
developments  almost  as  the  amceba  to  man  ;  yet 
in  the  study  of  the  evolution  of  man  the  biologist 
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must  begin  with  the  amceba^  as  we  with  the  Mer- 
curius  Civicus. 

To  take  up  the  story  at  the  beginning,  we  must 
go  back  to  the  overthrow  of  the  Star  Chamber  in 


POETBAITS  OF  TUE  KING  AND  UL’EEN. 
{From  the  "Mercurius  Civicus,”  July,  13,  1613.) 


1011.  The  Star  Chamber  being  gone,  the  censorship 
of  the  press  was  first  relaxed,  and  by-and-by  totally 
bi’oken  down.  Books,  pamphlets,  broadsides,  and 
newspapers  were  freely  issued  without  any  kind  of 
legal  supervision.  Printed  anywhere  and  anyhow, 
these  anonymous  sheets  flew  about  among  a  people 
delighting  in  their  newly  -  found  liberty  to  think 
and  to  speak.  Intelligencers,  Passages,  and  Diurnals 
poured  from  the  press ;  and  crude  and  clumsy  as 
these  early  newspapers  were,  they  were  a  consider¬ 
able  advance  upon  those  of  twenty  years  before. 
In  1643  the  censorship  of  the  press  had  become  an 
absolute  farce,  and  this  was  the  year  in  which  ap¬ 
peared  the  first  of  those  Mercuries  which  marked 

so  important  an  ad¬ 
vance  in  the  quality 
of  English  news¬ 
papers.  Mercurg  was 
the  favourite  name, 
not  only  for  the 
newspapers,  but  also 
for  those  who  dis¬ 
tributed  them  ;  the 
“  Mercury-women 
were  the  news- 
hawkers  of  the  day. 
The  Mercurius  Au- 
licus,  begun  in 
January,  1643,  and 
edited  by  John  Bir¬ 
kenhead,  was  the 
first  of  the  English 
Mercuries  (for  there  was  a  Mercure  Francais  in  Paris, 
and  a  Mercure  cVEtat  in  Geneva).  The  Mercurius 
Aulicus  was  trivial  journalism  ;  it  was  more  noted  for 
its  “waggeries  and  buffooneries”  than  for  the  truth 
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of  its  news.  Nor  was  the  Mercurius  Britannicus  of 
Marchmont  Needham  a  much  more  reputable  print, 
for  it  sided  “  with  the  rout  and  scum  of  the  people,” 
and  made  “  weekly  sport  by  railing  at  all  that  is  noble.” 
Besides  these,  there  were  the  Mercurius  Bemocrilus, 
Mercurius  Pragmatic  us,  the  Mercurius  Melancliolicus , 
the  Mercurius  Politiciis,  Mercurius  Aquaticus,  Mer¬ 
curius  liusticus,  and  many  another,  all  highly  inter¬ 
esting  to  the  student  of  the  newspaper  press  in  Eng¬ 
land.  Among  these  appeared  the  little  Mercurius 
Civicus,  with  which  in  this  article  I  particularly  have 
to  deal.  Mercurius  Civicus,  Londou’s  Intelligencer,  or 
Truth  ImpartiaUg  lielafeil  from  thence  to  the  Whole 
Kingdom  to  Prevent  Misinformation,  was  the  full 
title  of  the  first  English  illustrated  paper.  It  was 
a  small  quarto,  closely  and  clearly  printed,  and  was 
issued  weekly  ;  but  where  or  by  whom  it  is  probably 
now  impossible  to  ascertain.  Taking  Nathaniel 


ISAAC  PENNINGTON,  LORD  MAYOR  OF  LONDON,  1043. 
{From  the  '•  lUcrcurius  Civicus,”  Aug.  11,  1613.) 


Butter’s  paper.  The  Couraut,  or  Weehlg  News  from 
Foreign  Parts,  issued  on  October  9,  1621,  as  actu¬ 
ally  the  first  English  newspaper,  it  will  be  seen 
that  the  newspaper  had  been  in  existence  only  some 
twenty-two  years  before  illustrations  began  to  creep 
into  it.  The  Mercurius  Civicus  was  published  regu¬ 
larly  certainly  until  April,  1646,  and  in  the  British 
Museum  several  copies  of  it  are  preserved.  At  the 
head  of  each  number  is  a  table  of  contents,  often 
printed  in  verse.  The  first  illustration  in  this  re¬ 
markable  little  paper  appeared  in  No.  2,  published 
on  May  28,  1643.  This,  the  pioneer  woodcut  in 
the  history  of  the  illustrated  press,  is  a  portrait  of 
Queen  Henrietta,  the  wife  of  Charles  I.  The  next 
illustrations  that  can  be  traced  (for  perfect  sets  of 
the  Mercurius  Civicus  do  not  exist)  are  those  in 
No.  8,  July  13,  1643;  they  are  the  portraits  of  the 
King  and  Queen  printed  on  this  page.  As  will  be 
seen,  they  are  the  roughest  of  rough  woodcuts,  yet 
lacking  neither  in  skill  nor  verisimilitude.  The  por¬ 
trait  of  the  King,  indeed,  shows  us  tlie  unfortunate 


PRINCE  MAURICE,  PRINCE  RUPERT,  THE 
MARaUIS  OP  NEWCASTLE,  OR  SIR 
THOMAS  FAIRFAX. 

{From  Successive  Issues  of  the  “  Mercurius 
Civicus,”  1644.) 
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Stuart  with  a  shocking  fracture  of  his  nose  and  a 
cast  in  the  left  eye ;  hut  the  porrrait  of  the  Uueen  is 
lietter,  and  really  nut  unlike  the  authentic  jiortraits 
of  her  iMajesty.  Over  these  portraits  is  the  follow¬ 
ing  table  of  contents  : — "  The  King  and  (dueen  eon- 
joyned,  the  Kentish  news  related,  our  Forces  are 
united,  a  puldicpie  fast  a])i)ointed/^  Who  cut  these 
blocks  we  know  not,  and  none  will  ever  know  ;  the 
name  of  the  iirst  engraver  of  ‘Giews-hlocks  has 
not  come  down  t(,)  posterity.  Nor  do  we  know  from 
what  originals  the  portraits  were  executed.  Indeed, 
it  may  shrewdly  be  guessed  that  there  were  no 
originals.  Mai'aulay,  in  a  well-known  passage,  when 
si)eaking  of  the  lack  of  the  dra¬ 
matic  s})irit  in  the  genius  of 
Hyron,  comi)ared  his  characters 
to  “those  i)astehoard  ]iictures  in¬ 
vented  by  the  friend  of  children, 

Mr.  Newhery,  in  which  a.  singh' 
movalde  head  goes  round  twenty 
different  bodies,  so  that  the  same 
face  looks  out  upon  us  succes¬ 
sively  from  the  uniform  of  a 
hussar,  the  furs  of  a  judge,  and 
the  rags  of  a  beggar. Inversely, 
as  with  llyroids  characters,  so 
with  the  portraits  in  the  Mcrcii- 
ritis  Civic  as,  the  same  head  does 
for  many  bodies.  With  a  charm¬ 
ing  impudence  the  editor  of  the 
pioneer  illustrated  ])aper  used  the 
same  l:)lock  indifferently  as  Prince 
Maurice  or  the  IManpiis  of  New¬ 
castle,  Prince  Rupert  or  Sir 
Thomas  Fairfax.  The  face  was 
the  same;  it  was  but  the  title 
that  was  changed. 

Portraiture  was  the  strong  ]ioint  in  the  Mer- 
cari.ns  Civicas.  We  can  find  only  two  illustrations 
which  are  not  portraits.  The  first  is  in  No.  11, 
in  which  is  illustrated  “  one  of  those  weapons 
which  the  Papists  call  Round-heads,  for  that  with 
them  they  intended  to  bring  the  Roundheads  into 
subjection.  It  is  a  weapon  with  an  ovall  or  round 
top,  stuck  full  of  iron  spikes.  The  forme  whereof 
for  better  satisfaction  is  here  set  doune;^^  and  a 
horrid  weapon  it  Lroks.  The  other  illustration  which 
is  not  a  2>ortrait  is  of  the  “Oxford  Junta  in  Coun¬ 
cil,”  in  the  numljer  for  April  11,  1(114.  It  is  a 
small  woodcut  some  three  inches  square,  divided 
down  the  middle.  On  the  left  are  shown  a  crowd 
of  conical-hatted,  wide-booted  gentlemen,  seated  in 
discussion  at  a  ronnd  table,  whereon  is  inscribed 
“  Help  now  or  never.”  To  them  is  entering  hastily 
a  man  with  a  large  document  in  his  outstretched 
hand.  The  right-hand  part  of  the  block  is  occu¬ 


pied  by  a  picture  of  a  lady  and  gentleman  ('pre¬ 
sumably  the  King  and  (dueen)  seated  in  a  balcony. 
It  is  an  elaborate  block  for  those  times,  and  the 
])erspective  effects  are  comic.  Of  other  portraits  in 
the  jSLercarlas  Civicas  there  are  several.  In  No.  32 
is  a  ])ortrait  of  a  cavalier  in  hat  and  feather,  pro¬ 
bably  meant  for  Prince  Maurice.  In  No.  43  we 
lind  Prince  Rupert,  with  this  summary  of  the  week’s 
events: — ‘M’rince  Rui)ert’s  forces  routed  near  Strat- 
ford-on-Avon,  Generali  King’s  army  dispersed  by 
the  Scots.  Ilimselfe  wounded,  and  tied  to  Yorke. 
Ranhery  Castle  besieged  by  Colonel  Cromwell.”  Alas 
for  the  honesty  of  the  early  editor  !  This  portrait 
of  Prince  Rupert  ])asses,  in  an¬ 
other  number,  for  that  of  the 
Newcastle.  In  the 
nundjer  for  April  3.5,  1044,  there 
is  another  figure  of  the  King 
armed  with  a  sword  ;  and  on  July 
35,  1044,  there  is  another  portrait 
of  Prince  Rupert  with  these  la¬ 
conic  head-lines  : — 

“  Prince  Rupert  with  3,000  Horse  to 
Chester  adviinced; 

Knaresborough  by  the  Lord  Fairfax 
besieg'od  ; 

The  Lord  Generali  towards  Plymouth 
removed ; 

The  Marquis  of  Newcastle  at  llamborow 
arrived.” 

Portraits  of  “Charles  Rex” 
and  “Sir  Thomas  Fairfax”  on 
April  30,  164G,  are  the  latest  I 
have  been  able  to  trace.  So 
much  for  the  poor  little  Mer- 
cariiis  Civicas.  It  takes  its  hon¬ 
ourable  place  in  the  history  of 
the  newspaper  press  in  England  as  undoubtedly  the 
earliest  illustrated  newspaper;  but  precisely  how  and 
when  it  died,  there  is  now  no  available  evidence  to 
show.  It  was  revived,  in  name  only,  some  years 
later;  for  in  the  Burney  collection  of  newspapers  in 
the  British  Museum,  there  is  a  copy  of  No.  4  of  a 
newspaper  called  the  ]\[erc arias  Civicas,  dated  May 
1,  1060.  It  is,  however,  not  illustrated. 

The  Scottish  Jbove  was  another  paper  of  the  same 
period  which  mav  be  recorded  here.  It  made  no 
attempt  to  illustrate  the  news  of  the  day,  but  it  had 
an  engraved  heading  of  by  no  means  discreditable 
design.  The  Scottish  Dove  sent  oat  and  retarning, 
bringing  Intelligence  from  the  J rimes,  and  mal'es  some 
relations  of  other  observable  giassages  of  both  King¬ 
doms  for  information  and-  insf ruction  ;  such  is  the 
full  title  of  this  little  quarto  sheet.  The  Flying 
Post,  “published  for  the  cleere  satisfaction  of  all  for- 
raigners  and  others  who  desire  certaine  and  weekly 
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information/^  which  appeared  on  May  10,  1644,  had  amongst  the  Butchers  at  Srnitlilields  Barrs,  tlie 
a  rude  but  vigorous  wood-engraving  of  a  post-boy  Sliambles,  White-Chappell,  and  Eastcheapc,  in  tlie 
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“the  aet  and  mystery  of  printing  emblematically  displayed.” 


{From  “  The  Grub  Street  Journal, "  Ko.  147,  1731.) 


on  a  gallopirtg  horse ;  but  no  attempt  was  made 
to  illustrate  the  news  of  the  day. 

Among  the  many  Mercuries  of  the  latter  half  of 
the  seventeenth  century  the  3I'ercurias  Democritus 
deserves  particular  mention.  It  was  the  comic  paper 
of  the  time — the  seventeenth  century  Punch.  Its 
humour  was  as  broad  and  farcical  as  it  well  could  be ; 
and  some  of  its  illustra¬ 
tions  were  of  a  kind 
which,  were  they  pub¬ 
lished  to-day,  would  at 
once  bring  the  police 
down  upon  the  proprie¬ 
tor.  The  Mercurins  De¬ 
mocritus,  like  many  of 
its  contemjioraries,  had 
great  capacity  for  cre¬ 
dulity,  and  its  pages 
abound  in  marvels  and 
portents.  As  a  sample 
of  this  sort  of  thing, 
and  as  an  example,  too, 
of  the  state  of  the  art  of 
wood -engraving  at  the 
time,  there  is  reproduced 
on  p.  106  “The  Smithfield  Ghost,”  a  creature  who 
“flourished”  in  1654,  and  this  is  what  the  able 
editor  of  the  time  has  to  say  about  him  :  “  There  is 
a  great  report  of  a  Ghoast  that  walks  every  night 


habit  of  Mallett  the  lawyer,  pulling  the  meat  off 
the  Butchers^  taiuters ;  many  have  adventured  to 
strike  at  him  with  Cleavers  and  Chopping-knives, 
but  cannot  feel  anything  but  Aire.  Every  Saturday 
at  night  between  9  and  12  he  walks  his  stations,  in 
this  very  habit  as  you  see,  doing  more  mischief  to 
the  Butchers  than  ever  Robin  Goodfellow  did  to  the 

Country  Hides.” 

The  Faithful  Scout, 
of  which  the  first  num¬ 
ber  appeared  January  17, 
1651,  was  perhaps  the 
most  energetic  and  re¬ 
putable  of  the  prints  of 
the  period  ;  though,  save 
for  its  engraved  heading 
of  a  man  on  a  prancing 
horse,  it  was  unillus¬ 
trated.  However  scru¬ 
pulous  were  the  early 
editors  when  they  were 
dealing  with  letterpress 
alone,  all  scruples  of  con¬ 
science  seem  to  have  been 
cast  to  the  winds  when 
they  came  to  illustrate  their  news.  M^e  have  seen 
with  what  effrontery  the  earliest  papers  changed  the 
titles  of  their  portraits  to  suit  the  needs  of  the  hour. 
Examples  of  the  same  thing  occur  later  in  papers 


admiral  vebnon’s  attack  on  poetobello. 
(From  “  The  Public  Advertiser,"  March  20,  1740.) 
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which  were  otherwise  excellent  for  their  day.  No 
serious  attempts  appear  to  have  been  made  to  depict 
any  contemporary  event  as  it  hapjwned.  In  The 
Faithful  Fust,  for  instance,  for  April  8,  1053,  there 
is  an  eng'raving'  which  purports  to  be  a  portrait  of 
the  Dutch  Admiral  Van  Gallen.  In  another  number 
of  the  same  journal  is  an  engraving'  of  a  blazing' 
star,  said  to  have  appeared  in  Germany.  Our  faith 
in  the  trustworthiness  of  the.se  illustrations  is,  how¬ 
ever,  naturally  much  shaken  when  we  find  that  both 


printers  to  twenty,  all  of  whom  were  to  be  in  London, 
except  one  in  York,  and  those  employed  by  the 
Crown  and  the  Universities.  Historical  and  political 
works  were  to  be  licensed  by  the  Secretary  of  State ; 
legal  works,  by  the  Lord  Chancellor  and  the  judges; 
works  on  religion  and  philosophy,  by  the  Archbisho[) 
of  Canterbury  and  the  Bishop  of  London.  This  Act, 
renewed  at  times  in  a  still  more  tyrannical  form,  re¬ 
mained  in  force  till  IG95,  and  its  effect  was  to  put 
an  almost  complete  stop  to  all  unauthorised  publica- 


■‘emblematical  FEOXTISriECE  ”  OF  “the  JACOBITE  JOXJENAL,”  1747. 
(Attributed  to  Hogarth.) 


of  them  had  been  previously  published  in  The  Poli¬ 
tique  Post  of  January  4  of  the  same  year,  where  the 
portrait  of  the  admiral  has  no  title,  and  the  blazing 
star  is  said  to  have  been  seen,  not  in  Germany,  but 
at  Pembroke  in  Wales. 

The  liberty  which  the  press  had  enjoyed  during 
the  disorganised  times  of  the  Civil  War  was  with¬ 
held  from  it  immediately  after  the  Restoration. 
Charles  11.  had  been  on  the  throne  only  two  years 
when,  on  Alay  19,  16G7,  the  jiassing  of  a  stringent 
licensing  Act  renewed  all  the  obnoxious  restrictions 
upon  jirinting  which  had  been  put  in  force  by  the 
Star  Chamber  ordinances  of  1585  and  1G37.  For 
the  reason  that  “  by  the  general  licentiousness  of  the 
late  times  many  evil-disposed  persons  had  been  en¬ 
couraged  to  print  and  sell  heretical  and  seditious 
books,"'’  the  Act  limited  the  number  of  master- 


tions.  Under  such  circumstances  it  is  not  surprising 
that  newspaper  enterprise  languished.  L’Estrange 
himself  brought  out  a  newspaper  called  The  Intelli- 
gencer,  and  while  the  King  was  at  Oxford  to  avoid 
the  plague.  The  Oxford  Gazette  appeared,  and  ran 
through  eleven  weeks.  A  little  later  (Feb.  5,  1GG6) 
The  London  Gazette  made  its  first  appearance  ;  and, 
later  still.  The  Citg  Mercurg.  The  news  in  these 
papers  was,  however,  of  the  most  meagre  descrijition  ; 
and  in  the  whole  of  this  period  wo  can  trace  but  one 
attempt  to  illustrate,  in  a  newspaper,  the  events  of  the 
day.  This  was  in  a  paper  called  The  Ijo  jal  Protestant 
and  True  Boniestic  Intelligencer,  published  in  1G81; 
and  in  the  number  for  April  3  is  an  engraving  of  a 
“  prodigious  egg  ""  laid  at  Rome.  A  potent  reason  for 
the  absence  of  illustrations  in  newspapers  was  that  the 
art  of  wood-engraving  had  fallen  to  its  lowest  state. 

O  O 
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SPECTACLE. 

By  AUGUSTUS  HARRIS. 


From  tlie  earliest  times  show  and  pageantry  have 
always  had  a  great  influence  on  the  human 
mind,  and  in  ancient  Rome  it  was  even  an  adage 
that  to  keep  the  masses  in  order  it  was  necessary  to 


of  the  displays  are  not  adepts  in  the  art  as  of  old, 
when  a  “  Master  of  the  Revels  ”  was  one  of  the 
officials  of  the  Court.  Nowadays,  anybody  con¬ 
siders  himself  competent  to  direct  a  spectacular  demon- 


TIIE  SEA-FIGIIT  IN  ‘'THE  AKMADA  ”  AT  THE  DEUEY  LANE  THEATRE. 
(Dytm'ti  by  J.  Finncinurc,  afkr  the  Scene  Designed  and  Fainted  by  llyan.) 


provide  them  with  “  food  and  spectacle.”  To-day 
the  love  of  show  is  no  whit  less  intense  than  in 
times  past.  To  prove  it,  it  is  only  necessary  to  {loint 
to  the  masses  that  gather  together  in  their  tens  and 
hundreds  of  thousands,  whenever  any  public  disjday 
is  made,  not  only  in  this  but  in  any  other  country 
in  the  world.  It  is,  therefore,  almost  incompre¬ 
hensible  that  in  England,  where  Spectacle  exercises 
at  least  as  great  an  influence  as  elsewhere,  all  our 
public  pageants  should  be  of  so  poor  and  tawdry  a 
character.  The  cause  is  not  far  to  seek.  Those  who 
are  responsible  for  the  organisation  and  carrying  out 
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stration,  the  result  being  that  our  public  functions 
are  of  such  a  nature  as  would  disgrace  a  fourth-class 
German  town  !  For  years  the  great  annual  pageant, 
the  Lord  Mayor’s  Show,  for  which  the  richest  town 
in  the  world  is  responsible,  has  been  the  laughing¬ 
stock  of  the  intelligent  foreigner,  who  in  his  own 
land  is  accustomed  to  witness  festivities,  in  the  pre¬ 
paration  of  which  the  best  and  most  artistic  talent  of 
the  country  is  pressed  into  the  service  of  production. 
As  in  our  public  displays,  so  it  was  in  our  theatres, 
until  a  few  years  ago,  and  when  I  first  became  the 
lessee  of  Drury  Lane  — with  the  exception  of  the  little 
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Prince  of  "Wales's  Theatre,  so  ailmiraljly  directed  hy 
and  !Mrs.  Bancroft — there  was  liardly  a  manag'e- 
ment  that  jirodneed  plays  in  a  manner  worthy  of  the 
metropolis.  It  was,  indeed,  an  established  saying, 
I'hey  do  these  things  so  imieli  better  in  France.'' 
Since  then  1  am  glad  to  say  «o/^s•  i/vun-s  climuje  towt 
Qfihi.  A  ]dav  ba.ll\'  produced  in  Tjondon  is  rather  the 
exce])tion  than  the  rule,  and  although  we  are  very 
far  behind  the  foreigner  in  our  public  al  fre-sco  fes¬ 
tivities,  in  our  theatre.s,  thardts  to  the  many  good 
men  and  true  who  are  now  at  the  head  of  affairs,  we 
have  advanced  very  considerably  ahead  of  him.  I  do 
not  mean  to  say  that  there  are  not  a  few  theatres  ad¬ 
mirably  managed  abroad,  but  taking  them  as  a  whole, 
from  a  spectacular  ])oint  of  view,  their  achievements 
are  not  to  be  compared  with  the  results  obtained  in 
London  to-day.  It  is  only  natural  that  this  should 
be  so,  for  the  long  run  which  falls  to  the  lot  of  a 
snccessful  play  in  London  enables  a  manager  to 
spend  large  sums,  which  he  could  not  afford  were 
the  entertainment  more  often  changed;  and  as  the 
public  who  support  onr  best  play-houses  are  getting 
day  by  day  more  educated,  they  are  becoming  more 
critical  and  dilRcult  to  pleise.  Any  attempt  to  pro¬ 
duce  a  play  incomjdetely,  as  of  old,  with  inaderpiate 
effects  and  “  Adel i  hi  guests,”  would  be  t<r  court 
absolute  failure.  A  very  few  years  agi>  the  proper 
production  of  a  ])iece  was  stigmatised  as  the  work 
of  the  carpenter,  the  upholsterer,  costumier,  and  pro¬ 
perty  man  !  But  that  which  was  then  treated  with 
contempt  to-day  l)ecomes,  as  Mr.  Irving  has  very 
frankly  and  fairly  admitted,  a  matter  of  absolute 
necessity,  and  woe  betide  the  manager  who  does  not 
recognise  this  fact.  What,  for  instance,  would  be 
said  to-day  of  a  Romeo  in  a  periwig,  a  Macbeth  in 
a  Court  suit,  a  Cymbeline  in  Hounces,  or  a  Portia  in 
l)owder?  Yet  it  is  from  this  high  level  (heaven  save 
the  mark  !)  that  we  are  supposed  to  have  fallen  when 
we  absolutely  dare  to  give  a  proper  background  to 
Beatrice,  and  dress  Duncan  more  like  a  king  than  a 
])antaloon. 

It  is  generally  supposed  that  in  order  to  prepare  a 
line  s[)ectacle  it  is  sntiicient  to  spend  a  large  sum  of 
money,  and  that  orders,  given  haphazard  and  regard¬ 
less  of  expense,  are  only  necessary  for  the  production 
of  those  magniticent  fea-ts  for  the  eye,  the  ear,  and 
intelligence  with  which  our  public  are  now  regaled 
in  some  of  our  leading  houses  of  entertainment. 
This  is  a  fallacy.  It  is  only  those  wluj  follow  step 
by  step  and  day  by  day  the  work,  the  thought,  and 
research  incurred,  who  can  have  the  slightest  idea  of 
the  labour,  experience,  talent,  and  taste  employed. 
Xeither  is  a  tine  spectacle  the  result  of  the  efforts  of 
any  single  brain,  but  of  an  army  of  workers  talented, 
trained,  and  prollcient  in  their  respective  arts,  acting 
under  the  guiding  influence  of  one  competent  man. 


who,  like  a  g-eneral  in  the  Held,  should  have  risen 
almost  from  the  ranks,  and  consecpiently  be  thoroughly 
acquainted  with  the  icchniciae  and  minute  details  of 
the  various  branches  of  the  services  he  is  called  upon 
to  command.  A  spectacular  theatre  must  be,  so  to 
say,  the  trysting-])lacc  of  all  the  arts.  The  work 
itself  must  bo  a  labour  of  love,  of  perseverance,  and 
of  pluck  ;  the  co-operation  of  the  most  accomplished 
masters  of  the  various  arts  should  be  secured,  for  if 
it  takes  nine  men  to  make  a  pin,  what  details  must 
there  be,  for  instance,  in  the  [>roper  preparation  of  a 
spectacle  ! 

After  the  subject  has  been  judiciously  selected,  the 
story  and  scenario  carefully  and  laboriously  worked 
out — due  consideration  being  given  for  variety  of 
scenery,  action,  humour,  and  display — time  allowed 
for  the  change  of  effects  and  dresses,  for  the  mar¬ 
shalling  of  the  masses,  contrasts  and  sequences  pro¬ 
perly  distributed,  avoiding  such  effects  as  have  l)een 
previously  utilised,  the  piece  reckoned  so  to  be 
formed  in  a  given  number  of  hours,  and  the  whole 
imagined  as  in  a  vivid  dream.  It  must  not  only 
appeal  to  the  })assin.g  fashion  and  fancy  at  the 
moment,  but  to  the  educated  and  refined  classes  of 
the  community,  as  well  as  the  more  humble  and  unso¬ 
phisticated  patrons  of  the  more  ]iopular  parts  of  the 
theatre.  Then  the  libretto  has  to  be  written;  as 
Shakespeare  said,  “  the  play's  the  thing.”  If  the 
book  is  l)ad,  no  matter  how  good  all  else,  a  great 
and  lasting  success  (an  never  be  achieved. 

In  a  Christmas  production,  or  in  any  other,  it  is 
necessary  to  make  the  public  laugh.  They  go  to  the 
theatre  for  enjoyment,  and  when  they  ask  for  bread 
of  cheerfulness  they  do  not  wish  to  be  served  with 
a  stone  of  melancholy.  To  bo  funny  is  a  most  dif¬ 
ficult  task,  and  the  fun  shouhl  grow  out  of  the 
story,  but  if  the  author  does  not  give  opportuni¬ 
ties  to  the  comedian  it  is  almost  impossible  for 
him  to  succeed.  Then  comes  the  selection  —  the 
writing  of  the  music,  and  the  wedding  of  the  words 
to  the  tunes — which  being  good  enough  to  satisfy 
the  amateur,  must  yet  not  be  over  the  heads  of  the 
gods  ;  the  fitting  of  the  dance  music  to  the  require¬ 
ments  of  the  ballet-mistress,  who  should  herself  be 
an  ex-goddess  of  the  poetry  of  motion,  and  whose 
task  of  designing  the  dances  and  drilling  the  dancers 
is  in  itself  a  herculean  one,  requiring  such  patience, 
endurance,  perseverance,  and  stamina  as  is  incredible 
to  those  who  have  never  seen  the  work  got  through. 
The  engaging  ami  selecting  the  army  of  auxiliaries 
is  the  work  of  months.  The  designing  of  the  scenes, 
dresses,  and  properties,  although  for  only  a  panto¬ 
mime,  calls  for  the  co-operation  of  students  of  the 
deepest  research  and  artists  of  the  highest  order, 
endowed  with  the  rare  faculty  of  fanciful  thought 
and  exquisite  taste.  It  is  on  the  proper  execution 
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of  these  designs  that  so  very  miieli  depends.  The 
trouble  taken,  and  the  interminable  labour,  the  hunt¬ 
ing  for  details,  the  ransatdving  of  our  warehouses  and 
art-fabric  rejiositories  for  an  exact  tone  of  colour,  is 
incomprehensible  to  many,  especially  to  those  of  the 
old  school,  who,  for  instance,  while  recog'nising  that 
there  is  a  difference  between  light  blue  and  dark 
blue,  are  supremely  happy  in  their  ignorance  of  the 
existence  of  the  thousands  of  tones  of  the  same  hue  ! 

It  is,  indeed,  a  (piestion  whether  all  the  exepu- 
site  colourings  and  delightful  combinations  are  fully 
appreciated,  except  by  a  small  and  bighly-cultivated 
minority.  Wby,  then,  many  ask,  take  the  trouble 
to  do  the  thing  properly  if  not  appreciated?  Why 
not  follow  the  old  Boucicaultian  managerial  axiom, 
“never  try  to  educate  your  audience^’’?  Because 
the  minority  is  fast  becoming  the  majority,  thanks 
to  the  march  of  education.  Because  our  critics  and 
other  leaders  of  public  thought  now  mostly  belong  to 
that  minority  which  can  appreciate,  and  appreciating, 
acknowledge  and  proclaim  far  and  wide  those  beauties 
which  our  ignorant  detractors  fail  to  perceive.  The 
liberal  expenditure  of  money  in  itself  has  little  to  do 
with  an  artistic  result,  but  Art  is  a  very  extravagant 
and  lavish  mistress.  Although,  in  some  instances, 
she  may  be  contented  with  a  plain  cotton  gown, 
when  she  desires  to  show  herself  at  her  best  in  her 
state  robes  there  is  no  length  she  will  not  drive  you 
to  if  you  desire  to  execute  her  behests ;  and  those 
who  talk  so  much  of  the  love  of  art  whilst  producing 
very  little  that  is  artistic,  are  generally  those  who 
are  either  unable  or  unwilling  to  make  such  financial 
sacrifices  at  the  shrine  of  the  goddess  as  she  de¬ 
mands. 

Last,  but  not  least,  come  the  actors — those  who 
have  to  give  life  to  the  story.  How  many  good 
plays  have  been  ruined  by  an  inadequate  representa¬ 
tion  !  How  much  good  work  has  been  throwm  away 
through  the  incompetency  of  its  exponents  !  Every 
character  must  be  carefully  cast,  actors  and  actresses 
of  experience  engaged  to  portray  and  gave  life  to 
the  various  personages  of  the  story  which  has  to  be 
unfolded  amidst  the  elaborate  surroundings.  Great 
pains  must  be  taken  that  no  round  pegs  are  put  into 
square  holes,  or  vice  versa.  An  actor  who  would  be 
admirable  in  one  part,  will  utterly  fail  in  anotber 
which  is  out  of  his  line.  When  this  much  has  been 
done,  the  hard  work  may  be  said  to  commence  in 
earnest.  The  rehearsals  and  dove-tailing  together 
of  the  results  of  so  many  months^  work,  and  of  the 
efforts  of  so  many  talented  persons,  is  a  task  re- 
cj^uiring  the  greatest  consideration,  assiduous  atten¬ 
tion,  and  undiuching  energy ;  a  work  to  try  the 
traditional  patience  of  a  Job  !  It  is  then  that  errors 
are  detected  and  unforeseen  ditficulties  have  to  be 
overcome  before  submitting  to  the  judgment  of  the 


public  the  work  as  a  whole — who.se  a])])roval  or  dis- 
a]>proval  none,  how'cver  experienced,  can  foretell. 
The  verdict  of  the  first  night’s  audience  may  ])ro- 
bably  be  reversed  the  next  morning  in  the  j)ublic 
press,  which  itself  is  .seldom  unanimous  as  to  the 
merits  and  demerits  of  a  performance. 

Many  effects  carefully  designed  to  arouse  the 
enthusiasm  may  possibly  have  passed  unobserved, 
and  something  interpolated  by  chance  at  the  last 
moment  may  cause  all  the  town  to  talk.  An  actor 
or  actress  upon  wdiom  such  dependence  has  been 
placed  may  absolutely  fall  flat,  whilst  an  unknown 
artist,  who  has  never  yet  succeeded  in  doing  any¬ 
thing  worthy  of  notice,  may  suddenly  come  to  the 
front  and  dis[)lay  such  talent  as  he  was  never  dreamt 
to  be  possessed  of.  Such  is  the  complicated  task 
that  anyone  sets  himself  when  undertaking  the  pro¬ 
duction  of  Spectacle. 

Spectacle  does  not  necessarily  call  for  the  em- 
j)loyment  of  a  large  number  of  peo])le.  Indeed,  take 
the  accompanying  engravings  of  the  palace  scene  in 
“  Puss  in  Boots  ”  and  of  the  naval  battle  in  “  The 
Armada,”  although  in  the  one  many  hundreds  of 
people  are  employed,  in  the  other  there  are  but  a 
few.  Yet  both  have  been  pronounced  triumphs  of 
Spectacle  !  All  perfect  stage  pictures  appealing  to 
the  eye,  of  whatever  character  they  be,  are,  indeed, 
to  a  certain  extent.  Spectacle — whether  a  grand  pro¬ 
cession  at  Drury  Lane,  or  a  charming  interior,  com¬ 
plete  in  all  its  minute  details,  as  presented  by  the 
Bancrofts. 

The  “star”  system  is,  to  my  mind,  the  deadly 
enemy  of  art.  It  is  a  formidable  foe,  for  tbe  pub¬ 
lic  support  it.  An  artist  once  well  known  may  soon 
become  a  “star”  if  assiduously  advertised — if  it  be 
through  the  medium  of  a  tooth  paste,  transparent 
soap,  or  patent  wirework  brushes,  is  of  little  moment 
— the  public  will  rush  to  support  their  favourite,  in 
the  same  manner  as  any  other  well-advertised  com¬ 
modity  for  which  they  have  a  partiality,  whether  it 
be  Colman’s  mustard  or  Rockett’s  blue.  The  result 
is  obvious  ;  the  “  star,”  desiring  to  have  the  lion’s  share 
of  the  credit,  allows  no  rival  to  shine  by  his  side ; 
with  the  further  financial  advantage  of  paying  a  far 
smaller  sum  in  salaries  to  those  who  fill  up  the  other 
parts,  and  the  worse  the  support  the  greater  the  con¬ 
trast — the  bigger  the  contrast  the  g’reater  the  success. 

Compare  with  some  of  the  perfect  productions  of 
to-day  the  performances  of  the  “star  ”  system  of  a  few 
years  ago,  when  it  was  de  rigneiir  for  tragedy  to  have 
a  wide  strip  of  green  baize  stretched  across  the  front 
of  the  stage,  meaning  nothing;  when  those  horrible 
flats  which  joined  in  the  middle  formed  the  front 
scenes,  and,  upon  the  prompter’s  whistle  being  blown 
to  change,  discovered  so  many  begrimed  scene-shifters 
in  the  act  of  pushing  them  off.  A  few  sets  of  stock 
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wing's  did  diitv  for  everything';  the  ditference  in 
costume  consisted  of  shirts,  shapes,  and  square-cuts 
only  ;  each  actor  used  to  dress  himself  according  to 
the  extent  of  his  wardrobe,  regardless  of  colour, 
period,  or  common  sense,  or  of  the  dresses  worn  by 
any  of  the  other  characters.  The  same  throne  did 
service  for  Cleopatra,  Julius  Csesar,  or  Henry  V. 
The  stock  scenery,  properties,  and  ])araphernalia  of 
the  theatre  were  the  only  resources  of  the  stage 
manager,  and  the  ‘'good  old  crusted”  actor,  for¬ 
getting  the  lines  of  the  author,  used  without  com¬ 
punction  to  cover  his  discomiiture  by  inventing  a 
text  of  his  own — an  achievement  known  as  “pong¬ 
ing'.'”  The  star  of  the  evening — thus  barely  sup¬ 
ported,  appeared  to  be  a  Triton  amongst  IMinnows 
— aroused  the  enthusiasm  of  the  audience  and  en¬ 
hanced  his  reputation.  In  those  days  audiences  went 
to  the  theatre  convinced  they  were  going'  to  see  art, 
and  came  away  thinking  that  they  had  seen  it ! 
These  were  called  the  “  jialmy  days  !  ” 

As  in  tragedy  so  in  pantomime — three  weeks  was 
considered  a  long  time  to  give  to  the  preparation  of 
the  (’hristmas  entertainment ;  old  spangled  dresses 
were  looked  out  and  “dodged  up;”  a  few  pair  of 
flats  and  a  couple  of  set  scenes  were  painted  new  ; 
some  elaborate  tricks  made  for  the  harlequinade,  the 
majority  of  which,  not  working  on  the  first  night, 
were  cut  out  on  the  second.  A  popular  clown,  with 
a  veteran  to  assist  him  as  pantaloon,  one  of  the 
“  ballet  gentlemen  ”  from  the  opera  house  dressed 
like  harlequin,  and  one  of  the  “front  row”  of  the 
ballet  as  columbine,  were  supposed  to  be  enough  to 
attract  our  forefathers  to  the  ])antomime,  which, 
being  played  after  a  tragedy  or  comedy,  generally 
began  about  half-past  nine,  and  lasted  a  coiqjle  of 
hours.  The  dear  old  ladies  and  gentlemen  who  now 
insist  that  this  class  of  performance  should  be  played 
to-day,  because  it  met  with  the  apjji'oval  of  their 
generation,  forget  that  the  School  Board  was  not 
invented  when  they  were  young.  Whereas  in  the 
olden  times  a  pantomime  ran  a  few  weeks,  it  now 
runs  as  many  months.  In  some  of  our  provincial 
towns  the  harlequinade  is  now  dispensed  with,  and 
in  all  others  reduced  to  the  smallest  limits.  As  in 
London  so  in  the  provinces,  the  appearance  of  the 
clown  is  the  signal  tor  departure. 

Drury  Lane — generally  supposed  to  be  one  of  the 
finest  stages  in  the  world — in  reality  is  one  of  the 
worst  for  its  size  that  I  have  ever  seen,  and  the  extra 
expense,  in  consequence,  in  producing  big  effects  is 
a  most  serious  item.  A  fine  stage  with  all  the  modern 


improvements  enables  much  greater  effects  to  be  pro¬ 
duced  with  the  outlay  of  less  trouble,  time,  and  money. 
The  most  iierfect  stage  in  the  Avorld  is  the  Opera 
House  at  Buda  Pesth.  There,  by  a  system  of  hy¬ 
draulic  rises  and  sinks,  the  whole  of  the  stage  can 
be  so  manipulated  as  to  give  almost  any  combination 
of  form  and  movement,  enabling  the  stage  manager 
to  produce  the  most  marvellous  and  striking  effects 
without  the  slightest  trouble,  and  no  further  expense 
than  the  installation  of  the  machinery,  which  in  itself 
is  of  the  most  elaborate  and  costly  description.  In 
the  construction  of  our  English  theatres  the  practica¬ 
bilities  of  the  stage  are  considered  to  be  of  little  or 
no  importance,  the  result  being  that  effects  which 
can  be  produced  on  such  a  stage  as  that  of  Buda 
Pesth  are  absolutely  impossible  to  be  realised. 

The  highest  form  of  spectaenlar  art  is,  of  course, 
grand  opera,  and  no  form  of  art  has  suffered  more 
from  the  “  star  ”  system  than  the  l>  ric  stage,  where 
“  stars”  demand  a  greater  sum  than  any  management 
can  afford  to  pay ;  the  result  of  the  operatic  star 
system  in  this  country  having  been  to  close  the  opera 
house,  and  abroad  to  place  the  musical  drama  in  the 
hands  of  men  who  take  theatres  and  make  engage¬ 
ments,  without  even  the  possibility  of  being  able  to 
keep  them.  Salaries  are  promised  which  neither  the 
management  nor  the  artiste  ever  expect  to  see  paid; 
and  this  is  further  taken  into  consideration  when 
fixing  the  salary.  In  Italy  the  sum  of  the  remu¬ 
neration  is  divided  into  four  payments  :  the  first 
when  the  artiste  arrives  in  the  towm — this  sum  is 
generally  paid  out  of  the  subvention  the  manager 
gets  from  the  government  or  munici])ality ;  the  second 
and  third  payments  are  made  during  the  season,  the 
date  of  the  fourth  being  after  the  season  is  over. 
This  last  qiiarlule  is  so  rarely  paid  that  it  is  seldom 
expected.  Some  of  the  impresarios,  finding  that 
opera  in  Europe  under  these  conditions  was  no  longer 
possible,  and  seeking  for  “  fresh  fields  and  pastures 
new,”  discovered  the  hitherto  unexplored  virgin  oper¬ 
atic  soil  of  South  America.,  where  the  rich  merchants 
and  financiers  were  willing  to  pay  fabulous  sums  for 
seats  to  wdtness  a  performance  should  any  artistes  of 
European  reputation  come  amongst  them.  Thus  the 
star  starves  the  ensemhle. 

But  after  all  is  said  and  done.  Spectacle  to-day 
asserts  its  sovereignty,  and  will  doubtless  continue  to 
do  so  in  spite  of  prejudice  and  ignorance,  long  after 
the  time  when  the  ideal  New  Zealander  shall  have 
contemplated  the  ruins  of  this  Babylon  from  the 
one  remaining  pier  of  London  Bridge. 
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E  Eiio’lish,  far  removed  ].)y 
time  and  creed  and  sen¬ 
timent  from  the  monastic 
sjnriE  hnd  it  diliicnlt  to 
realise  all  that  letters, 
learnino'j  art,  even  civili¬ 
sation  itself,  owe  to  the 
monks  of  a  byg’one  age, 
still  more  so  to  uiuler- 
stand  that  the  Eegging- 
Friars  once  occupied  the 
highest  place  as  patrons 
of  art  in  Italy.  To  very  many  of  ns  who  have  been 
in  Italy,  the  friar  is  merely  that  shabby  and  rather 
(or  shall  we  say  very?)  dirty  old  lay  brother  who 
stood  so  inconveniently  near  to  us  in  St.  Peter’s,  and 
whose  brown  garment  was  so  unmistakably  redolent 
of  snuff.  The  brown  frock  of  the  Carmelite  or  Fran¬ 
ciscan  seemed  ubiquitous  in  U-ome;  we  used  constantly 
to  see  the  wearer  in  the  grimy  shops  of  the  charcoal- 
seller  and  the  cobbler  at  the  corner  of  the  street. 
Over  his  shoulders  he  often  carried  a  sack,  wherein 
to  ])ut  the  broken  meat  he  begged  from  the  poor  for 
the  destitute,  and  he  w'ent  about  his  business  in  the 
leisurely  Italian  fashion,  standing  long  in  the  door¬ 
way,  chatting  and  cracking  jokes  with  his  grimy 
patrons,  who  treated  him  with  as  little  deference  as 
he  exacted. 

We  may  generally  take  it  that  this  neighbourly 
old  friar  is  a  Franciscan,  not  a  Carmelite,  for  this 
friendly  interest  in  the  doings  of  the  world  they  have 
renounced  is  quite  in  the  spirit  of  their  founder. 
The  whiJ;e-robed  Dominican  and  the  brown  Carmelite 
are  usually  more  reserved  and  dignitied  than  the 
friar  of  Orders  Grey,  having  much  more  of  the  re¬ 
mote  and  distant  manner  of  the  monk  (and  indeed 
most  of  us  unconsciously  express  this  feeling  by 
S])eaking  of  Dominican  monks  and  Franciscan  friars), 
although  all  the  three  begging  orders — of  Dominic, 
Francis,  and  (Mount  Carmel — are,  properly  speaking, 
friars. 

All  the  three  orders  date  from  the  early  part  of 
the  thirteenth  century,  at  which  time  there  arose  in- 
dej)endently  in  several  minds  the  idea  of  a  monastic 
order  wdiich  should  be  absolutely  poor,  possessing 
nothing,  begging  even  for  food  and  raiment,  and, 
when  nothing  was  given,  going  empty.  Very  soon 
after  the  initiation  of  the  orders  this  ideal  had  to 
be  modified,  but  in  the  beginning  this  absolute 


2)overty  was  the  distinctive  mark  of  the  mendicant 
orders. 

Doth  in  social  and  artistic  influence,  the  Car¬ 
melites  are  inconsiderable  compared  with  the  fol¬ 
lowers  of  Dominic  and  Francis,  who  between  them 
divided  with  their  influence  the  mass  of  society  of 
Central  Italy  till  at  one  time  it  was  difficult  to 
lind  a  person  of  either  sex,  who  had  not  either 
secretly  or  ojienly  ado])ted  their  “  third  rule  ” — a 
rule  of  religious  life  adapted  for  persons  still  living 
in  the  world.  Dominie,  a  Spaniard  of  noble  birth, 
was  twelve  years  older  than  Francis,  who  was  born 
at  Assisi  in  llSrI,  but  as  the  Franciscan  order  was 
founded  earlier,  and  gained  the  earliest  and  greatest 
hold  on  the  Italian  nation,  let  me’  glance  first  at  its 
])atronage  of  art.  There  is  nothing  to  show  that  St. 
Francis  ever  cared  for  painting,  and  indeed  he  was  a 
great  deal  too  fond  of  all  created  things  to  feel  any 
sympathy  with  the  Byzantine  conventionality  that  in 
his  day  governed  painting.  But  although  painting 
and  sculpture  were  at  their  lowest  ebb,  the  tide  had 
already  turned,  architecture  was  leading  the  way  to 
a  revival  of  the  arts,  and  while  St.  Francis  was  still 
a  light-hearted  pleasure-loving  young  man,  there  was 
born  at  Pisa  the  child  destined  to  inaugurate  the  re¬ 
vival  of  sculpture.  Alore  than  a  thousand  years  had 
now  passed  since  tiadrian  had  magnilied  the  waning 
art  of  Borne  ;  that  art,  the  product  of  Paganism,  had 
l)een  hateful  to  new  Christendom,  and  the  establish¬ 
ment  of  the  Eastern  Empire  at  Constantinople  in  330 
marks  the  extinction  of  ancient  art.  Thenceforth 
Christianity  was  the  religion  of  the  state,  and  the 
vast  walls  of  the  basilicas  and  churches  soon  set  forth 
the  truths  of  Religion — a  book  to  the  unlettered. 
The  ty]ie  and  style,  however,  of  both  architecture 
and  ]>ainting  was  stdl  classic,  for  as  yet  Christianity 
had  only  adopted,  not  created  an  art  to  expound  her 
doctrine.  Up  to  the  age  of  Constantine  tempera 
and  encaustic  were  the  materials  used  in  mural 
decorations;  but  as  the  century  wore  on,  mosaic, 
which  had  hitherto  been  employed  only  for  pave¬ 
ments,  began  to  be  used  for  walls  and  ceilings,  and 
after  a  time  almost  entirely  superseded  less  durable 
materials.  Its  general  adoption  had  enormous  in¬ 
fluence  on  the  art  of  succeeding  centuries,  for  its 
unyielding  nature  restricted  the  artist  to  large  and 
simple  forms  and  to  a  certain  conventionality  of 
treatment.  The  finest  and  best  preserved  mosaics  of 
the  fifth  and  sixth  centuries  are  those  of  Revenna 
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and  of  Sta.  Maria  Maggiore  at  Rome,  where  classic 
distinction  of  form  is  still  preserved.  But  from 
this  time  onwards  we  have  an  extremely  limited 
range  of  subject  treated  rigidly  and  more  rigidly  till 
in  the  seventh  century  an  absolutely  lifeless  immo¬ 
bility  was  adoj^ted,  the  faces  lost  their  elastic  youth 
and  beauty,  and  became  by  degrees,  worn,  lean,  ugly, 
and  old. 

By  this  time  repeated  invasions  of  Goths  and 
Vandals  had  almost  overwhelmed  Italian  civilisation; 
some  influence  from  outside  was  imperative  to  artistic 
life,  and  such  artists  as  did  not  sink  into  barbaric 
ignorance  adopted  the  Greek  or  Byzantine  manner 
— a  conventional  rendering  still  adhered  to  in  the 
‘^sacred  images of  the  Eastern  Church,  but  which 
did  not  crystallise  into  its  absolutely  conventional 
form  until  about  the  eleventh  century.  From  that 
period  painter  copied  painter  in  slavish  imitation, 
but  it  was  not  until  the  days  of  the  founda¬ 
tion  of  the  mendicant  orders  that  there  was  a 
perceptible  decline  in  technical  skill.  By  this  time 
the  worst  days  of  the  political  degradation  of  Italy 
were  past.  Rome,  as  the  Papal  city,  had  regained 
her  position  as  a  centre  of  civilisation,  the  Pope  had 
become  a  power  temporal  as  well  as  spiritual,  and  at 
the  same  time  a  new  social  element  had  arisen  in 
those  free  cities  destined  to  play  so  prominent  a  part 
in  the  history  of  Italy.  Various  of  the  invading 
Germanic  tribes  that  had  devastated  the  country  had 
settled  in  the  plains  of  Lombai'dy,  had  become  peace¬ 
able  and  civilised,  and  were  destined  to  be  the  leaders 
of  the  Renaissance  of  art  in  Italy.  Until  the  end 
of  the  sixth  century  the  debased  form  of  Roman 
architecture,  known  as  Romanesque,  had  served  for 
the  whole  Christian  world,  but  at  that  time  two 
great  branches  grew  out  from  it  :  the  Byzantine, 
which  became  the  architecture  of  Eastern  Europe, 
and  the  Gothic,  or  Western  style,  which  attained  to 
the  greatest  perfection  in  France,  and  reached  its  full 
maturity  during  the  thirteenth  century. 

The  Lombard  tribes,  influenced  from  the  North 
by  this  Gothic  style,  and  from  the  South  by  the 
Romanesque  and  Byzantine  schools,  created  an  archi¬ 
tecture  of  their  own,  adopting  the  peculiarities 
and  beauties  of  each  with  audacious  disregard  for 
classicism,  and  with  a  result  that  has  more  than 
justified  their  daring.  But  the  broad  Lombard  jDlain 
yielded  them  no  stone,  and  in  default  of  it  they  used 
the  native  clay,  modelling  and  ornamenting  their  brick 
and  terra-cotta  with  art  and  skill  that  has  never  been 
equalled  before  or  since,  and  the  charm  of  these  brick 
Lombard  churches  of  the  late  eleventh  and  early 
twelfth  century  is  wonderfully  great.  They  have, 
moreover,  an  interest  apart  from  their  beauty,  as 
being  the  precursors  of  the  Italian  Renaissance.  At 
this  time  Italian  architecture  was,  broadly  speaking, 


far  behind  that  of  the  countries  north  of  the  Ali)s  ; 
the  Gothic  style  had  not,  it  is  true,  arrived  at  its  full 
development  in  any  country,  but  many  fine  buildings 
had  already  been  erected  in  France  and  England — 
Durham,  Rochester,  Chichester,  and  Norwich  Cathe¬ 
drals  are  of  this  ])eriod,  a  good  part  of  Canterbury, 
and  the  naves  of  Peterborough  and  of  Ely  are  also 
unaltered  since  this  time — so  that  Italy,  which  was 
so  soon  to  eclipse  all  other  countries  in  the  unrivalled 
beauty  of  her  art,  started  at  no  advantage  com])ared 
with  northern  nations  except  her  traditions  from  classic 
times.  At  the  time  of  the  death  of  St.  Francis,  I:i2(l 
— the  yenr  of  the  birth  of  Louis  IX.  of  France — this 
Lombard  province  was  the  only  part  of  Italy  that 
showed  any  signs  of  new  life.  But  Francis,  who  had 
began  his  mission  with  only  eight  disciples,  had  left  a 
powerful  and  devoted  order  behind  him,  and  the  first 
care  of  his  many  followers  was  to  build  a  church  at 
Assisi,  the  place  of  his  birth  and  of  his  death,  wherein 
his  body  should  rest,  and  which  should  be  a  worthy 
monument  to  the  most  Christ-like  spirit  of  his  age. 
Among  the  friars  there  was  an  architect,  a  German 
named  Jacopo,  and  it  was  he  whom  they  employed  to 
design  this  church,  and  thus  the  Gothic  manner  was 
introduced  into  Italy.  The  church  is  simple  and 
small,  and  the  details  are  very  inferior  to  those  of 
northern  churches  of  the  same  period,  but  its  erec¬ 
tion  is  an  important  landmark  in  the  history  of 
art,  and  its  decorations  afford  a  complete  illustration 
of  the  growth  and  development  of  art  in  Tuscany. 
The  church  was  begun  two  years  after  the  death  of 
Francis  ;  its  odd  construction  in  two  storeys  is  familiar 
to  all  of  us.  The  lower  church,  suggestive  of  an  over¬ 
ground  crypt,  was  finished  in  four  years,  the  upper 
not  until  1253,  by  which  time  Niccola  Pisano  was 
already  a  famous  architect,  and  Cimabue  a  lad  of 
thirteen.  His  is  the  earliest  hand  we  find  engaged  on 
the  walls  of  this  church,  where  later  Giotto  and  his 
disciples  were  to  continue  what  he  began.  But  the 
Giottesques  did  not  complete  the  decoration,  and  the 
frescoes  at  Assisi  carry  us  right  up  to  the  close  of  the 
sixteenth  century.  The  later  works  are  very  inferior 
to  the  earlier  ones,  for  it  was  during  the  thirteenth 
and  fourteenth  centuries  that  the  begging  friars  were 
such  prominent  patrons  of  the  arts. 

The  parent  church  of  the  Franciscans  at  Assisi, 
though  of  the  greatest  interest,  was  soon  eclipsed 
in  grandeur  by  their  magnificent  church  of  Sta. 
Croce,  in  Florence.  And  this  church  also  affords 
quite  a  history  of  art  in  Italy,  and  on  its  walls 
are  some  of  the  finest  of  Giotto^’s  frescoes.  Giotto 
was  born  at  Vespignano  in  1276,  and  was  there¬ 
fore  eleven  years  younger  than  Dante.  Soon  after 
his  birth  the  life  of  Niccola  Pisano  came  to  an  end, 
and  at  that  time  Giovanni  Pisano  was  beginning 
his  famous  fountain  at  Siena — evidence  that  a  new 
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spirit  luid  ([uickeiied  Roth  architecture  and  scul[)- 
ture  het’ore  tlie  marvellous  genius  of  Giotto  released 
painting’  from  conventionality  and  work  of  Byzantine 
inlluence,  aljohshed  the  g'old  backg’ronnd  in  lavour 
of  skv,  landscape,  and  that  Ijomhard  architecture  of 
which  he  was  so  fond,  reformed  design  and  cidour, 
and,  in  fact,  inaugurated  the  modern  style  of  painting. 

This  shepherd’s  son,  whose  painting  is  inspired 
hv  the  most  poetic  insight  into  character  and 
situation,  the  most  delicate  reverence  of  feeling, 
till'  most  convincing  sincerity  and  good  faith,  was 
in  private  life  a  jierson  of  inlinite  jest,  ugly  almost 
to  grot('S(|ueness  in  personal  appearance.  Beyond 
this,  and  the  fact  that  he  had  six  children  ‘Rill  of  sur- 
j'assuig’  ugliness,”  little  is  known  of  his  private  life, 
hut  he  must  have  had  sonu’  much  greater  claim  to 
regaril  or  he  could  never  have  painted  his  pictures 
nor  gained  the  friendship  of  fhinte.  One  bond  of 
svmjiathy  must  have  been  their  mutual  devotion  to 
the  Eranciscans,  whose  gentle  ardour  and  mild  en¬ 
thusiasm  gained  them  many  more  friends  than  could 
be  attracted  by  the  iiercer  zeal  of  the  Dominican 
ideal  ;  and  in  Ihuite’s  Paradise,  St.  Francis  is  de- 
serilied  as  “Tutto  scraflco  in  ardore,”  while  Dominic’s 
righteousness  docs  not  exceed  the  righteousness  of 
the  Scribes  and  Pharisees.  “  Beiiigno  ai  snoi  cd  ai 
ueniici  crudo.”  But  in  the  history  of  art^  the  more 
militant  fraternity  plays  the  larger  role  ;  their 
church  at  Pdoreiice,  Sta.  Alaria  Novcllo,  is  the  rival 
in  all  ways  of  Sta.  Croce,  and,  fully  eipial  to  the 
Eranciscans  in  imjiortance  as  patrons  of  art,  they  are 
the  most  eminent  of  all  monastic  orders  in  the  pro¬ 
duction  of  great  artists. 

St.  Ed’ancis  is  so  ])oetic  a  ligure,  the  ideal  of  his 
order  so  beautiful  and  sweet,  and  many  of  his  fol¬ 
lowers,  such  as  Louis  IX.  of  Erance  and  Elizabeth 
of  Iliingary,  were  personally  .so  interesting,  that  it 
is  almost  with  regret  that  one  confesses  that  the 
less  endearing  Dominicans  have  lieen  intellectually 
far  more  fruitful.  Their  female  saint,  (’atherine  of 
Siena,  was  as  clever  as  she  was  saintly,  and  their 
order,  besides  innumerable  great  jireachers,  bishojis, 
and  a  Pope,  counts  among  its  memliers  such  men 
as  Savonarola  and  Era  Angelico  and  Era  Bartolomeo. 

The  great  advance  in  the  arts  of  sculpture  and 
architecture  made  by  Niccola  Pisano,  was  carried  on 
by  his  son  Giovanni,  who  had  finished  the  Perugia 
fountain,  and  had  built  the  church  of  S.  Alaria  della 
S})ina  and  the  Gothic  arcade  of  the  Campo  Santo  at 
Pisa,  while  little  Giotto  was  .still  minding  his  father’s 
sheep.  The  paintings  on  the  Canijio  Santo  walls,  a 
little  later  in  date,  occupy  a  place  in  the  history  of 
Italian  art  quite  equal  in  importance  to  the  frescoes 
of  Assisi ;  the  series  of  the  triumph  of  death  forms 
the  next  step,  carrying  realism  beyond  the  point  to 
which  Giotto  had  brought  it,  but  unfortunately  for  ns 


neither  jiatrons  nor  painters  were  begging  friars,  and 
it  is  not  until  ld87,  fifty-one  years  after  the  death 
of  Giotto,  that  any  very  important  event  occurred  in 
their  history.  In  that  year  was  born  Fra  Giovanni 
Angelico  da  Eiesoli,  the  gentle  Dominican  painter, 
whose  art  is  loved  all  the  world  over  for  its  celestial 
beauty  and  pure  ideality.  The  life  of  Era  Angelico 
extends  over  a  very  important  period  ;  at  his  birth 
Ehlij)po  Brunaleschi  was  a  boy  of  ten,  Ghiberti  only 
five,  and  Donatello  a  baby  ;  when  he  died  at  the  age 
of  sixty-eight,  Alasaecio  was  dead,  Botticelli  and  Luca 
Signorelli  almost  full-grown  youths.  I’erugino  was 
eleven,  liionardo  a  child  of  three,  Luca  della.  Bobbia 
had  invented  his  glazed  ware,  Donatello  had  long 
since  chiselled  the  exquisite  Annunciation  for  the 
Eranciscans,  and  Ghiberti  was  laid  to  rest  in  their 
church  ill  the  same  year  of  1155,  in  which  Era 
Angelico  was  buried  in  the  Dominican  Church,  Sta. 
Alaria  Sopra  Adinerva,  at  Rome.  Desjiite  the  se¬ 
clusion  of  his  cloistered  life,  the  gentle  friar  (whose 
soul  was  as  pure  .and  angelical  as  his  jiainting)  had 
trained  np  several  pupils,  chief  among  them  Benozzo 
Gozzoli.  Although  more  mundane  than  his  teacher, 
Benozzo  had  much  of  the  spirit  of  his  master,  but  it 
was  one  less  constant  to  the  teaching  of  the  friar  who 
was  destined  to  bring  most  glory  to  the  Dominicans, 
for  Cosino  Roselli,  jiupil  of  Angelico,  was  master  of 
Bartolomeo.  But  the  art  of  “  II  Erate  ”  was  not 
inspired  by  the  convent  to  the  same  extent  as  that 
of  his  jiredecessors,  for  he  had  made  his  reputation 
before  the  time  when  he,  among  the  host  of  artists 
employed  by  the  Dominicans,  came  under  the  in¬ 
lluence  of  the  friars  of  St.  Alark’s,  and  especially  of 
Savonarola,  whose  death  filled  him  with  so  great  a 
horror  of  the  cruel  world,  that  he  at  once  entered  the 
Order  of  St.  Dominic. 

The  Carmelites  are  much  less  considerable  as 
I  atroiis  of  art  than  either  Domihicans  or  Eranciscans, 
but  their  limited  patronage  in  E’lorence  was  very 
wisely  extended,  and  among  its  art-treasnres  their 
church  contains  those  frescoes  liy  Masaccio,  which 
are  a  landmark  in  the  history  of  art,  as  imjiortant 
as  the  Pisan  2>idpit  or  the  first  frescoes  of  Giotto. 
Elitherto  no  great  advance  h.ad  been  made  in  technical 
skill  beyond  the  point  to  which  Giotto  had  lirought 
it,  and  these  frescoes,  painted  about  1 120  liy  the 
shock-headed  and  slovenly  young  Elorentine,  are  the 
bridge  that  spans  the  gulf  between  the  clear,  pale, 
shadowless  creations  of  the  Giottesques,  and  the  firm¬ 
standing  realistic  figures  of  the  golden  age.  And 
these  frescoes  in  the  Carmine  were  the  models  from 
which  the  greatest  painters  learned  their  craft;  here 
studied  Lionardo,  Andrea  del  Sarto,  Era  Bartolomeo, 
Perugino,  Raphael ;  and  here  also  painted  Alichel- 
angelo,  a  fellow-student,  to  his  cost,  of  violent, 
jealous  Torrigiano,  who  here  in  this  chapel  smashed 
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th  e  nose  of  liis  more  successful  comrade.  Hero, 
too,  the  little  beggar  boy,  Filippo  Lipi)i,  the  gutter 
child  adopted  by  the  friars  out  of  l)ity,  learned 
the  first  priuci])les  of  jiainting,  probably  grinding 
colours  for  Masaccio  and  running  errands  for  him. 
Poor  Lippo  Lippi  was  at  that  time  a  child  of  nine  or 
ten,  thankful  no  doubt  to  be  well  housed  and  fed,  and 
little  dreaming  how  unsuited  was  his  nature  to  the  lot 
that  destitution  had  forced  on  him,  little  guessing  the 


paid  them  by  monks  and  friars,  and,  with  the  ex¬ 
ception  of  the  brief  local  revival  brought  about  by 
the  preaching  of  Savonarola,  the  moral  intluenee,  too, 
of  the  mendicant  friars  was  on  the  wane;  the  s[)irit 
of  the  affe  was  turned  towards  classicism  and  un- 
belief ;  the  Roman  Church  was  sinking  into  that 
state  of  luxury  and  corrujdion  that  fifty  years  later 
was  to  bring  about  the  Reformation.  Not  only  in 
art,  but  in  morals  also  the  friars  had  done  a  great 
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exciting  and  questionable  adventures  fate  held  in 
store  for  him.  He  lived  till  14G9,  the  year  of  Fra 
Bartolomeo’s  birth,  by  which  time  the  patronage  of 
the  begging  friars  was  much  less  necessary  to  artists 
than  it  had  been  of  old.  For,  greatly  through  the 
influence  of  these  friars,  education  had  increased,  and 
the  love  of  art  became  universal  :  the  material  pros¬ 
perity  of  Italy,  too,  was  established,  the  Papal  power 
was  extending  in  Rome,  the  wealth  and  influence 
of  the  Medici  paramount  in  Florence.  Popes,  nobles, 
burghers,  merchants  now  were  the  favourite  patrons 
of  the  artists,  who  began  to  lament  at  the  low  prices 
5G9 


work  :  In  an  age  of  oligarchal  tyranny  they  were 

the  protectors  of  the  weak  ;  in  an  age  of  ignorance  the 
instructors  of  mankind,  and  in  an  age  of  profligacy 
the  stern  vindicators  of  the  holiness  of  the  sacerdotal 
character,  and  of  the  virtues  of  domestic  life.”  Thus 
writes  of  them  a  Protestant  English  historian  of  our 
own  age,  and  lovers  of  art  will  count  among  their  good 
works  that  in  an  age  when  there  were  few  wealthy 
patrons,  they  eneouraged  the  highest  art,  that  their 
patronage  was  generously  bestowed  on  the  best  and 
most  enlightened  artists,  and  that  they  were  in  those 
early  days  leaders  in  the  movement  of  artistic  liberty. 
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l"T  few  races  liave  ever  shown  a  greater 
iplitiule  for  producing’  beautiful  or¬ 
namental  designs  as  ap- 
]>lied  to  the  decoration  of 
illuminated  ]MSS.,  eccle¬ 
siastical  metal-work^  and 
memorial  crosses,  than  the 
ancient  Irish  or  Scoti,  as 
they  were  callc'd  in  the 
seventh  century.  It  is 
gratifying,  therefore,  to 
find  that  the  native  arts  of  Great  Britain  have  at 
last  hegun  to  attract  the  attention  of  the  Committee 
of  Conma'l  on  Education,  and  that  under 
their  auspices  iNliss  iMargaret  Stokes  has 
|)repared  a,  work  on  “  Early  Christian 
Art  in  Ireland,”*  recently  published, 
forming  one  of  the  admirable  series  of 
South  Kensington  INfuseum  Handbooks. 

The  art-treasures  of  Spain,  Persia,  Russia, 
and  Scandinavia  have  already  been  done 
justice  to  at  the  hands  of  experts  chosen 
on  account  of  their  special  knowledge  of 
each  country,  and 
no  one  is  more 
competent  t(i  deal 
with  Ireland  than 
Miss  Margaret 
Stokes,  the  able 
editor  of  Lord 
Dun  raven’s  mag- 
niticent  work  on 

Irish  architecture.  Now  that  the  autho¬ 
rities  who  direct  the  South  Kensington 
Museum  have  gone  so  far  as  to  puldish  a 
handbook  of  Irish  art,  it  is  to  be  hoped 
that  a  collection  will  1)0  formed  for  the 
]>romotion  of  the  study  of  the  subject, 
consisting  of  reproductions  of  the  metal- 
\vork,  casts  of  the  sculptured  crosses,  and 
photographs  or  facsimiles  of  the  illu¬ 
minated  MSS.  At])resent  we  are  o])liged 
to  content  ourselves  with  written  descrip¬ 
tions,  unless  we  visit  the  various  ]iarts  of 
Ireland  where  the  exaiipdes  are  to  be  found. 

*  “  Eurlv  Christian  Art  in  Ireland.”  ]>y 
IMargfiret  Stokes.  I’uhlishcd  for  the  Conimittoi'  of 
Council  on  Education,  hy  Chapman  and  Hall, 

Limited.  (1888.1  the  cross  or  cong. 


jMiss  Stokes’s  object  is  not  to  present  a  guide  to 
the  antiquities  of  Ireland,  but  rather  to  indicate  how 
those  antiquities  should  be  ap])roached,  so  as  to  draw 
forth  whatever  elements  of  instruction  may  lie  hidden 
in  them  for  workers  in  the  present  day.  It  is  a  great 
pity  that  no  general  sketch  is  given  at  the  commence¬ 
ment  of  the  origin  and  development  of  the  peculiar 
forms  of  Celtic  ornament,  showing  whence  the  dif¬ 
ferent  elements  originally  came,  and  how  they  were 
modi  lied,  first  by  the  introduction  of  Christianity  and 
the  art  of  illumination  into  Ireland,  and  subsequently 
by  their  transference  to  other  geographical  areas  with 
the  spread  of  Irish  Christianity.  It  is  also  to  be 
regretted  that  nothing  is  said  as  to  the 
]:o.=sibility  of  reviving  Celtic  art,  pointing 
out  in  what  way  a  knowledge  of  its  prin¬ 
ciples  might  be  usefully  apjilied  to  modern 
work,  or  to  what  branches  of  industry  it 
is  most  suitable.  The  authoress  leaves 
the  student  to  extract  whatever  elements 
of  instruction  may  be  hidden  in  the  ob¬ 
jects  she  describes  by  his  own  unaided 
genius,  without  any  further  help. 

A¥e  are  told 
too  little  about 
the  origin  of 
Celtic  ornament 
of  the  Christian 
portion  of  the 
last  period.  Its 
chief  character¬ 
istics  consist,  first 
in  the  arrangement  in  panels — each  one 
being  complete  in  itself — and  secondly,  in 
that  it  comprises  four  principal  kinds  of 
])atterns,  (1)  spirals,  (3)  interlaced  work, 
(3)  key  ])attcrns,  and  (1)  beasts  or  reptiles 
with  long  thin  bodies  and  lindjs  twisted 
and  knotted  together.  These  patterns 
are  combined  in  special  ways  so  as  to 
])roduce  a  pleasing  contrast  between  the 
stiff  geometrical  lines  of  the  key  patterns 
and  the  gracefully  flowing  spirals  and 
knot  work. 

The  most  reasonable  theory  as  to  the 
origin  of  the  style  seems  to  be  that  the 
interlaced  work  was  introduced  with 
Christianity  and  the  art  of  writing  from 
Italy,  through  Gaul.  The  key  patterns 
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may  have  come  from  the  same  source,  or,  what  seems 
more  probable,  may  have  been  developed  by  the  Irish 
scribes  iii  the  MSS.,  from  the  facility  witli  which 
borders  of  this  kind  can  be  made  with  tlie  pea.  The 
spirals  are  evidently  adapted  from  tlie  Celtic  metal¬ 
work  of  the  preceding  pagan  ])eriod.  It  might  be 
possible  to  go  still  further,  and  trace  the  spirals 
to  a  continental  origin  in  prehistoric  times,  and  the 


Christianity,  and  thus  modilied  it  was  spread  thnmgh- 
out  Europe  again  by  the  Irish  scribes,  though  it 
never  prevailed  outside  their  sphere,  and  finally  died 
with  them.” 

The  art  of  writing  was  carried  to  the  highest 
perfection  in  Ireland,  and  sixty  -  one  remarkable 
scribes  are  mentioned  in  the  “  Annals  of  the  Four 
Masters  ”  as  having  flourished  in  Ireland  before  the 


rOETION  OF  AN  ILLUMINATED  MONOQliAM  IN  THE  “BOOK  OF  KELLS.” 


interlaced  work  to  the  Eastern  source  from  which 
it  was  introduced  into  Byzantine  art.  The  prob¬ 
lem  is  one  of  the  highest  interest ;  and  now  that 
some  of  our  leading  archsEologists  are  attacking  it, 
more  light  will  before  long’,  in  all  probability,  be 
thrown  on  the  subject.  Miss  Stokes  is  led  to  con¬ 
clude  that  in  the  Carlovingian  MSS.  of  the  ninth 
century  we  see  not  merely  a  mixture  of  styles, 
and  that  in  the  introduction  of  Irish  decoration  we 
have  examples  of  the  engrafting  of  an  archaic  style 
upon  another  of  later  date — a  style  that  had  died 
out  in  Italy  and  Southern  Gaul,  but  lived  on  in 
Ireland,  to  return  there  centuries  later.  “In  Ireland 
its  character  had  been  modified  by  absorbing  what¬ 
ever  designs — such  as  the  divergent  spiral — prevailed 
in  the  country  at  the  time  of  the  introduction  of 


year  9U0.  Much  space  is  therefore  wisely  devoted  to 
the  early  Irish  MSS.  and  the  work  of  Irish  scribes 
abroad,  not  because  their  caligiaphy  is  ever  likely 
to  be  copied  at  the  jiresent  day,  but  because  of  the 
great  beauty  of  the  ornamental  pages  and  borders  of 
the  MSS.  which  may  suggest  ideas  to  the  modern 
designer  for  application  to  other  purposes.  AYe  are 
told  that  in  the  six  ornamental  pages  of  the  “  Book 
of  Kells  ”  there  is  a  gradual  increase  of  splen¬ 
dour,  the  culminating  point  of  which  is  reached  in 
the  monogram  of  Christ  (“  XPI  autem  generatio  ” 
at  the  beginning  of  St.  JMatthew’s  Gospel),  and 
ui)on  it  is  lavished,  with  all  the  fervent  devotion 
of  the  Irish  scribe,  every  variety  of  design  to  be 
found  in  Celtic  art,  so  that  the  name  which  is 
an  ejjitome  of  his  faith  is  also  an  epitome  of  his 
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art.  Wliile  tlie  Irish  and 
foreig’n  Irish  MSS.  are  de¬ 
scribed  at  considerable  len^dh, 
those  in  England  are  ilis- 
missed  in  a  short  parag'raph, 
and  the  labours  of  English 
archseologists  like  Professor 
\Vest\vood,  who  may  almost 
lie  said  to  have  discovered 
Irish  art,  are  completely  ig- 
noretl.  In  the  same  way  the 
Pala‘ogra])hical  Society’s  pub¬ 
lications  have  been  omitted 
from  the  list  of  authorities 
on  illumination.  Of  metal¬ 
work  all  the  most  important 
examples  are  illnstrated  and 
their  various  ])eculiarif ies  re¬ 
ferred  to  in  considerable  de¬ 
tail.  Many  of  the  metal 
shriiu's  are  of  great  interest, 
as  being  assoeiatml  with  the 
name  of  some  early  saint  in 
the  first  instance,  and  after¬ 
wards  handed  down  from 
father  to  son  in  the  family 
of  an  hereditary  keejier,  thus  possessing  an  authentic 
histoiy  formally  centuries  until  at  last  a  safe  resting- 


]ilace  was  found  in  the  Na¬ 
tional  jMuseum  in  Dublin. 
The  chapter  on  sculpture  is, 
jierhaps,  the  least  satisfactory 
in  the  liook,  probably  because 
twenty-two  out  of  the  forty- 
live  Irish  crosses  have  never  yet 
been  described  or  illustrated, 
so  that  the  list  of  subjects 
is  necessarily  very  imperfect. 
The  last  chapter  is  devoted 
to  architecture,  and  concludes 
with  an  exceedingly  instruc¬ 
tive  chronological  table  giving 
the  dates  of  the  various  works 
of  art  in  stone, metal,  and  MSS. 

To  sum  up.  Miss  Stokesfs 
work  is,  in  spite  of  all  omis¬ 
sions,  ipiite  the  best  text-liook 
extant  oii  the  subjc'ct,  and 
contains  a  vast  amount  of 
valuable  information  svste- 
matically  arranged.  It  is  to 
be  hoped  that  the  result  of 
its  publication  will  be  to  in¬ 
crease  the  interest  taken  in 
the  study  of  our  national  art  antiquities  so  as  pei’- 
haps  in  time  to  produce  a  “^Neo-Celtic  style.'’ 


CUICUENT  ART. 

THE  INSTITUTE  OF  PAINTEltS  IN  OIL  COLOURS. 


For  many  reasons  the  Institute  of  Painters  in 
Oil  Colours  is  to  be  congratulated  on  its  wdnlcr 
exhibition.  Not  only  has  an  unusually  large  number 
of  interesting  and  able  works  been  sent  in,  but  the 
hanging  committee  has  shown  much  taste  and  tact 
in  the  disposition  of  the  pictures.  In  the  centre  of 
the  large  gallery  is  Sir  J.  D.  Linton’s  portrait  group — ■ 
“  IMaud  and  iMay,  Daughters  of  E.  Meredith  Crosse, 
Esq.”  Quite  apart  from  its  merits  as  a  portrait,  this 
work  has  many  points  of  excellence.  It  is  admirable 
in  composition,  and  its  background  and  accessories 
are  full  of  interest.  Of  the  models,  one  is  seated 
at  a  jiiano,  the  other  stands,  fiddle  in  hand,  ready 
to  ]day.  The  red  of  the  draperies  and  the  gold 
of  the  screen  have  given  the  President  an  oppor¬ 
tunity  of  rendering  colour  and  texture,  of  wdiich 
he  h  as  not  failed  to  take  advantage.  IMr.  Alma- 
Tadema  exhibits  a  delightful  little  “Study”  (see 
p.  121)  of  two  gracefully  jiosed  girls,  the  interest  of 
the  sketch  depending  in  a  great  measure  on  the  con¬ 
trast  which  the  jet-black  hair  of  the  one  affords  to 


the  rich  red  hair  of  the  other.  Mr.  J.  J.  Shannon, 
whose  work  is  alwa_ys  looked  for  with  interest,  sends 
three  canvases.  Perhaps  the  finest  of  them  is  the  full- 
length  ]iortrait  of  a  girl,  in  which  “  rose-pink ’’ is 
the  dominant  colour.  It  is  doubtless  too  much  a 
xvork  of  the  impressionist  school  ;  at  the  same  time 
there  is  nothing  sli[)shod  in  it,  pose,  colour,  and  draw¬ 
ing  being  alike  admirable.  Air.  T.  .B.  Kennington’s 

“  Portrait  of  Aladame  G - ,”  a  lady  in  black,  seen 

against  a  g’rey  ground — 1  hough  j^erhaps  a  little  weak 
in  colour — is  drawn  with  much  ease  and  grace.  A 
word  of  praise  must  be  said  for  Mr.  Percy  Bigland’s 
“Lady  Elizabeth  Taylor,”  a  simjile  yet  dignified  por¬ 
trait  of  a  lady  in  grey  against  a  red  background. 

The  portraits  of  “  Baron  Gevers  ”  and  “  AI.  Le 
Comte  de  Saint-Genys,”  by  Air.  Hidjert  Vos,  have 
not  the  force  and  charm  of  this  artist’s  work  at 
Suffolk  Street;  they  are  nevertheless  efficient  both 
in  colour  and  draughtsmanship.  Before  leaving  the 
jiortrait-jrai liters,  who  are  well  represented  at  the 
Institute,  we  must  not  omit  to  mention  the  works 
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o£  Mrs.  Louise  Jopling,  and  of  Messrs.  S.  J.  Solo¬ 
mon  and  S.  Melton  Fisher. 

Of  purely  imaginative  or  allegorical  pictures  thei’e 
are  few,  and  these  few  are  by  no  means  good.  Mr. 
Henry  Ryland’s  ^‘St.  Dorothea  and  the  Roses, as  a 
piece  of  decoration,  should  be  pleasing  in  colour,  and 
it  is  precisely  in  colour  that  it  fails.  We  must 
confess  that  we  are  wearied  with  the  researches  of 
Mr.  Stock^s  “  Soul,^’  in  the  natural  world.  With 
tedious  iteration  this  curioxis  embodiment  contem- 


Our  hdsher  Folk”  may  be  said  to  be  in  Mr. 
John  R.  Reid’s  latest  manner.  In  colour,  espe¬ 
cially  in  the  predominance  of  red,  it  recalls  his 
well-known  “  Smugglers,”  but  utterly  without  truth 
in  the  lighting.  It  is,  in  fact,  as  different  as  can 
be  from  the  pictures,  so  cool  in  tone,  which  first 
won  him  recognition.  At  the  same  time  it  is  a  work 
of  power  and  force,  and  is  marked  by  a  certain 
grimness  of  humour.  Mr.  George  Morton’s  'OVfter 
the  Bath”  is  a  delicately-painted  nude,  with  con- 


MOOMRISE  IN  SEPTEMBER. 

(From  the  Fainting  by  Alfred  East,  li.T.  Institute  of  Painters  in  Oil  Colours.  Engraved  by  C.  Carter.) 


plates  something  fresh  in  every  exhibition.  This 
time  it  displays  its  wonderment  at  the  “grass  of  the 
held.”  Mr.  Stock’s  other  allegory,  “  Sin  Piercing 
the  Heart  of  Love,”  is  more  thrilling,  but  not  much 
more  satisfactory.  In  the  held  of  genre  and  hgure- 
painting  the  present  exhibition  is  particularly  strong. 
“  The  Children’s  Prayer,”  by  Mr.  Arthur  Hacker,  will 
no  doubt  attract  much  attention,  and  it  will  do  so 
deservedly.  It  is  an  interesting,  finely  painted  re¬ 
presentation  of  children  praying  at  their  mother’s 
knee.  But  to  us  it  seems  lacking  in  realism,  to 
be  too  swept  and  garnished  to  be  a  faithful  picture 
of  life.  Mr.  George  Wetherbee’s  “  Autumn  ”  is  a 
strong  canvas,  representing  a  peasant  girl  carrying 
sticks.  “  Rival  Graces,”  by  Mr.  Lucien  Davis, 
is  false  and  hot  in  colour,  and  cheap  in  effect.  It 
seems  to  be  an  imitation — a  very  long  way  off — 
of  a  memorable  picture  by  Mr.  E.  J.  Gregory. 


siderable  charm,  though  somewhat  deheient  in 
strength.  Messrs.  Chevalier  Tayler,  B.  A.  Bate¬ 
man,  and  Stanhope  Forbes  represent  the  Kewlyn 
school.  For  Mr.  Forbes’s  “  Fisherman’s  Reading- 
room,”  a  lamplight  effect,  which  recalls  his  masterly 
“  Village  Harmonics  ”  in  the  last  Academy,  we  have 
nothing  but  praise  ;  it  is  in  all  respects  a  thoroughly 
capable  work.  However,  when  we  examine  the 
works  of  Messrs.  Tayler  and  Bateman  we  can  only 
regret  that  the  school  of  painters  who  have  done 
so  much  good  work  at  Newly n  should  have  become 
completely  enthralled  by  their  own  convention.  No 
fault  can  be  found  with  their  technique  ;  as  crafts¬ 
men  they  have  attained  a  high  position,  yet  they 
seem  now  to  be  hopelessly  mannered.  Even  if  it 
be  granted  that  their  convention  is  a  good  one, 
that  does  not  help  them  much ;  for  the  best  conven¬ 
tion  is  bad  enough  to  prove  the  ruin  of  an  artist’s 
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imlividuality.  la  ^fr.  E.  IT  Tlillet’s  “Tender 
Chord  there  is  some  deligditful  work^  espeeially  in 
the  hacko-round.  This  skilful  artist  has  evidently 
found  his  “  period/'’  and  means  to  devote  himself  to 
painting’  the  quaint  costumes  and  charming'  sur¬ 
rounding's  which  lent  so  much  interest  to  his  recent 
Academy  picture.  High  praise  is  due  to  :\[r.  L. 
Bernard  Hall's  “  Andante  ;  to  say  that  it  is  far  and 
away  tin'  l)est  nude  in  the  exluljition  is  to  give  a 
meagre  idea  of  its  merit.  It  represents  a  girl  lying 
on  her  hack  playing  pipes;  in  pose  and  arrangement 
it  is  quite  sim])hp  yet  its  singularly  heautifnl  drawing 
and  richness  of  colour  entitle  it  to  he  ranked  highly 
as  a  work  of  art.  “  Hagar/”  by  Mr.  A.  S.  Coke,  is  a 
striking  work,  and,  whether  we  like  it  or  not,  compels 
our  attention.  Ilagar  is  represented  draped  in  blue, 
standing  in  a  desert  of  rock  and  sand  beneath  what 
seems  a  noonday  sun.  IMr.  Ered.  Brown’s  “  Rude 
Boreas”  is  a  convincing’ly  truthful  impression,  full  of 
life  and  atmosphere.  It  sets  before  us  the  figure  of  a 
girl  on  the  seashore,  “  the  delight  of  the  wind  in  her 
eyes,  and  the  hand  of  the  wind  in  her  hair.”  The 
Institute  is  never  without  a  sprinkling  of  so-called 
humorous  pictures,  which  are,  as  often  as  not,  ahvays 
somewhat  depressing.  IMr.  Carrington  sends  his  ac¬ 
customed  dog-picture,  which  depends  for  its  effect 
more  on  its  title  than  on  its  painting  ;  this  time  it 
is  called  “They  won’t  be  happy  till  they  get ’em.” 
The  qualities  in  the  execution  of  jMr.  Hollman’s 
“  Vols.  I.,  II.,  and  III.”  hardly  atone  for  its  subject: 
black-and-white  should  have  been  its  medium.  In 
landscape  the  Institute  is  genuinely  strong.  If  for 
nothing  else,  the  jn’esent  exhibition  deserves  to  lie 
remembered  for  Mr.  East’s  magnifcent  transcripts 
from  naturi'.  Ec'W  liner  landscapes  have  been  ex¬ 
hibited  by  Englishmen  for  some  years  than  Mr. 
East’s  “  Evening  after  a  Storm”  and,  especially, 
“MoonriM'  in  Se[)tember.”  (See  ]>.  l;Id.)  They  show 
an  appreciation  of  tone  and  a  feeling  for  the  subtle¬ 
ties  of  atmospheric  effect  and  of  light,  which  are  only 
too  rare  in  contemporary  landscape-painting.  jMr. 
W.  L.  Wyllic’s  “  Highway  of  Nations  ”  possesses 
the  merits  which  characterise  all  this  accomplished 
artist’s  drawings  of  the  lower  Thames.  It  seems  a 
pity,  however,  that,  by  displaying  so  little  variety 
either  in  subject  or  treatment,  he  should  run  the 
risk  of  becoming  known  as  a  painter  of  one  picture. 
“  Still  'Waters”  is  the  name  of  IMr.  Alfred  Parsons’s 
solitary  canvas.  Mr.  Frank  AValton  is  represented 
by  three  vigorous  landscai)es,  of  which  that  entitled 
“Daylight  on  its  Last  Pui’ide  Cloud”  is  perhaps 
the  best.  i\fr.  Alexander  Ib  irrison,  the  well-known 
meudjer  of  the  “open  air  school,”  sends  three  vividly 
drawn  seascapes,  while  the  works  of  Messrs.  Keeley 
Ilalswelle,  Joseph  Knight,  A.  F.  Grace,  Ayerst  In¬ 
gram,  and  Adolph  Birkenruth  w’ill  all  repay  study. 


THE  ROYAL  SOCIETY  OF  PAINTERS  IN  WATER 
COLOURS. 

The  winter  exhibition  of  the  Royal  Society  in 
WMter  Colours  is  on  the  whole  satisfactory  and  re- 
])resentative.  The  brilliant  drawings  by  Mr.  Bnrne 
Jones  will  doubtless  attract  the  greatest  amount  of 
attention.  Carltas  ”  is  a  design  of  extraordinary 
grace  and  power.  Both  in  colour  and  drawing  it  is 
entirely  free  from  the  conventionality  and  mawkish¬ 
ness  which,  if  they  do  not  belong  to  Air.  Burne 
Jones,  at  least  characterise  the  cult  to  which  his 
pictures  have  given  rise.  The  figure  of  Caritas  is  not 
haggard  and  lank,  but  of  great  comeliness;  while  the 
cherubs  which  surround  her — so  far  fnnn  being  lean 
and  lithe  —  are  positively  chubby.  The  draperies, 
which  are  of  a  rich  red,  are  admirably  rendered  ;  and 
as  an  experiment  in  water  colour,  whether  strength¬ 
ened  by  pastel  or  only  body-colour,  the  work  is  a  lo/ir 
deforce.  “An  Angel”  (6il)  is  not  so  satisfactor3L 
It  is  composed  and  painted  in  Air.  Burne  Jones’s 
most  “intense”  manner,  and  is  distinguished  by 
an  angularity  of  feature  and  a  sickliness  of  colour 
which  are  somewhat  tedious.  In  addition  to  these 
two  designs  in  colour  Mr.  Bnrne  Jones  sends  a 
series  of  exquisite  pencil  drawings.  Ills  skill  in  this 
branch  of  art  is  uncontested,  and  those  who  saw 
his  beautiful  drawings  at  the  New  Gallery  in  the 
summer  will  be  pleased  to  have  further  evidence  of 
his  perfect  mastery  of  pure  line.  Air.  E.  J.  Poynter 
exhibits  an  interesting  study  for  the  principal  figure 
in  “  A  Corner  of  the  Alarket  Place,”  done  in  chalks 
on  red  paper.  His  “  Study  of  a  Head”  is  not  quite 
so  good  ;  while  its  juxtaposition  to  a  drawing  by  Air. 
Burne  Jones  affords  a  capital  opportunity  of  com- 
])aring  the  method  and  cjuality  of  the  two  artists. 
On  the  same  wall  hang  Air.  Poynter’s  other  “Study” 
(see  next  page),  some  finished  studies  by  Sir  Fre¬ 
derick  Leighton  for  his  ])icture  of  “  Andromache  ” 
that  were  recently  published  in  The  AIagazine  of 
Aut.  Air.  Stacy  Marks  exhibits  no  less  than  seven 
of  his  careful,  uninsjiired  drawings,  the  pleasantest  to 
look  upon  being  the  sunlight  sketch  entitled  “  Forty 
M’inks.”  Aliss  Clara  Alontalba  has  never  been  seen 
to  greater  advantage  than  in  the  present  exhibition. 
She  has  at  last  deserted  ATnice  and  Holland,  in 
the  representation  of  which  she  was  fast  becoming 
mannered,  for  the  lakes  and  sea-coast  of  Sweden. 
She  sends  nine  admirable  drawing.s,  which,  with  one 
exception,  “  The  Alarket  Place,  Stockholm,”  a  vivid 
piece  of  colour,  are  all  uncompromisingly  gre^L  They 
are  executed  with  much  daintiness  and  retinement, 
and  display  a  subtle  appreciation  for  atmospheric 
effect.  Air.  Robert  AV.  Allan,  as  a  colourist,  has 
few  rivals.  During  the  last  few  years  he  has  been 
steadily  adding  to  his  reputation,  and  the  drawings 
which  he  exhibits  this  winter  will  detract  nothing 
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STUDY  OF  A  HEAD. 

{By  E.  J.  Poynter,  R.A.  Royal  Society  of  Painters  in  Water  Colours.) 


from  it.  He  has  caug-lit  the  atmosphere  of  old- 
fashioned  Dutch  towns  with  extraordinary  precision^ 
as  is  proved  by  his  sketches  of  Dordrecht. 

Mr.  Albert  Goodwin^s  drawing's  of  Clovelly  are 
far  more  intelligible  than  this  accomplished  artist’s 
work  generally  is.  In  his  sketch  of  Durham/’  how¬ 
ever,  which  is  almost  as  lurid  and  unhealthy  in  colour 
as  his  “  Lincoln  ”  of  last  year  was,  he  returns  em¬ 
phatically  to  that  distorted  conception  of  nature  to 
which  he  has  accustomed  us  in  previous  exhibitions. 
IMr.  Herbert  Marshall  has  fortunately  torn  himself 


away  from  London,  the  tone  of  which  he  never  seems 
to  have  quite  caught,  and  contributes  some  ailmirablc 
work.  “  A  Cornish  Street  ”  and  “  Landing  Nets — 
St.  Ives  Pier”  are  distinguished  by  a  charm  of  feel¬ 
ing  and  truth  of  colour  which  entitles  them  to  high 
praise.  Mr.  Arthur  Hopkins’s  “  Golden  Hour  ”  is  far 
from  satisfactory.  Its  foreground,  we  must  admit, 
is  interesting  and  well  drawn,  but  its  background 
is  entirely  unconvineing.  The  artist  seems  himself 
to  have  been  undecided  as  to  its  form  and  substance, 
and  he  has  not  unnaturally  failed  to  make  us  realise 


]26 


THE  AEAGAZTNE  OE  ART. 


thnt  the  hacki]^roniul  is  anythiiii;’  but  a  Hat  silhouette. 
Air.  Charles  Roljertsou’s  “  Alill  Creek,  Dartmouth,” 
which  hangs  close  to  Air.  lIo[)kiiis’s  picture,  is  far 
better  both  in  colour  and  effect. 

It  is  difficult  to  fairly  estimate  Sir  Oswald  Rrierley’s 
seascapes;  as  pictures  they  nearly  all  fail.  Even  if 
Sir  Oswald  does  depend  more  on  reminiscences  of 
Do  AVint  and  the  earlier  English  school  than  in  his 
own  observation  for  many  of  his  effects,  yet  he  ])aints 
the  sea  with  tolerable  accuracy,  while  his  drawing  of 
boats  is  no  donbt  unimpeachable.  At  the  same  time, 
he  never  seems  to  compose  his  ])ictures  ;  their  interest 
is  “all  over  the  place,”  and  they  leave  nothing  but  a 
blurred  image  on  the  mind.  That  versatile  and  in¬ 
defatigable  artist.  Air.  AValter  Crane,  in  spite  of  the 
labour  entailed  by  the  “Arts  and  Crafts,”  has  found 
time  to  complete  and  exhil)it  no  less  than  eight  water¬ 
colour  sketches.  Several  of  them  are  the  drawings 
of  the  Acropolis  at  Athens  ;  these*,  we  must  confess, 
have  little  interest  for  us,  but  the  “Study  of  Aledi- 
t<‘rraneau  Elue”  is  an  exquisite  piece  of  colour, 
and  “  A  Study  from  the  Sand — Harlech  ”  has  much 
delicacy  and  charm.  In  the  Held  of  poetic  landsca])e 
Mr.  Alatthew  Hale  has  achieved  much,  and  this  year 
he  has  done  himself  ample  justice.  His  “Italian 
Twilight”  is  a  line  imaginative  work,  as  is  also  his 
“October  Evening,”  though  the  latter  is  |)erhaps 
tinged  a  little  too  much  with  mysticism.  Ry  this 
lime  we  have  learnt  to  expect  from  Air.  David 
Alurray  pictures  full  of  light  and  life;  we  are,  there¬ 
fore,  all  the  more  surprised  at  the  genuinely  weird 
and  sombre  little  drawings  which  he  sends  to  the 
present  exhibition.  AAA  have  no  fewer  than  ten  draw¬ 
ings  from  the  facile  pencil  of  Air.  Alfred  Hunt,  who 
still  remains  faithful  to  his  favourite  AATiitby.  Nor 
must  we  overlook  the  solitary  seascape  by  Air.  Henry 
Aloore,  the  half  a  dozen  delightful  sketches  of  the 
Surrey  hills  by  Airs.  Allingham,  whose  touch  has  lost 
nothing  f)f  its  delicacy,  or  the  two  vigorous  drawings 
by  Air.  A.  11.  Alarsh.  AAA  have  only  space  to  refer  to 
the  landscapes  of  Alessrs.  Birket  Foster,  AVaterlow, 
Tom  Lloyd,  S.  P.  Jackson,  and  Naftel,  and  the  fresh 
little  drawing  by  Aliss  Aland  Naftel  which  bears  the 
inscription  “The  Helds  breathe  sweet,  the  daisies 
kiss  our  feet.” 

It  wi  11  1  >e  gathered  from  what  we  have  said 
that  nearly  all  the  most  noticeable  pictures  in  the 
exhibition  are  landscapes.  Sir  John  Gilbert  only  ex¬ 
hibits  a  couple  of  sketches  for  jactures,  which  have 
hung  in  Pall  Alall  in  former  years;  they  are  painted 
with  a  certain  rude  vigour,  but  without  much  dis¬ 
tinction  of  style.  Air.  J.  H.  Henshall’s  “  Brown 
Study” — the  portrait  of  a  dark-complexioned  girl  in 
brown — is  admirable  alike  in  colour  and  draughts¬ 
manship.  But  there  is  scarcely  another  yew-re  jiicture 
in  the  exhibition  which  we  can  unre.servedly  praise. 


THE  ROYAL  SOCIETY  OF  BRITISH  ARTISTS. 

The  Royal  Society  of  British  Artists  has  of  late 
undergone  many  vicissitudes.  It  had  perhaps  touched 
its  lowest  dejith  some  years  ago,  when  Air.  AATiistler 
took  it  in  hand.  Under  the  auspices  of  the  “  butter¬ 
fly  ”  it  became  the  home  of  what  may  lie  called 
the  Tntrroisiqeant  school.  It  then  served  a  distinct 
jiurpose,  for  it  enabled  us  to  see  the  woilc  of  certain 
able,  if  eccentric,  artists,  who  do  not  readily  gain 
admittance  elsewhere.  It  now,  however,  threatens 
to  relapse  into  its  former  state  ;  at  all  events,  it  has 
become  once  more  unmistakably  British.  Its  walls 
are  now  hung  with  those  (pndntly  humorous  and 
homely  pathetic  “subjects”  so  dear  to  the  illus¬ 
trators  of  children’s  magazines.  The  revolution  is 
indeed  complete,  aud,  as  we  have  said,  foretells  dis¬ 
aster  to  the  exhibitions,  so  far  as  the  members  are 
concerned.  In  fact,  had  not  the  President  displayed 
extraordinary  vigour  in  obtaining  contributions  from 
outsiders,  we  should  have  little  enough  to  chronicle 
here.  But,  as  it  is,  a  handful  of  distinguished  visitors 
have  lent  their  aid  to  Air.  AA^yke  Bayliss  and  redeemed 
the  exhibition  from  failure.  The  picture  which  no 
m.)  doubt  will  attract  the  greatest  amount  of  atten¬ 
tion  is  Air.  AAatts’s  “  Ganymede.”  He  has  repre¬ 
sented  the  yonthful  Trojan  as  an  open-eyed  child  of 
tender  years;  the  eagle  of  Zeus  by  his  side  shows 
that  he  holds  otllce  in  Olympos,  while  the  grapes 
and  the  cup  whicli  he  grasps  in  his  hands  are  the 
proper  attributes  of  the  cup-bearer  to  the  gods.  The 
picture — another  version  of  which,  by  the  way,  has 
jireviously  been  exhibited — is  painted  with  a  rare 
combination  of  vigonr  and  grace.  The  draperies  are 
of  a  rich  red,  and  the  colour  throughout  is  admirable. 
Sir  Frederick  Leighton  comes  to  the  rescue  with  a 
“Study”  of  an  ideally-})retty  girl  in  green.  It  is 
only  a  study  and  is  very  thinly  painted,  but  it  is 
none  the  less  of  remarkable  beauty.*  The  President 
of  the  Royal  Academy  also  sends  a  sketch  for  his 
“Daphnephoria,”  as  well  as  three  seascapes,  “Sketches 
from  Rhodes,”  which,  slight  as  they  arc,  are  full  of 
interest.  The  chalk-drawing  of  “The  Right  Hon. 
Arthur  J.  Balfour,”  by  Air.  Richmond  though 

executed  some  years  ago,  still  remains  a  sireaking 
likeness  of  the  Irish  Secretary.  Air.  AA’yke  Bayliss, 
the  new  President  of  the  Society,  exhibits  three 
architectural  paintings  which  display  great  feeling 
for  the  Gothic  order,  but  which  are  marred  by  a 
spottiness  of  effect  and  a  lamentable  want  of  Hrmness 
in  the  draughtsmanship.  The  “  Portrait  of  my 
friend,  G.  Romen,”  by  Air.  Hubert  AAs,  who  is  not 
a  member  of  the  Society,  looks  strangely  ont  of  place 
in  the  present  exhibition.  Last  year  it  might  have 

*  A  photogra  vure  of  this  charming  work  will  shortly  he  pub¬ 
lished  in  The  M.\nAZiXE  of  Art. 
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hung'  on  the  walls  and  attracted  but  no  more  notice 
than  its  merits  deserved ;  this  year  it  seems  the 
most  striking  thing  in  the  gallery.  It  is  a  bold  im¬ 
pression  of  a  full-length  figure,  painted,  perhaps,  too 
much  in  the  convention  of  the  impressionist  school, 
but,  at  the  same  time,  easy,  vigorous,  and  life-like, 
splendidly  drawn  and  modelled. 

Mr.  Vos  is  a  versatile  man,  and  his 
“  Study  of  a  Head  :  Chelsea  Pen¬ 
sioner,'”  though  in  a  very  different 
style,  is  no  less  meritorious.  Mr. 

T.  B.  Kennington’s  “  Shelling 
Peas^’  is  a  bri  ght,  1  uminous  little 
picture,  with  an  amount  of  colour 
in  it  which  is  not  often  observable 
in  this  artist’s  work.  “  Badinage,” 
by  Mr.  Haynes  King,  represents 
two  fisher-girls  leaning  over  the 
pier  bandying  witticisms  with 
someone  beneath,  and  is  a  satis¬ 
factory  piece  of  work.  In  “  The 
Library  in  the  Monastery  ”  Mr. 

L.  C.  Henley  has  broken  fresh 
ground,  and  is  hardly  so  successful 
with  his  new  theme  as  he  is  with 
the  subjects  such  as  “  Castles  in 
the  Air”  and  R.S.V.P.,”  here 
engraved,  which  we  have  learnt  to 
expect  from  him.  Mr.  Gotch  sends 
two  interesting  little  canvases,  far 
superior  in  tecJmiqne  and  intelli¬ 
gence  to  most  of  the  surrounding 
work.  The  allegorical  figure  en¬ 
titled  “  Summer,”  by  Mr.  S.  J. 

Solomon,  is  a  hasty  sketch,  and 
cannot  be  considered  worthy  of 
the  artist.  Mr.  Carl  Haag’s  “  Co- 
raan  Reader  ”  and  Mr.  Wetherbee’s 
“  Belated  Shepherd  ”  should  not  be 
overlooked.  Mr.  Alfred  East,  of 
whose  brilliant  canvases  at  the 
Institute  we  have  already  spoken, 
adds  to  his  already  strong  position 
with  an  excellent  sunset  entitled 
“  A  Cornish  Harvest-field.”  Sir 
John  GilberUs  “^Landscape:  Even¬ 
ing,-’^  a  rapid  sketch  of  a  gipsy  en¬ 
campment,  is  painted  with  force 
and  energy ;  but  the  colour  is  not 
good,  the  textures  are  badly  ren¬ 
dered,  and  the  whole  seems  somewhat  “  woolly.” 
Mr.  Yeend  King  is  to  be  congratulated  on  his 
three  charming  landscapes ;  his  “  Rod  Shed  ”  is 
especially  to  be  commended  both  for  its  colour  and 
feeling.  Mr.  Dudley  Hardy’s  “  A  la  foire  ”  is  a 
rapid  impression  of  great  excellence,  and  in  tone 


and  colour  is  one  of  the  best  things  in  the  exhibi¬ 
tion.  Of  the  paintings  of  the  sea,  the  first  place 
must  of  course  be  given  to  Mr.  Henry  Aloore,  whose 
Becalmed  in  the  Alderney  Race  ”  is  itainted  with 
his  usual  truthfulness  and  skill.  The  lazy  rip- 
])ling  of  the  blue  waves  is  admirably  rendered. 


(From  the  raintmg  by  L.  C.  Henley.  Royal  Society  of  British  Artists. 
Enrjrarcd  by  J  Bf.  Johnstone.) 


Mr.  Ayerst  Ingram  exhibits  four  seascapes,  one  of 
them,  a  sketch  “  Near  Exmouth,”  being  excellent. 
The  deep  blue  sea  and  rugged  rocks,  the  invariable 
materials  out  of  which  IMr.  Edwin  Ellis  composes  his 
pictures,  are  well  known,  and  we  do  not  look  in  vain 
for  them  in  the  pictures  here  exhibited  by  him. 
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By  h.  IIIGGTN. 

The  oonneotinii  of  tlio  Hamilton  family  with  forest,  its  population  of  000  people,  the  largest 

-\rran  dates  from  about  J  t7  t,  a  grant  of  lands  gathered  at  that  time  in  any  one  part  of  Arrau, 

in  Arran  heing  given  as  a  dowry  to  the  Princess  being  compelled  to  leave  the  island.  They  were 

iMary,  daughter  of  James  the  Second,  who  married,  furnished  with  the  means  of  reaching  New  Erims- 

as  her  .second  husband.  Sir  James  11  amilton,  created  wick,  and  are  said  to  have  formed  a  colony  at  Chaleur 
Lord  Hamilton.  They  gradually  aciinired  the  whole  Bay,  which  became  very  prosperous.  But  it  is  not 
of  the  island,  with  the  exception  of  the  Fullerton  })leasant,  even  now,  to  hear  the  way  in  which  the 


BRODICK;  HAY. 

(From  a  Drair'ntg  hy  J.  MacMlintc)\  AM. A.  Fnyrcivcd  hy  C.  V.  DroiihJoin.) 


estate,  which  they  have  never  been  able  to  purchase. 
The  Arrau  people  love  to  tell  you  that  the  Hamiltons 
would  cover  the  land  with  gold  if  the  Fullertons 
would  sell  their  portion,  but  nothing  will  tempt  them 
to  part  with  Bruce^s  gift. 

The  Hamiltons  would  seem  always  to  have  ruled 
in  a  somewhat  high-handed  fashion  :  albeit,  the 
present  duke  is,  on  the  whole,  a  favourite  with 
his  tenantry,  whose  independence  he  seems  to  un¬ 
derstand  and  humour.  Some  years  ago,  in  order  to 
carry  out  im[)rovements  in  the  park  and  o[)eu  up  the 
view,  the  whole  village  of  Brodick  was  demolished, 
and  removed  to  its  present  position  at  Invercloy,  at 
the  oi)posite  end  of  the  bay.  Still  earlier,  in  1832,  a 
little  tishlng-village  at  the  mouth  of  Glen  Sannox 
was  wholly  destroyed,  in  order  to  extend  the  deer 


Arran  })eople  talk  of  this  high-handed  method  of 
making-  a  deer  forest. 

On  the  site  of  Brodick  Castle  a  stronghold  seems 
to  have  existed  from  very  early  times.  It  w-as  a 
place  of  great  strength  when  it  was  besieged  and 
taken  by  Bruce,  after  his  descent  from  Rathlin  in 
1307.  He  sailed  from  Brodick  for  the  mainland  on 
his  mission  for  the  liheration  of  Scotland,  and  it  was 
seven  years  before  his  authority  was  finally  estab¬ 
lished  by  the  fate  of  Bannockburn.  In  1.511  the 
castle  wuas  i-azed  to  its  foundation  by  the  Earl  of 
Lennox,  so  that  no  part  of  the  present  building  can 
be  older  than  that  date. 

Pre-historic  and  other  ancient  remains  are  to  be 
found  in  every  ]»art  of  Arran,  but  the  most  striking 
of  the  former  still  to  be  found  in  position  are  the 
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stone  circles^  known  as  tlie  “  Drnid  Stones,”  at 
Form  ore,  near  Maclirie  Waterfoot. 

Sir  Walter  Scott  selected  Arran  as  the  scene 
of  his  “Lord  of  the  Isles;”  and  it  has  always 
been  a  place  of  great  interest,  as  much  to  the 
geologist  as  to  the  artist.  Professor  Phillips  says 
of  it,  that  every  geologist  who  visits  Arran  is 
tempted  to  write  about  it,  and  finds  something  to 
add  to  what  has  already  been  put  on  record  ;  and 
Mr.  Bryce  enthusiastically  writes  in  the  preface  to 
his  “Geology  of  Arran  and  the  Clyde  Islands”: 
“For  the  student  there  cannot  be  a  finer  field;  the 
primary  azoic  rocks,  the  metamorphic  slates,  the 
lower  palasozoic  strata,  the  newer  erupted  rocks,  and 
])henomena  of  glacial  action  may  all  be  examined  by 
him  in  easy  excursions  of  a  few  days ;  and  the  ex- 


easiest  way,  and  the  road  which  runs  from  Invercloy 
round  the  bay  i.s  one  of  the  most  beautiful  in  the 
island.  Just  where  it  turns  away  from  the  shore 
stands  by  the  wayside  a  huge  upright  stone,  marking 
the  place  where  some  chief  lies  buried,  or  ])orhaps  the 
scene  of  some  decisive  battle  with  the  old  Norse  in¬ 
vaders.  It  is  of  coarse  red  sandstone,  and  as  this 
does  not  exist  in  the  localities  where  these  landmarks 
are  now  found,  it  is  evident  that  great  mechanical 
power  has  been  applied  in  transporting  them.  A 
complete  circle  of  such  stones  formerly  stood  at 
the  mouth  of  Glen  Shirag  just  above,  but  not  a 
trace  of  them  now  remains.  There  are  many  such 
isolated  stones  as  this  —  which  is  known  as  the 
“Roman’s  stone” — in  the  neighbourhood  of  Brodick 
Park  and  of  Invercloy  ;  but  this  special  one  is  re- 


nOLY  ISLE,  FROM  -WHITING  BA.Y. 

{From  a  Drairing  hg  J.  MarAYliirtrr,  A.R.A.  Engraved  Inj  J.  TTarmsirortlu) 


position  of  the  strata  is  so  complete  in  the  rugged 
mountains,  deep  precipitous  glens,  and  unbroken 
sea-coast  sections,  that  the  island  may  truly  be 
called  a  grand  museum,  arranged  for  his  instruction 
by  the  hand  of  Nature.” 

The  first  excursion  made  by  every  visitor  to 
Arran  is  the  ascent  of  Goatfell,  which  may  he  made 
either  -from  Brodick  or  Corric.  The  former  is  the 


markable  as  forming  a  striking  object  in  one  of  the 
loveliest  views  it  is  })ossible  to  conceive  of.  On  one 
side,  beneath  the  branches  of  wide-spreading  limes, 
the  blue  waters  of  the  bay  are  seen;  while  the 
entrance  to  Glen  Rosa,  with  its  magnificent  back¬ 
ground  of  mountains,  lies  just  over  the  wooded 
course  of  the  Rosa  burn,  which  a  little  further  on, 
as  the  road  turns  shar{)ly  to  the  right,  is  crossed  by 
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a  pietui'esque  old  bridge.  The  easiest  ascent  of 
Goatfell  is  by  tlie  eastle  stabl.es  and  the  old  Brodick 
Hotel,  more  tlian  half  a  mile  north-east  of  the  Rosa 
burn  bridge.  It  is  not  until  the  summit  is  almost 
reached  that  any  ditiiculties  begin,  and  then  there  is 
a  stitlish  climb  over  rough  boulders  and  masses  of 
broken  granite. 

The  name  of  the 
mountain  is  a 
stupid  corruption 
of  the  Gaelic 
Gaoth  -  bhem  —  or 
hill  of  the  winds 
—  a  name  which 
it  well  deserves, 
since,  from  its 
])cculiar  ])ositioii 
among  the  other 
mountains,  it  has 
an  almost  per- 
})etual  current  of 
air  circling  round 
its  sharply  peaked 
summit.  The  va¬ 
pours,  arrested 
the  Ben  -  Ghnuis 
ridge  as  they  rise 
from  the  sea,  are 
condensed  along’ 
its  winding  sum¬ 
mit;  and  when  a 
wind  gets  up,  de¬ 
tached  bodies  of 
vapour  are  dashed 
ag'ainst  the  Hat 
precipice  at  the 
side  of  Goatfell, 
and  are  driven  in 
ra])id  eddies  round 
its  cone,  so  as  fre- 
cpiently  to  keeji  it 
entirely  hidden  for 
days  together, 
while  all  the  lower 
portion  of  the 
mountain  is  bathed 
in  sunshine.  No  one  dreams  of  attem2)ting  the 
ascent  of  Goatfell  when  his  cap  is  on,  but  it  fre¬ 
quently  happens  that  when  the  summit  has  been 
standing  out  against  a  perfectly  cloudless  sky  when 
one  starts  from  the  plain,  on  rounding  the  spur, 
along  which  the  ascent  lies,  one  finds  oneself  en¬ 
veloped  in  a  cloud  which  there  is  but  small  chance 
will  pass  away  that  day,  as  once  caught  by  the 
current  it  will  eddy  round  and  round  the  cone — 
jierhaps  for  days.  If  the  cloud  comes  on  when 


actually  on  the  Hat  summit  great  caution  is  required, 
as  on  one  side  there  is  a  sheer  precijiice  descending 
int(j  Glen  Rosa,  down  which  one  can  throw  a  stone; 
and  as  nothing  can  be  seen  beyond  the  actual  spot 
under  one’s  feet,  it  is  dangerous  to  take  a  single  step 
without  a  compass,  lest,  in  the  blinding  mist,  one 

loses  one’s  bear¬ 
ings  and  fails  to 
Hnd  the  downward 
path.  On  a  clear 
day  the  view  is 
something  to  bo 
remembered  for  a 
lifetime  :  the  wild 
summits  of  the 
r  a  n  g  e  s  cl  o  s  e 
around  lying  be¬ 
low  to  the  north 
and  west,  Ijeyond 
these  the  whole  ex¬ 
panse  of  the  Eirth 
of  Clyde,  with  its 
innumerable  wind¬ 
ings  in  among  far 
mountain  soli¬ 
tudes,  Loch  Eyne 
and  the  Kyles  cd' 
Bute  laying  as  it 
were  close  beneath, 
and  southward, 
Ailsa  Craig  stand¬ 
ing  out  in  the 
open.  On  the 
horizon  the  view 
reaches  from  the 
Irish  mountains  of 
Donegal  and  Lon¬ 
donderry  on  the 
west  and  south¬ 
west,  to  Ben  Lo¬ 
mond  and  Ben 
Ledi  on  the  north¬ 
east,  and  from  Ben 
Nevis  and  the 
mountains  of  Mull 
on  the  north  and 
north-west  to  the  ranges  of  the  South  Highlands, 
the  Mull  of  Galloway,  and  the  Isle  of  Alan  in  an 
opposite  direction. 

Another  favourite  excursion  is  to  go  up  Glen 
Rosa — the  Gaelic  name  of  which  sigidlies  “  Eerry 
Point,”  which  would  seem  to  show  that  at  some 
])eriod  its  lower  portion  was  an  inlet  from  the  sea — 
turn  up  North  Glen  Rosa,  wdiere  the  Garbh-Alt  joins 
the  Rosa  burn — coming  tumbling  down  from  the 
summit  of  Ben  Cliabhein  in  successive  leaps  over 
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granite  precipices  overhung  with  rowan-trees  and 
splendid  ferns — and  keep  on  until  you  reach  the  top 
of  the  Col,  which  connects  Goatfell  with  Cior  Mhor, 
and  which  is  known  as  “  the  saddle/’  On  the 
Sannox  side  the  path,  if  such  it  can  be  called,  lies 
down  the  pi’ecipice,  which  Mr.  MaeWhirter  has  drawn 
for  ns.  Once  having  reached  the  bottom  in  safety 
you  are  in  Glen  Sannox — wild  and  weird  at  its  upper 
end,  but  opening  out  into  great  beauty  as  you  ap¬ 
proach  the  sea.  At  the  entrance  to  the  glen  is  an 
interesting  old  cemetery,  all  that  remains  of  a  chapel 
dependent  on  Kilbride  Church,  and  dedicated  to  St. 
Michael.  It  was  in  this  glen  that  the  village  stood 
in  1832,  but  no  trace  remains  to  show  the  demolished 
houses.  Close  on  the  roadside  is  a  little  wooden 
shanty,  where  the  wife  of  the  driver  of  the  mail-car 
keeps  a  kind  of  shop  in  summer-time,  and  is  ready 
to  provide  tea  and  biscuits,  and  dry  stockings  for  the 
excursionists,  who  generally  reach  her  cottage  in  a 
state  to  appreciate  both,  after  a  tramp  over  Suidhe- 
Fergus  or  Ceim-na-Cailliach. 

The  whole  of  the  road  from  Brodick  to  North 
Glen  Sannox  is  of  extreme  beauty,  and  most  of  tbe 
pretty  little  cottages  where  visitors  resort  are  to  l)e 
found  along  its  reach,  though  others  find  quarters 
among  the  farms  up  in  North  or  West  Glen  Sherrig 
or  Glen  Rosa.  In  the  most  picturesque  spots  about 
Corrie  or  Glen  Sannox  the  artists  perch  their  little 
wood  or  iron  studios  far  up  among  the  heather  and 
the  birch,  and  live  a  life  of  perfect  freedom,  their 
children  running  bare-footed  along  the  beach,  or 
wading  in  the  shadowed  burns  when  the  heat  is  great. 
Everything  here  is  sirajde  and  primitive,  as  if  we  had 
gone  back  some  five-score  years  or  so.  On  the  tree 
which  does  duty  as  a  parish  notice-board  by  the 
Brodick  school-house  may  be  seen  a  half  sheet  of 
notepaper  pinned,  containing  a  written  request  from 
the  Duke  of  Hamilton's  agent  that  the  visitors  will 


be  kind  enougb  to  ])ull  up  the  thistles  whenever  they 
see  them  in  their  walks — “'Make  them  of  use  as 
weeders  if  they  will  come,"  we  may  suppose  the 
duke  thinks — or  a  notice  about  some  lost  brooch  or 
j^ocket-hanilkercbief.  As  you  go  along  towards  the 
glens  you  will  notice  nailed  against  a  tree  or  in  the 
hedgeside  curious  little  wooden  salt-boxes — such  as 
used  to  hang  in  every  kitchen — with  a  sloping  lid. 
If  curiosity  moves  you  to  open  one  (for  they  are 
innocent  of  locks)  you  will  find  them  full  of  letters, 
either  on  their  way  to  post,  or  left  there  by  the  post¬ 
man  as  he  passes,  for  some  farmhouse  up  the  glen. 
Thi  s  is  the  way  your  letters  are  delivered,  unless  you 
prefer  to  go  into  Brodick  for  them  yourself. 

Bathing  is  carried  on  almost  as  our  first  jjarents 
may  have  bathed  after  the  expulsion  from  Paradise. 
There  are  two  or  three  bathing-boxes  at  Invercloy 
and  at  Lamlasb,  but  there  is  no  run  on  them ;  it  is 
so  much  pleasanter  and  more  healthy  to  dress  in  the 
open  after  a  swim  in  that  delicious  warm  sea.  A 
small  portion  of  Brodick  Bay  under  the  castle  woods 
is  reserved  for  the  castle  party — called  the  duchess’s 
bathing  ground  '’ — but  just  beyond  it,  where  a  path 
through  the  woods  leads  straight  out  on  to  the  beach, 
is  a  favourite  place  for  visitors  to  bathe.  Here,  a 
year  or  two  ago,  were  some  capital  natural  dressing- 
rooms,  with  a  carpet  of  soft  sward  sprinkled  with 
tiny  wild  pansies,  and  surrounded  by  high  furze 
bushes.  Here  there  is  deep  water  at  any  state  of 
the  tide,  and,  unless  the  wind  is  due  east,  it  is  always 
smooth  and  sheltei’ed.  At  Loch  Rauza  there  is  deep 
water  all  along  the  cliffs,  and  any  amount  of  dressing- 
boxes  in  the  rocks.  The  bathing  excellence, 

howevei’,  is  at  the  Fallen  Rocks,  a  splendid  debacle 
of  old  red  rocks,  which  look  as  if  they  had  been 
hurled  from  some  high  peak  but  yesterday,  though 
Hendrick  described  them  more  than  seventy  years 
ago  just  as  we  see  them  now. 


“THE  SNAKE-CHAEMEK.” 

By  MARIANO  FORTUNY. 


ONE  of  the  most  famous  works  of  Fortuny  is  his 
“  Snake-Charmer  " — a  picture  that  was  painted 
in  1870,  and  exhibited  in  London  the  following 
year.  It  must  be  admitted  that  it  has  less  attrac¬ 
tions  for  the  “  general  public "  than  for  the  artist ; 
yet  the  work  is  full  of  interest.  As  a  study  of  Arab 
life  and  character  the  picture  itself  is  a  triumph — 
the  wealth  of  colour  and  the  sense  of  truth  to 
nature  are  truly  astonishing.  But  although  we  are 
here  deprived  of  the  beauty  of  colour  we  are  enabled 
to  recognise  the  surpassing  excellence  of  the  drawing 


and  the  simplicity  of  truth  and  character,  thanks  to 
the  etching-needle  of  M.  Boilvin.  The  etcher  has 
been  highly  successful  in  his  attempt  to  suggest  the 
rich  tones  and  varied  colour  of  the  original,  showing 
us  truly  how  the  painter  has  insisted  on  the  half- 
naked  Arabs  as  the  real  subject  of  his  work,  while 
the  serpent  which  has  begun  to  devour  the  rabbit 
that  it  holds  within  its  toils  is  kept  in  a  secondary 
position.  This  picture,  which  was  lately  in  the  pos¬ 
session  of  Mr.  A.  T.  Stewart  of  New  York,  was  re¬ 
peated  by  the  artist  for  M.  Edouard  Andre  of  Paris. 


EGYPTIAN  TEXTILES  AT  SOUTH  KENSINGTON. 


By  P'RAXCIS 


tlie  inultifa-i'ious  ob¬ 
jects  which  attract 
the  lover  of  art  to 
the  South  Kcnsiii”'- 
tou  iMuseuin,  few  are 
more  interesting’,  in 
their  way,  than  the 
textile  fabrics  in  the 
South  Corridor,  thit 
it  must  he  added  that 
perhaps  no  dei)art- 
ment  of  the  iMuseum 
receives  less  attention.  Occasionally  a  lady  may  he 
seen  curiously  examining  a  fal)rie  the  beauty  f>f  de¬ 
sign  or  delicacy  of  workmanship  of  which  has  arrested 
her  attention,  or  here  and  there  an  art-student  may 
he  found  diligently  transferring  to  his  sketch-hook 
the  outline  of  some  masterpiece  of  weaving  or  em¬ 
broidery;  hut  the  cunning  of  the  handicraft  that 
‘Gnlays  the  hroidered  weft  with  llowery  dyes  fails 
to  secure  from  the  ordinary  visitor  more  than  a 
superticial  glance,  if,  indeed,  it  he  not  listlessly 
j)assed  by  without  notice.  Of  late,  however,  this 
display  has  Iteen  further  enriched  by  the  acapnsition 
of  an  extensive  collection  of  tapestry-woven  and 
embroidered  Eg’yptian  textiles,  and  these,  by  reason 
of  their  anti(piity  alone,  may  perhaps  he  the  means 
of  attracting  increaseil  attention  to  this  superb  sec¬ 
tion  of  the  iMuseum  treasures. 

Tt  is  now  more  than  six  years  since  the  Arabs 
discovered  at  or  near  Akhmim  (Panopolis),  on  the 
right  l)ank  of  the  Nile,  half-way  between  Thebes 
and  Assiout,  a  gruesome  hunting-ground  in  the 
tombs  or  graves  of  long-buried  Coi)ts  and  other 
Egyptians  who  went  to  their  rest  in  the  early 
centuries  of  the  Christian  era.  These  have  since 
been  looted  from  time  to  time,  and  so  stealthily 
that  there  is  still  some  mystery  as  to  the  exact 
locality  from  whiidi  so  idch  a  harvest  is  reaped, 
for  the  Cairo  deahu's  profess  to  know  little  beyond 
what  the  Arabs  tell  them,  and  that  is  not  much. 
At  tirst  the  latter  directed  their  attention  chielly 
to  the  gold  personal  ornaments  and  trinkets,  some 
of  which  (especially  the  snake  l)raeelets)  were  of 


FORI). 

tine  quality,  and  for  a  time  they  disregarded  as 
comparatively  valueless  the  woven  stuffs  and  other 
falji’ics  in  which  or  with  which  the  remains  w’cre 
interred.  When,  however,  they  found  that  there 
^vas  a  ready  sale  for  these  also  they  were  not  slow 
to  avail  themselves  of  it,  and  thus  a  considerable 
number  of  Egy])tian  robes  (whole  or  divided)  and 
other  textiles,  tajiestry-woven  and  embroidered,  and 
of  surpassing  interest,  arclueologic  and  artistic,  have 
come  into  the  market. 

It  is,  however,  a  matter  for  the  deepest  regret 
that  the  excavation  of  these  relics  of  the  past  from 
the  tombs  or  sands  where  they  have  lain  so  long 
should  lie  left  to  predatory  Arabs,  to  whom  they 
simply  represent  so  much  coin  obtainable  from  the 
Cairo  dealers.  If  the  Erench  had  control  in  Egy]:)t, 
so  important  a  wmrk  would  have  been  ])laced  under 
the  supervision  of  men  (pialilied  to  deal  wdth  dis¬ 
coveries  which  may  rank  beside  those  of  Pompeii 
or  Troy.  Indeed,  in  one  resjiect  they  are  specially 
important,  for  the  recovery  of  garments  and  other 
textiles  of  so  remote  a  period  must  be  regarded  as 
qiute  exceptional.  It  can  scarcely  be  supposed  that. 


with  our  present  hold  on  Egy])t,  it  would  be  dillicult 
to  apply  a  little  gentle  jrressurc  in  the  ])roper  direc¬ 
tion  ;  and  it  is  to  be  Imped  that  the  Ibiglish  Govern¬ 
ment  may  yet  send  out  such  instructions  as  may 
lie  instrumental  in  securing  proper  control  and  direc¬ 
tion  in  the  disinterment  of  objects  of  such  unex¬ 
ampled  interest. 
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The  necessity  for  this  is  more  than  justified  by 
the  condition  in  wliich  most  of  the  fal)rics  reach  the 
liands  of  European  purchasers.  It  would  seem  that 
several  sheiks  or  tribes  have  been  eu'ran'ed  in  ran- 

O  “ 

sackin'*-  these  graves,  and  the  division  of  the  spoil 
has  been  effected  in  the  simplest  fashion,  the  robes 
and  stuffs  being  frequently  divided  into  four  por¬ 
tions,  so  that  each  might  have  his  share;  and 
when  these  fall 
into  the  hands 
of  different 
dealers  or  pur¬ 
chasers,  the 
chance  of  re¬ 
uniting  them 
becomes  very 
sinall  indeed. 

The  later 
finds,^^  as  is 
now  well 
known,  include 
a  number  of 
life-size  por¬ 
traits  (head  and 
bust),  which 
were  found 
placed  beneath 
the  heads  of  the 
persons  repre¬ 
sented.  Most 
of  these  are 
painted  on  pa¬ 
nel,  in  temjDera; 
but  some  are  in 
oil,  or  tempera 
varnished.  The 
Arab’s  sense  of 
justice  necessitated,  however,  the  same  mode  of 
dealing  with  these  panels,  most  of  which  have  been 
split  in  halves  for  equitable  distribution. 

Of  the  long- buried  textiles  more  than  three 
hundred  examples  have  been  acquired  for  the  South 
Kensington  Museum,  where  they  are  exhibited  on 
eight  large  screens;  additional  room  being  gained 
by  means  of  sliding  frames,  adjustable  at  pleasure 
in  order  to  see  the  fabrics  beneath  them.  They 
are  variously  assigned  to  different  parts  of  the  first 
nine  centuries  of  the  Christian  era,  but,  generally 
speaking,  the  catalogue  does  not  profess  to  do  this 
with  exactitude.  The  period  thus  covered  ranges 
from  the  reduction  of  Egypt  to  a  Roman  province 
by  Augustus  to  the  subjugation  of  the  country  by 
tbe  Saracens,  and  they  are  therefore  styled  Egypto- 
Roman,  Egypto  -  Byzantine,  Christian  Coptic,  or 
Saracenic,  as  the  case  may  be ;  but  the  exact 
character  of  the  work,  like  its  date,  is  suggested 
571 


rather  than  asserted  by  Mr.  Alan  Cole,  to  whom  the 
credit  of  ])reparing  the  catalogue  is  due.*  There 
are  a  few  comj)lete  garments,  and  very  numerous 
portions  of  garments,  with  elaborate  ornamentation 
wrought  by  means  of  tapestry-weaving  or  needle¬ 
work,  alone  or  in  combination.  The  textiles,  in 
their  unadorned  parts,  are  woven  with  flaxen  warp 
and  weft;  in  some  eases  the  ornamentation,  com¬ 
posed  of  co¬ 
loured  wools,  is 
woven  into  the 
fabric  itself  and 
forms  an  in- 
teg  r  a  1  p  a  r  t 
thereof,  whilst 
in  others  it  is 
applied  or  at¬ 
tached  after- 
w  a  r  d  s  ;  a  n  d 
where  needle¬ 
work  is  em¬ 
ployed,  flaxen 
threads  are 
used.  The  or¬ 
namentation  in 
coloured  wools 
is  generally 
produced  b  y 
the  ancient  pro¬ 
cess  of  tapes¬ 
try  -  weaving, 
in  which  the 
weft  is  closely 
twisted  around 
the  threads  of 
the  warp  so  as 
to  cover  them 
completely,  giving  a  ribbed  appearance  to  the  design 
— a  process  known  even  in  the  early  days  of  Egyptian 

*  It  is  indeed  difficult  to  assign  a  definite  character  to  mixed 
ornamentation  such  as  is  found  here — such,  moreover,  as  was 
found  in  Europe  at  a  much  later  period — owing  to  the  presence  in 
Xortliern  Sicily  of  a  flourishing  school  of  Arab  silk- weavers,  w-ho 
established  themselves  there  in  the  tenth  century,  and  to  whom 
Professor  Middleton  attrilmtes  the  silken  stuffs  found  with  the 
body  of  St.  Cuthhei't  at  the  last  opening  of  his  tomb  in  Durham 
Cathedral  in  1827,  and  which  had  in  1104  (on  the  removal  of  the 
body  to  the  then  newlj'-erected  cathedral)  replaced  others  with 
similar  hut  less  elegant  ornamentation.  At  a  meeting  of  the 
Cambridge  Antiquarian  Society,  held  in  November,  1886,  Pro¬ 
fessor  Middleton,  in  some  remarks  on  reproductions  of  these  stuffs, 
by  means  of  block-printing,  in  white  and  coloured  silks,  explained 
that  from  the  eleventh  to  the  fourteenth  century  Palermo  con¬ 
tinued  to  be  the  chief  centre  for  the  production  of  woven  silk, 
which  was  largely  exported  in  the  form  of  ecclesiastical  vestments, 
frontals,  and  dossals  ;  and  that  the  stuffs  woven  by  these  Siculo-Ai-ab 
craftsmen  before  the  Normans  conquered  Northern  Sicily  (c.  1080- 
90)  displayed  («)  purely  Oriental  motives,  with  geometric  orna¬ 
ment  and  borders  of  real,  or  mere  commonly  sham,  Arabic  writing ; 
or  (i)  treatment  suggestive  of  strong  classical  influence,  and,  in 
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civilisation,  in  proof  of  which  M.  Miintz  points  to 
the  pictures  on  the  walls  of  the  catacombs  at  Beni 
Ilassan  to  show  that  the  looms  in  use  in  the  days 
of  Moses,  and  long-  before,  were  singularly  like 
those  used  now  at  the  Gobelins. •’'*  This  use  of 
coloured  wools  (which  did  not  become  common  in 
Eg'vpt  until  a  few  centuries  before  our  era)  has 
resulted  in  the  partial  destruction  of  the  fabrics 
now  uiuler  consideration,  for,  whilst  the  ilaxen  warp 
is  left  intact,  the  woollen  weft  of  the  ornamenta¬ 
tion  has  in  many  2)laees  been  eaten  away.  There 
is,  however,  abuiuhince  remaining  to  show  what  the 
design  must  have  been,  and  in  many  iustauees  the 
colours  are  as  fresh  and  the  work  as  complete  as  if 
the  2)iece  had  been  woven  but  yesterday.  The  de¬ 
coration  effected  lyy  the  needle  with  Ilaxen  threads 
has  not  been  subject  to  such  defacement,  and  is  in 
verv  good  condition.  There  is  in  these  fabrics  no 
examjjle  of  the  em])loyment  of  silk,  although  we 
gather  from  M.  IMuiitz  that  this  material  also  was 
in  use  in  Egypt  at  a  ^^tn-iod  antecedent  to  that 
to  which  they  are  assigned.  There  are,  indeed. 


and  presented  to  the  Museum  by  Mr.  C.  Purdon 
Clarke,  C.I.E.,  Keeper  of  the  Indian  Collection 
(to  whose  courtesy  and  intimate  acquaintance  with 
Eastern  art  the  writer  desires  to  express  his  obliga¬ 
tions),  and  they  well  deserve  close  attention.  The 
delicate  treatment  of  the  horseman,  lishes,  and  other 
figures  indicates,  however,  a  later  iieriod  than  that  of 
the  rest  of  the  examjdes.  As  to  these  one  fact  is  cer¬ 
tainly  very  evident.  Whether  we  look  at  the  work  of 
pagan  Egyjjtians,  of  Christian  Copts,  or  of  Saracens, 
we  see  that  the  ornamentation  (especially  the  figure¬ 
weaving)  must  have  been  the  result  of  great  labour, 
such  as  could  only  have  been  commanded  by  jjersons 
of  considerable  means,  a  fact  which  has  an  imj^ortant 
bearing  on  the  condition  of  the  Cojits  (by  whom  or 
for  whom  much  of  this  work  was  done,  as  is  manifest 
from  the  Christian  symbols  woven  into  the  orna¬ 
ment)  in  the  early  days  of  Christianity. 

These  Egyptian  textiles  are  classified  as  follows  : 
(a)  tunics  and  robes,  with  bands  and  square  or 
circular  ^^anels,  of  which  there  are  ten  exam2)les;  (b) 
wide  or  narrow  bands  for  robes,  chiefly  funics  of  the 
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two  exam2>les  (Nos.  33d  and  335)  so  finely  woven 
as  fo  lead  the  casual  observer  to  suppose  that  silk 
is  the  material  enudoyed  ;  but  a  closer  exami¬ 
nation  shows  that  they  are  wrought  with  very 
fine  ilaxen  threads. t  They  were  acquired  at  Cairo, 

many  cases,  suggestive  of  late  Roman  mosaic.  A  copy  of  these 
interesting  re2)roLluctions  has  been  courteously  sent  for  the 
writer’s  inspection  hy  iMr.  Thomas  Wardle,  of  Look,  under  whose 
care  they  were  produced ;  and,  although  the  ornaments  on  the 
vestments  do  not  hear  any  close  resemhlanco  to  those  on  the 
Egyptian  textiles  under  consideration,  it  is  clear  that  the  same 
conihination  of  influences  is  to  he  traced  in  the  one  case  as  in 
the  other.  An  admirable  coloured  photograph,  more  exactly  re¬ 
producing  a  portion  of  one  of  the  robes — supposed  by  Kaine  to  be 
a  fanciful  representation  f)f  Fai'iie  Island,  with  its  rabbits  and 
eider-ducks — will  be  found  in  the  Textile  Court  at  fSoufh  Ken¬ 
sington  . 

*  “A  Short  History  of  Ta-pestry,”  by  Eugene  IMiintz,  trans¬ 
lated  by  Jliss  Loui.sa  .1.  Davis,  p.  4.  (Cassell  and  CIo.  188.5.) 

t  In  his  groat  work  on  Egypt  (“  Voyage  dans  la  basse  et  la 


dalmatic  class,  about  a  lumdred  exam^dcs ;  (c)  hood, 
of  which  there  is  hut  one  s^iecimen  ;  (d)  cuffs  and 
sleeves ;  (e)  square  panels,  and  (r)  medallions  or 
circular  ]ianels,  for  shoulders  and  skirts  of  robes, 
chiefly  of  the  tunic  class,  from  twenty  to  thirty 
examides  of  each ;  (g)  pointed,  oval,  and  other 

ornaments  for  robes,  about  forty  examples ;  (u) 

fragments  of  bauds,  &c.  ;  (i)  cloths  or  wrapjiers ; 

(,j)  bauds  and  squares,  and  (k)  circular  panels,  for 
cloths,  &c. ;  (l)  mats  or  ends  of  cloths  ;  (m)  cloths 
embroidered  with  loojied  tufts  of  coloured  wools ;  and 
(n)  embroidery  in  running  stitches.  In  all,  Roman, 

haute  Egj’pte  ”)  Baron  Denon  mentions  a  tunic  found  in  a  sarco- 
2)hagus  at  Thebes,  and  tolls  us  that  it  was  “  made  of  a  loose 
fabric  of  exceedingly  fine  thread,  as  thin  as  that  used  in  the 
manufacture  of  lace.  It  is  finer  than  a  hair,  twisted  and  made 
of  two  strands,  imiilying  either  an  unheard-of  skill  in  hand- 
sjnnning,  or  else  machinery  of  great  2)erfection.” 


I'XJYPTIAN  TEX'l'lLES  AT  SOUTH  KENSINGTON. 


]:ifj 


Orocian,  and  Byzantine  influences  liave  so  modified 
and  superseded  tlie  art  of:  older  E<i;'y[)t,  as  wo  are 
accustomed  to  recognise  it,  tliat  the  archaic  type  of 


sufficiently  ample  to  close  in  folds  at  the  sides.  In 
like  manner  the  arm-pieces  fall  over  the  arms  and 
form  sleeves,  open  beneath;  and  thus  v\m  have  the 
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Egyptian  ornamentation  has  well-nigh  disappeared. 
Indeed,  “  the  only  instance  amongst  these  specimens 
from  Akhmim  of  the  influence  of  early  Egyptian 
ornament  which  Mr.  Cole  has  been  able  to  discover, 
is  seen  in  the  presence  of  the  lotus  flower  in  one  of 
the  decorated  bands  (No.  769).  The  collection  is, 
however,  none-  the  less  interesting  on  this  account, 
and  while  it 
offers  a  wide 
field  of  interest 
to  the  archaeo¬ 
logist,  there  is 
also  much  that 
is  pregnant 
with  sugges¬ 
tiveness  to  the 
modern  d  e- 
signer  for  tex¬ 
tile  manufac¬ 
tures,  the  or¬ 
namentation 
being  extreme¬ 
ly  varied  both 
in  design  and 
treatment. 

The  few 
complete  gar¬ 
ments  have,  of 
course,  a  special 
interest,  and  a 
somewhat  pre¬ 
cise  description 
of  one  of  the 
tunics  (No. 

361)  will  doubt¬ 
less  be  accept¬ 
able.  This  robe 
is  woven  in  one 
piece,  without  seam,  and  is  exhibited  as  it  is  seen  in 
the  sketch  (p.  13S).  It  is  here  folded  in  halves  at 
the  shoulders :  when  opened  out  its  extreme  dimen¬ 
sions  are  about  8  feet  6  inches  by  5  feet  9  indies. 
A  slit  is  cut  in  the  centre  for  the  head  to  pass 
through,  and  the  robe  falls  to  the  ankles,  being 


simplest  possible  garment,  requiring  no  manipulation 
after  leaving  the  loom,  beyond  making  an  opening 
for  the  head.  Bands  of  ornamentation  (which  is  of 
brown  wool  and  yellow  flax,  and,  so  far  as  it  extends, 
forms  the  weft  of  the  robe)  run  across  the  shoulders 
and  down  the  whole  length  of  the  robe,  back  and 
front,  and  there  are  similar  bands  on  the  edges  of 

the  sleeves.  In 
cases  where 
these  bands  are 
adorned  with 
figures  of  hu¬ 
man  beings, 
animals,  &c.,  it 
will  be  found 
that  at  the  neck 
they  are  re¬ 
versed,  so  that, 
when  worn,  all 
are  seen  in  pro¬ 
per  position. 
Another  tunic 
(No.  633)  va¬ 
ries  from  the 
last,  not  only  in 
the  ornamenta¬ 
tion,  which  is 
of  ta^^iesti'}'- 
woven  brown 
and  red  wools 
and  yellow  flax, 
but  also  in  the 
length  of  the 
bands,  which 
end  in  triple 
pendants  and 
do  not  extend 
to  the  bottom 
of  the  robe,  and  in  the  additional  ornamentation 
at  the  neck,  where  it  forms  a  sort  of  collar  (see  p. 
133).  In  a  third  (No.  271)  the  ends  of  the  bands 
and  of  the  pendants  thereto  are  rounded,  and  the 
ornamentation,  much  dilapidated,  is  composed  of 
human  figures  (some  of  which  have  nimbi  encircling 


SQTJAEE  PANEL  OF  WOVEN  TAPESTEY  ;  BEOWN  WOOL  AND  YELLOW  FLAX  :  PAET  OF 
A  LINEN  EOBE. — NO.  090. 


TIIK  MAGAZINE  OK  AKT. 


l:u; 

thc'ir  heads),  aiiiiuals,  and  Ihiral  motives;  ljul  it  does 
not  form  part  of  the  texture  of  the  rohe  itself,  whieh 
is  mucli  eoarser 
tlian  that  of  No. 

(idd,  just,  men¬ 
tioned.  More 
pcu'feet  examples 
of  this  adorn¬ 
ment  may  l)e 
seen  in  the  hand 
No.  7  d  4 ,  i  11 
whieh  there  are 


yroujis  siiyyes- 
live  of  Some  ol' 

Our  Lord’s 
miraeh'Sj  ;ind  in 
the  medallion 
No.  1  to,  aserihed 
(like  the  last- 
mentioned  tunie) 
to  the  Christian 
Copts,  sixth  to 
ninth  eenturv. 

One  other  tunie 
(No.  (idt!)  is  a 
short  rolje,  with- 
<mt  sleeves,  and 
is  remarkable  for 
the  very  com- 
]ilete  state  of  the 
tapestry  -  woven 
deeoratioii  of 
brown  wool  and 
yellow  tlax.  It  will  he  seen  that  its  hands  termi¬ 
nate  in  frino'ed  ends,  and  the  dimensions  of  the  rohe 
indieate  that  it  was  desigmed  for  a  young  person. 


Their  eondition  is  very  varied  :  in  some,  otherwise 
mnch  dilapidated,  the  remaining  ornamentation  is 

very  bright  and 
])erfect,  whilst 
in  others,  more 
com]ilete,  the 
colours  liave  lost 
some  of  their 
freshness.  To 
describe  a  tithe 
of  the  number 
in  detail  would 
occupy  greater 
space  than  1  have 
at  command,  and 
I  must  he  con¬ 
tent  with  men¬ 
tioning'  a  few 
examples  as  de¬ 
serving  particu¬ 
lar  attention. 
Amongst  these 
are  Nos.  9:i2  and 
S2!),  which  have 
Greek  inscri])- 
tions;  the  former 
is  of  those  which 
suggest  a.  com- 
jiarison  with  the 
Roman  mosaics 
ligured  in  the 
AVollaston  Col¬ 
lection  at  the 
South  Kensington  Aluscum.  The  Coptic  band  (No. 
849)  is  an  interesting  one,  and  affords  room  for 
speculation  as  to  the  ligure,  which  Mr.  Cole  sug- 
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d'lio  S(‘])arated  hands  form  the  largest  section  of  the  gcsts  is  that  of  St.  Paul  of  Thebes,  carrying  on 

catalogue,  and  will  well  repay  studious  examination.  his  arm  the  raven  whieh  brought  him  sustenance 
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ill  tlie  wilderness.  In  No.  711  is  a  group  wliieli* 
it  is  suggested  may  possibly  represent  St.  George 
and  the  Dragon ;  in  No.  GO  1  a  repeated  key  ])attern 
or  fret  forms  part  of  the  decoration,  which  is  of 
woven  tapestry  and  needlework,  in  brown  and  yellow 
flax;  No.  7'Z9  adorned  the  neck  of  a  linen  robe, 
being  a  continuation  of  its  perpendicular  bands,  and 
still  retaining  the  button  with  which  it  was  fastened 
at  the  throat.  In  No.  GSo,  a  handsome  band  of  black 
wool  and  yellow 
flax  (see  p.  134), 
the  design  is  formed 
of  vine-leaves  and 
tendrils ;  in  No. 

912,  of  dark  blue 
wool  and  white  flax, 
the  guilloehe  orna¬ 
ment  is  prominent; 
in  No.  772,  as  in 
many  others,  groups 
of  figures  are  intro¬ 
duced  into  the  com¬ 
position  of  the  orna¬ 
ment  ;  No.  72G  is 
a  large  medallion, 
seventeen  inches  in 
diameter,  in  the  cen¬ 
tre  of  which  is  an 
eight -pointed  star, 
the  octagonal  centre 
filled  with  interlac¬ 
ing  scroll  ornament ; 

No.  257,  a  band 
with  varied  orna¬ 
mentation,  is  repro¬ 
duced  on  p.  135  ; 
and  so  forth. 

Of  the  remain¬ 
ing  specimens,  men¬ 
tion  should  be  made  of  No.  743,  a  medallion  and 
adjacent  portion  of  a  robe  woven  in  coloured  wools, 
with  a  group  supposed  to  represent  Joseph,  Mary, 
and  the  infant  Jesus,  the  two  latter  having  nimbi. 
A  square  2:)anel  and  band  of  singular  beauty  (No. 
708)  serve  as  the  initial  letter  and  head-line  to  this 
article;  and  the  panel  No.  690  (see  jn  135)  has  also 
the  figure  of  a  horseman  in  the  centre,  a  favourite 
device,  with  various  animals  in  the  composition  of  the 
border.  No.  768,  a  beautiful  ornament  of  woven 
tapestry  and  needlework,  in  brown  wool  and  yellow 
flax,  consists  of  an  elaborate  eight -pointed  star; 
Nos.  635  (see  p.  136),  724,  752,  and  755  are  interest¬ 
ing  varieties  of  the  same  form;  and  No.  714  shows 
part  of  the  head  of  a  female  wearing  a  diadem. 

There  are  also  a  number  of  specimens  in  which 
the  material  has  a  rough  surface  of  long  flaxen  loops. 


similar  to  that  of  a  bath  towel.  No.  810,  a  band 
and  square,  is  a  noticeable  exanqde  of  this  class,  as  is 
also  No.  754,  in  which  a  deteriorated  acanthus  leaf- 
scroll  is  recognised  (see  p.  136).  No.  745,  a  band  and 
square  adorned  with  purple  and  other  wools,  is  in  a 
very  complete  state,  and  the  colours  are  remarkably 
fresh.  In  the  centre  of  the  design  is  a  horseman, 
with  a  green  scarf  floating  from  his  shoulder  and  a 
dog  running  by  his  side,  the  comj>osition  of  the  frame¬ 
work  including  lions 
and  other  animals, 
flowers,  and  vases 
(see  this  page). 

Though  it  is 
.somewhat  difficult 
to  select  from  such 
a  wealth  of  examples 
as  is  to  be  found 
here,  sufficient  has 
heen  adduced  to  in¬ 
dicate  the  excep¬ 
tional  interest  at¬ 
tached  to  this  col¬ 
lection,  in  the  eyes 
of  the  art- student 
and  of  the  anti- 
(piarian  alike.  It 
should  be  l>nrne  in 
mind  that  at  the 
time  when  the  ear¬ 
liest  of  these  textiles 
were  wroughtEgypt 
had  seen  many  d}'- 
nasties  of  rulers, 
and,  like  Britain, 
was  reduced  to  the 
condition  of  a  llo- 
man  })roviuce  ;  but, 
whereas  our  history 
as  a  nation  was  but  commencing,  Egypt  had 
witnessed  her  decline  and  fall,  after  centuries 
upon  centuries  of  civilisation  of  a  very  advanced 
type.  The  period  to  which  the  majority  of  the 
examples  are  assigned  is  coeval  Avith  our  Hep¬ 
tarchy,  and  there  are  probably  few  that  had 
not  left  the  loom  before  all  England  came  under 
the  sway  of  the  first  of  our  Saxon  kings.  'When, 
therefore,  we  plume  ourselves  on  our  antiquity,  it 
serves  as  a  wholesome  corrective  to  look  on  these 
richly-woven  textiles,  and  to  remember  that,  old  as 
they  are,  they  must  be  assigned  not  to  ancient, 
but  to  Avhat  is  really  modern  Egypt,  albeit  they 
take  us  back  to  a  remote  past,  and  have  there¬ 
fore  an  interest,  and,  moreover,  a  human  interest, 
which  the  thoughtful  will  not  be  slow  to  appre¬ 
ciate. 
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a»9«tea.at>w8iB»e.'aB.»aa.e  iJEdUl  for  a  niument 

to  the  photograph  by 
Messrs.  Downey  tirbt 
in  e  n  t  i  0  n  e  d  —  t  h  a  t 
which  appears  in  IMr. 
Gainers  volume.  Tliis 
portrait  was  obviously 
the  one  which  ehielly 
guided  IMr.  Menpes  in 
producing  an  etched 
likeness  of  Rossetti, 
published  towards 
1870.  ]Mr.  IMenpes, 
I  presume,  never  saw 
my  brother;  at  any  rate  they  had  no  personal  ac¬ 
quaintanceship.  It  is  a  long*  while  since  I  beheld  the 
etching  by  this  gentleman,  and  I  cannot  now  speak 
of  it  in  detail  ;  it  is,  I  believe,  an  able  work  of 
art,  and  so  far  like  my  brother  as  it  is  like  the 
])hotograph  upon  which  it  was  founded.  This  was, 
till  lately,  the  only  instance  in  which  the  art  of  en¬ 
graving  on  metal  in  any  form  had  been  brought  into 
requisition  for  producing  a  likeness  of  Rossetti — 
if  we  leave  out  of  count  the  skit  by  Mr.  Sandys. 
Recently  however — in  1887 — another  etching  of  his 
head  was  produced  by  some  skilful  French  artist, 
I  know  not  who.  This  is  again  from  the  Downey 
photograph.  From  an  art  point  of  view  it  is  quite 
approvable,  but  as  a  likeness  of  Rossetti  it  fails, 
being  decidedly  dour  and  rather  fierce  in  ex¬ 
pression.  Thought  and  energy  are  abundant  in  this 
head,  suavity  and  self-possession  absent.  So  at  least 
I  think  :  but  I  have  found  that  Mr.  Madox  Brown 
is  more  favouraljly  impressed  by  the  head  as  a  like¬ 
ness.  The  etching  forms  the  frontispiece  to  Madame 
Clemence  Couve’s  able  and  sympathetic  (though  not 
impeccably  correct)  French  translation  of  The 
House  of  Life.^' 

M’e  now  come  to  an  example  of  foremost  in¬ 
terest — the  small  pen-and-ink  portrait  of  Rossetti 
by  himself,  which  forms  our  next  illustration.  It 
belongs  to  the  Editor  of  The  Mac4azixe  of  Aft. 
This  small  portrait,  three  inches  and  an  eighth  l)y 
three  and  seven-eighths,  was  executed  in  1870,  with 
much  precision  and  minuteness  of  touch.  (See  op¬ 
posite  page.)  It  is  certainly  a  fair  likeness,  and 
may  lie  called  a  good  one,  though  I  think  that 
my  brother  has  been  not  quite  just  to  his  nose  in 
giving  it  sometliing  of  the  appearance  of  a  bumjiy 


:\r.  ROSSETTI. 

or  protuberant  tij) — a  disadvantage  which  it  as¬ 
suredly  did  not  possess.  The  expression,  though 
concentrated,  is  quiet,  as  of  a  nature  rather  solid  and 
acute  than  fervent  and  high-strung'.  In  this  respect 
also  I  think  it  falls  a  little  short;  it  tells  a  minor 
truth,  and  does  not  fully  emphasize  the  major  one. 
But  perhaps  the  reader  will  be  more  dis[)osed  to 
accept  the  evidence  of  Dante  Rossetti,  in  the  form 
of  delineation,  than  that  of  William  Rossetti,  in  the 
form  of  verbal  comment ;  nor  can  I  complain  if  so 
they  do.  I  may  add  here  that  the  number  of  male 
jicrtraits  produced  by  my  brother  was  relatively 
small.  There  were  our  grandfather  and  our  father, 
careful  pencil  drawings;  Madox  Brown  two  or  three 
limes,  and  AV.  B.  Scott,  ])encil ;  Holman  Hunt,  as 
previously  mentioned;  Browning  and  Swinburne, 
moderate  sized  water-colours,  both  excellent,  par¬ 
ticularly  the  former  ;  Ruskin,  Mr.  AV.  J.  Stillman, 
Mr.  George  Hake,  his  father  Dr.  Gordon  Hake,  Mr. 
Theodore  Watts,  Mr.  Leyland,  life-sized  chalk  draw¬ 
ings,  all  fine,  and  the  last  three  (more  especially)  first- 
rate  likenesses.  I  cannot  remember  that  he  ever 
]iainted  a  regular  male  portrait  in  oils,  except  the 
one  (which,  in  point  of  date,  I  should  have  named  first 
of  all)  of  our  father.  This  was  done,  life-size  and 
near  half-length,  about  the  same  time  as  “The  Girl¬ 
hood  of  Mary  A^irgin  it  now  belongs  to  Air.  Leo¬ 
nard  Lyell,  a  grandson  of  Air.  Charles  Lyell,  wdio 
was  my  brother's  godfather,  and  who  commissioned 
the  work. 

The  ]irinci])al  one  among  all  the  portraits  of  Ros¬ 
setti  was  briefly  referred  to  in  my  first  article — the 
life-sized  bust  jiortrait  in  oil,  full-face,  which  Air.  G. 
F.  AAhitts  executed.  It  was  exhibited  in  Burlington 
House  in  1883  as  an  addendum  to  the  collection  of 
works  by  Rossetti  himself  which  was  then  got  up 
by  the  Royal  Academy,  forming  a  portion  of  their 
annual  display  of  “  Old  Alasters  and  Deceased  British 
Artists.^’  In  the  Academy  catalogue  this  portrait 
was  said  to  have  been  “painted  about  1805.^^  This 
is  certainly  not  far  from  the  truth,  but  I  should  say 
that  the  work  is  later  than  I8C5,  rather  than  ear¬ 
lier.  Air.  Watts  produced  the  picture  for  his  own 
satisfaction,  treating  my  brother  as  one  of  those 
“  distinguished  men  ”  to  whom  he  accorded  this 
honour ;  and  he  presented  it  to  the  sitter.  It  is 
a  completed  yet  not  an  elaborately -finished  work. 
To  my  thinking,  the  picture  is  well  worthy  of 
its  pre-eminent  author,  but  is  not  one  of  the  most 
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conspicuously  s\iceessful  of  bis  portraitures  ;  some 
are  more  admirable  as  works  of  art,  and  several  more 
striking  as  likenesses.  !My  brotlier  himself  valued 
the  picture,  but  did  not  absolutely  accpuesce  in  it  as 
a  resemblance.  The  com})lexiou  and  the  hair  appear 
to  me  somewhat  too  ruddy  for  that  period  in  my 
brother's  life,  and  the  expression  comes  nearer  to 
settled  placidity  than  was  consistent  with  either  his 
aspect  or  his  nature.  IMy  brother  was,  in  fact, 
though  a  tolerably  easy-going,  still  a  vehement  man ; 
in  his  character  there  was  more  of  impulse  than 
I  recognize  in  Mr. 

Watts's  portrait,  and 
in  his  expression  more 
of  stress,  though  not 
of  strain.  If  his  ele¬ 
ment  was  not  that  of 
“  Sturm  und  Drang," 
neither  was  it  “  the 
shadow  nor  the  soli¬ 
tude."  However  this 
may  be,  the  portrait, 
when  I  re-examined 
it  in  1883,  impressed 
me  much  more  deeply 
and  pleasurably  than 
it  had  done  in  earlier 
years.  I  found  it 
a  fine  work,  bearing 
good  witness  to  the 
painter  who  produced 
it,  and  to  the  other 
painter  whom  it  re¬ 
cords.  Mr.  Leyland 
is  its  pi’esent  owner. 

Only  one  other 
portrait  of  Rossetti, 
done  during  his  life¬ 
time,  is  known  to  me. 

His  attached  friend 
the  painter  Mr.  Fre¬ 
derick  J.  Shields,  being  in  Rossetti's  studio  on  “  May 
22nd,  1880"  (the  date  noted  in  the  corner),  made 
on  a  leaf  of  note-paper  a  pencil  sketch  of  him  as 
he  sat  at  the  easel  painting  “  The  Day-dream."  One 
sees  only  his  back,  with  hair  rather  long  and  un¬ 
dipped,  fringing  abundantly  the  partially  bald  head. 
Broad  shoulders  in  the  loose  painting  coat ;  palette 
and  mahlstick ;  painting  table,  his  own  pattern, 
slightly  indicated  ;  the  chair  he  was  wont  to  sit  in 
at  work  very  defined  and  recognizable.  His  rotund 
figure  fills  it  well.  I  found  this  sketch  among  my 
brother's  belongings,  and  preserve  it  affectionately. 
Featiu’cless  though  the  head  is,  the  whole  forms  a 
very  genuine  item  of  portraiture. 

I  shall  not  dwell  at  much  length  upon  posthumous 


records.  On  lOth  April,  1882,  the  day  succeeding 
my  brothei’'s  death,  Mr.  Shields,  generously  doing 
violence  to  his  own  strong  feelings  in  order  to  meet 
my  wishes,  made  a  careful  pencil  drawing  (heightened 
with  a  very  few  touches  of  white)  of  my  brother  as 
he  lay  prepared  for  his  last  home.  The  details  here 
are  very  precise,  and,  to  anyone  who  desires  t(j  know 
what  were  the  facial  mould  and  type  which  Rossetti 
had  come  to  at  the  close  of  his  life  of  nearly  fifty- 
four  years,  they  furnish  an  irrefutable  document — 
reproduced  on  the  next  page.  This  drawing  was 

of  course  made  in 
the  bungalow  villa 
(now  named  Rossetti 
Bung’alow),  Birching- 
ton-on-Sea,  near  Mar¬ 
gate,  in  which  my 
brother  died;  the 
house  having  been 
liberally  placed  at  his 
disposal  by  his  valued 
old  friend  the  archi¬ 
tect  Air.  John  P. 
Seddon,  with  the  as¬ 
sent  of  the  owner.  Air. 
Cobb.  Air.  Shields 
was  one  of  the  small 
group  present  as  my 
brother  drew  his  last 
breath  in  the  even¬ 
ing  of  Easter  Sunday ; 
the  others  were  my 
mother,  my  sister 
Christina,  Air.  Theo¬ 
dore  AVatts,  Air.  Hall 
Caine,  the  local  medi¬ 
cal  man  Dr.  Harris, 
the  trained  nurse  Airs. 
Abrey,  and  myself. 
Shortly  afterwards 
Air.  Shields  repeated 
this  important  drawing,  but  not  with  literal  identity, 
for  my  sister,  and  likewise  for  Air.  Leyland.  Simul¬ 
taneously  with  his  first  design  I  got  a  plaster  cast 
of  my  brother's  head,  and  also  of  his  hand,  executed 
by  Brucciani.  From  a  certain  point  of  view  a  cast 
admits  of  no  dispute ;  but  from  the  point  of  view 
of  likeness  realizable  by  the  eyes  and  the  feelings 
of  survivors,  I  am  obliged  to  allow  that  this  cast 
jn’oves  a  total  disappointment;  I  would  hardly  have 
ventured  to  say  that  it  represents  my  brother,  and 
will  definitely  affirm  that  it  misre[>reseuts  him. 
Even  the  dimensions  of  the  forehead  seem  stinted 
and  contracted.  In  the  summer  of  the  same  year 
Air.  Henry  Treffry  Dunn,  my  brother's  artistic 
assistant,  partially  domiciled  for  years  in  the  same 
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house,  10,  Cheyiio  W'alk,  made  an  interesting-  and 
pleasant  water-colour  of  the  small  dining-room  of  the 
house,  with  all  its  curious  and  tasteful  appurtenances 
of  fi.rnitnre  ;  and  he  introduced  into  the  interior  small 
whole-length  ligures  of  Rossetti  reading’  one  of  his 
poems  (we  may  sui)pose  “  The  King’s  Tragedy”),  and 
of  iMr.  Theodore  Watts  as  tlu'  listener.  The  general 
likeness  of  Rossetti  is  here  fairly  given,  on  its  small 
scale  ;  hut  the  upraised  right  hand  with  which  he 
accompanies  m-  en- 
Ibrces  his  delivery 
of  the  verses  is  not, 

I  think,  eharaeter- 
istie  ;  it  may  rat  her 

1) e  I'egarded  as  a 
means  of  intimat¬ 
ing  to  the  eye  that 
the  personage  is 
reading  aloud.  Mr. 

Dunn  also  painted, 
a  year  or  so  after¬ 
wards,  a  life-sized 
portrait  in  oil,head- 
and  -  shoulders,  of 
Rossetti,  founded 
principally  upon 
that  photograjih  by 
Lewis  Carroll 
which  has  been 
here  engraved  :  he 
presented  this  to 
my  mother.  It  is 
firmly  and  well 
executed ;  and,  al¬ 
though  the  com¬ 
plexion  ap})ears  a 
little  “briekdusty” 
and  wanting  in  re¬ 
lined  gradation,  1 
could  not  name  any  painted  portrait  which  conveys 
a  more  immediate,  or  (within  certain  limits)  a  more 
decisive,  impression  of  Rossetti  than  this  one  does. 
Much  the  same  may  be  said  of  a  second  oil-head 
by  iNIr.  Dunn,  belonging  to  hlr.  Theodore  Watts  : 
it  is  founded  upon  the  same  photograph,  or  per¬ 
haps  more  directly  upon  the  other  one  deposited 
with  the  Stereosco[)ie  Company.  Here  the  eom- 

2) lexion  is  paler  and  better,  and  the  likeness  again 
strong,  hlr.  Holman  Hunt  executed  towards  1883 
a  moderate-sized  oil  ]iortrait  of  my  lu-other,  head- 
and-shoulders,  using  as  his  authority  the  head  drawn 
by  himself  in  coloured  chalks  (engraved  in  my 
first  article),  supplemented  Ijy  reminiscences  of  Ros- 
.setti’s  aspect  in  subsequent  years.  This  work 


gives  an  agreeable  impression  of  the  face,  the  ex¬ 
pression  being  candid  and  thonghtful  ;  the  eyes, 
however,  appear  to  me  over-large,  and  there  is  less 
“gri})”  altogether  in  this  oil  })icture  than  in  the 
chalk  drawing.  Lastly  I  have  to  mention  the  bust 
of  Rossetti,  modelled  by  Madox  Brown,  and  cast 
in  bronze,  which  serves  as  his  memorial  in  connec¬ 
tion  with  the  drinking  fountain,  from  the  design  of 
Mr.  Seddon,  erected  in  1887  by  subscription  just  in 

front  of  1 6,  Cheyne 
Walk.  hlr.  Brown 
has  here  aimed  at 
a  typical  image  of 
Rossetti  the  painter 
and  ])oet,  rather 
than  a  ]u-eeise  like¬ 
ness  of  him  at  any 
particular  day  or 
year  of  his  life; 
the  age  represented 
is  forty  or  there¬ 
abouts.  The  con¬ 
ception  is  vivid  and 
energetic,  the  exe¬ 
cution  forcible.  The 
head  has  the  air  of 
an  impetuous  and 
inventive  man  — 
which  Rossetti  was 
• — even  of  a  some¬ 
what  overbearing 
and  severe  one. 
Overbearing  he  was 
at  times,  but  severe, 
to  my  thinking,  he 
w  a  s  n  0  t.  T  h  e 
bronze  bust  (which 
in  general  arrange¬ 
ment  is  partly  re¬ 
miniscent  of  the  Shakespeare  bust  in  Stratford 
Church)  presents  a  striking  a])pearance  l/i,  situ.  A 
jdaster  cast  of  it  holds  a  prominent  place  in  IMr. 
Brown’s  house,  and  is  there  seen  under  advantageous 
conditions  of  lighting  and  environment ;  and  it  ap¬ 
pears  to  me  to  bring  out  the  likeness  even  more 
decidedly  than  the  lu'onze  in  the  open  air. 

P.8. — Since  my  Article  if.  was  in  jn-int,  I  have  heen  romindod 
hy  my  sister  that  the  account  thci-e  given  of  the  head  of  Mossetti 
in  the  caricature-design  by  Jlr.  Sandy s  is  not  fully  accurate.  The 
fact  is  that  Mr.  Sandys,  who  did  not  otherwise  know  my  brother 
at  that  date,  called  upon  him  before  drawing  the  head,  to  see 
what  he  was  like  :  some  slight  errand  was  made  the  ostensilde 
motive.  Also  the  date  of  the  Downey  photographs  in  the 
Inverness  cape  should  have  been  given  as  December,  1862  (not 
186.3  or  earlier). 


D.  G.  ROSSETTI. 

^FyO))i  a  Pynrd  Purtrait  taliCii  after  Jhath  hy  Frcdericlc  J. 
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Though  there  is  no  doubt  that  while  some  of 
the  earlier  engravings  reproduced  in  these  ar¬ 
ticles  were  the  work  of  professed  wood-engravers^ 
others  were  as  certainly  executed  by  persons  who  had 
not  learned,  and  did  not  regularly  2>ractise,  the  art. 
Some  of  the  cuts  are  no  doubt  the  work  of  printers, 
and  they  are  as  rude  in  design  as  they  are  coarse  in 
execution.  Between  1050  and  1700  the  art  of  wood- 
engraving  in  England  reached  its  lowest  point.  In 
Italy,  France,  and  Holland  there  were,  indeed,  a  few 
engravers  whose  blocks  show  the  hand  of  the  skilful 
workman  without  any  of  the  inspiration  of  the  artist; 
but  in  England  there  was  scarcely  an  engraver  who 


their  editors  and  printers  subject  to  serious  pains  and 
penalties  it  they  published  anything  offensive  to  the 
authorities.  With  the  year  1695  a  new  epoch  opened 
for  the  press  in  England.  The  House  of  Commons 
decided  without  a  division  that  the  Licensing  Act 
should  not  again  be  renewed ;  the  Lords  insisted 
that  it  should  be  renewed;  but  at  a  conference  the 
Lords  (largely  influenced  by  the  representations  of 
John  Locke)  gave  way,  and  the  ])ress  was  released 
from  some  of  the  fetters  which  had  so  long  retarded 
its  progress.  The  effects  at  once  became  manifest. 
Newspapers  rapidly  increased  in  numbers,  and  for 
a  hundred  years  some  of  the  most  brilliant  geniuses 


“a  stbange  wild  beast  seen  in  feance.” 
(From  the  “St,  James's  Chronicle,”  June  6,  1765.) 


could  produce  blocks  of  any  more  artistic  value  than 
those  of  which  specimens  have  already  been  shown. 
Two  causes,  however,  were  shortly  to  operate  to  give 
fresh  impetus  to  the  progress  of  illustrated  journalism 
— the  lapse  of  the  Licensing  Act  on  the  accession 
of  William  III.,  and  the  revival  of  wood-engrav¬ 
ing  with  Thomas  Bewick  in  the  latter  half  of  the 
eighteenth  century. 

This  eighteenth  century  was  the  period  of  the 
adolescence  of  the  press  in  England.  In  the  seven¬ 
teenth  century  we  see  puerile  newspapers  dealing 
largely  in  monsters  and  prodigies,  meagre  in  their 
news,  venal  in  their  comments,  issued  by  stealth, 
.572 


of  their  times  were  content  to  be  writers  for  the 
]iress. 

The  establishment  of  The  Observer  on  December 
4,  1791,  marks  the  origin  of  modern  illustrated  jour¬ 
nalism,  and  the  years  from  1095  to  1791  offer  com¬ 
paratively  little  of  interest.  Attempts  were  occa¬ 
sionally  made  to  depict  events  of  the  day;  and  it  is 
obvious  that  the  idea  of  illustrating  news  by  means 
of  pictures  was  still  present  in  the  minds  of  news- 
jraper  editors.  In  The  London  Post,  for  examjjle  (a 
paper  started  by  Benjamin  Harris  after  the  failure 
of  The  Intelligence,  Domestic  arul  Foreign),  for  July 
25,  1701,  there  was  a  map  of  the  seat  of  war  in 
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Ttiily  ;  and  in  The  Daih/  Conran!  ol:  Sejitcmbt-r  S, 
17(0,  was  a  [ilaii  oL'  JNIons.  The  J)iiili/  Cnnranl, 
started  on  ]\Iarcli  11,  1702,  and  issued  at  lirst  by 
one  Mallet,  “next  door  to  the  Kiny’s  Anns  Tavern, 
at  Fleet  Rridye,^'’  has  the  honour  oh'  heiny  the  first 
English  daily  paper,  and  it  was  ])nhlished  till  1 7 T1 
hy  Samuel  Buckley,  oh  Little  Britain,  one  oh  the 
most  successhnl  newsvendors  oh  the  day,  and  at  one 
time  puljlisher  oh  The  i^pect ator  for  Steele  and  Addi- 


able  ])apers  of  the  last  century.  Some  of  the  saddest 
and  most  singadar  chapters  in  modern  literary  his¬ 
tory  are  those  dealing  with  Grub  Street  and  the 
Grnbean  writers.  Grub  Street  was  an  Alsatia  for 
the  neediest  ballad-writers,  pamphleteers,  and  anony¬ 
mous  libellers.  The  attacks  of  Rope  and  Swift  upon 
the  nnhortunafe  Grub  Street  writers  have  made  the 
name  synonymous  for  ever  with  all  that  is  ignorant 
and  ignoble  in  literature.  The  Grnh  Street  Journal 


“THE  BEAIN-BUCKEB  ;  OE,  THE  MISF.EIES  OP  AXrTKOKSHir.” 


{From  a  JJraicimj  hi/  Tloii'huKlsd)},  in  ‘'VV/r  Dritish  Mriniri/^"  May  1:2^  17S7.) 


son.  Though  education  was  now  ra])ldly  sju'eading 
among  the  people,  we  can  still  note  in  the  illus¬ 
trated  press  oh  the  time  revivals  or  survivals  oh  that 
love  oh  t.lu'  marvellous  which  was  so  charaeteristic 
a.  note  in  the  journals  oh  the  ])revious  century.  An 
occasional  caricature  on  the  South  Sea  Bubble  and 
a  rough  cut  of  an  eclipse  are  the  only  illustrations 
which  enliven  the  ]jondon  newspa])ers  till  we  come 
to  The  Crn/j  Sired  Journal,  which  made  its  first 
apjiearance  on  January  S,  T7d0.  The  Grnh  Street 
Journal  appeared  regularly  till  December  29,  1737, 
when  it  was  re-issned,  ajiparently  under  new  manage¬ 
ment,  as  The  Jjiferarj/  Conner  of  Grnh  Street,  which 
continued  only  until  July  27,  173S.  The  Grub  Street 
Journal  was  in  many  ways  one  of  the  most  remark- 


was  founded  by  Dr.  Richard  Russell  and  Dr.  John 
Martyn,  not  to  advocate  the  cause  of  Grub  Street, 
but  to  carry  on  the  attacks  of  l^ojie  and  others  upon 
the  whole  tribe  oh  Gridx  Street  writers,  and  upon  the 
liajiers  to  which  they  contributed.  In  several  of 
SwitDs  letters  to  Stella  he  refers  to  a  jiending  Act 
for  licensing  the  press  “which  wdl  utterly  ruin 
Grub  Street;”  “Law  is  a  Bottomless  Pit; 

or.  The  History  oh  John  Bull”  (usually  attributed 
to  Swift,  but  doubtless  the  work  of  Arbuthnot), 
there  is  a  long’  ])assage  of  semi-serious  rejoicing 
over  the  effect  the  new  muzzling  Act  would  have 
on  the  Grub  Street  publications  : — “  IIow  will  the 
noble  acts  [?  arts]  of  John  Overtones  painting  and 
sculpture  languish  !  where  rich  invention,  proper 


ILLUSTRATED  JOURNALISM  IN  ENGLAND:  ITS  RISE. 


expression,  correct  design,  divine  attitudes,  and  artful 
contrast,  heightened  with  the  beauties  of  clar-oscur, 
einbellislied  by  celebrated  pieces  to  tbe  delight  and 
astonishment  of  the  judicious  multitude  !  Adieu, 
persuasive  eloquence  !  The  quaint  metaphor,  the 
poignant  irony,  the  proper  epithet,  and  the  lively 
simile,  are  hed  for  ever  !  ” 

The  reference  to  John  Overton  is  particularly 
interesting.  He  was  an  engraver  of  cuts  for  several 
newspapers  of  the  day,  and  his  is  one  of  the  first 


U;5 

jiortrait,  from  a  ])ainting'  by  E.  iNlarkliam,  ])resum- 
ably  of  the  Lord  Mayor  of  Ijondon.  In  No. 
(October  :bS,  Ifdl)  the  lirst  two  ])ages  unfold  and 
contain  woodcuts,  executed  fairly  enougli,  of  the 
Lord  Mayers’s  Procession,  and  in  that  week  there 
are  only  two  ])ages  of  type.  In  No.  1-1-7  is  another 
copper-plate  of  “"The  Art  and  Mystery  of  Printing 
Emblematically  Displayed,-”  and  this  is  so  curious  an 
affair  that  it  is  here  reproduced.  (See  p.  107.)  Sub¬ 
sequently  they  returned  to  wood-engraving,  and  in 


nelson’s  coffin  and  funebal  car. 
(From  “  The  Times”  Jamtary  10,  1S06.) 


names  that  has  come  down  to  us  as  a  pioneer  of 
illustrated  journalism.  Rut  though  the  superior 
writers  of  the  day  are  thus  so  severe  upon  the  unfor¬ 
tunate  Grub  Street  papers  and  their  illustrations,  they 
did  not  hesitate  to  bring  out  illustrations  in  their 
own  journal.  These  were,  however,  distinctly  superior 
to  anything  of  the  kind  which  had  been  attempted 
before.  In  several  cases  the  engravings  were  on 
copper  plates,  and  it  was  thus  necessary  to  have  two 
separate  printings,  which  in  a  paper  sold  for  only 
twopence  must  have  been  a  most  expensive  process. 
The  first  illustrations  are  in  No.  43,  published  on 
October  29,  1730.  They  are  woodcuts,  occupy  a 
page,  and  represent  the  arms  of  the  City  Comjjanies. 
On  the  front  page  of  No.  48  is  a  capital  copper-plate 


the  number  for  October  25,  1733,  we  find  a  rough 
cut  of  the  “Art  of  Trimming  Emblematically  Dis¬ 
played,^’  and  with  this  I  take  leave  of  T/te  Grab 
Street  Journal. 

One  of  the  most  important  of  the  daily  news¬ 
papers  of  the  middle  of  the  eighteenth  century  was 
The  Baih/  Post.  Started  in  1719  with  the  help 
of  Defoe,  and  as- a  rival  to  The  Conrant,  it  had  a 
long  and  prosperous  career.  Defoe  wrote  for  it  for 
over  five  years,  his  most  interesting  contribution 
being  “  Robinson  Crusoe,”  which  came  out  in  its 
columns  for  the  first  time,  running  through  165 
numbers.  The  new  paper  professed  to  correct  the 
errors  of  its  contemporaries,  and  to  give  trustwor¬ 
thy  news  without  any  distortion  of  the  facts.  In 
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I'oiuieOioii  witli  it  a  weeklv  miscellany,  TJu‘  Bntush 
Journal,  was  started  iu  17:2d,  and  later  (in  T7d()) 
the  ])aper  I'cll  into  the  hands  oL‘  Harry  Woodfall, 
the  head  of  the  famous  family  of  j’l'iiders,  who 
changed  its  name  to  The  London  .Dailt/  Purl  and 
General  Adrerlher,  subse(|uently  to  The  General 
Adveriher,  and  finally  to  The  Tahlte  Ad rerltser. 
In  The  Tahllc  Advertiser  aj)])eared  the  letters  of 
Junius.  Here,  therefore,  was  an  energ-etically  con¬ 
ducted  daily  papier  comj)eting'  actively  with  two 


all  the  hattlc-pieces  of  our  IMelton  Priors  and  our 
Simpsons,  our  Sydney  Halls  and  our  Villiers. 

To  the  stuih'iit  of  the  develo])ment  of  the  news- 
])apcr  ])ress  in  England  The  Jacobite  Journal  is  a 
most  interesting  ])a])er.  It  was  the  elaborate  jest 
which  Henry  Fielding'  sprung  upon  the  town  to 
satirise  the  Jacobite  Itarty ;  but  its  particular  interest 
in  connection  with  illustrated  journalism  is  that  it 
had  an  “  emblematical  frontispiece,^’  which  was  said 
ti»  be  by  Hogarth.  (See  p.  IU8.)  The  paper  ran  oidy 
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{Fro)\i  a  Coppvr-platc  Eagniv'nKj  in  "  TJk'  OhscrriJ\"  (Jetohrr  iFJ,  1815.) 


rivals,  yet  throughout  all  the  copies  I  have  searched 
I  h  ave  been  able  to  liud  but  one  illustration,  and  that 
a  poor  little  woodcut  of  the  humblest  kind.  It  occurs 
in  the  number  for  Alarch  21),  I7dt),  and  represents 
Admiral  Vernon’s  attack  on  Portobelki.  (See  ]>.  107.) 
The  long  account  of  the  assault  hy  “a  gentleman  on 
board  the  Bnrford  (the  Admiral’s  ship)  at  Porto  Bello 
to  his  friend  at  Newcastle  ”  is  signed  “  Wm.  lliehard- 
son,”  and  he  also  ])robably  supjilied  the  sketch.  In 
the  ])er.son  of  this  Wm.  Richardson,”  of  whom  all 
other  record  is  for  ever  lost,  1  am  inclined  to  hail 
the  earlie.st  of  the  race  of  special  artists.  In  the 
midst  of  the  battle  and  the  assault  “  APm.  Richard¬ 
son  ”  had  an  eye  for  the  ]»ublie  at  home,  and  jotted 
down  on  paper  the  positions  of  the  Spanish  defences 
and  the  British  shi])S.  Insignificant,  pictorially,  as 
is  his  little  sketch,  it  marks  an  epoch  in  the  history 
of  the  news])aper  press,  for  it  is  the  forerunner  of 


from  December,  1717,  to  November,  1748.  It  ap¬ 
peared  every  Saturday,  and  tlie  engraving  was  re¬ 
tained  only  in  the  first  twelve  nundiers.  A  remark¬ 
able  conjunction  of  intellects  on  an  illustrated  paper 
was  this  of  Fielding  and  Hogarth — one  that  has, 
perha])S,  never  since  been  re]ieated. 

“  Our  special  artist  ”  now  again  appears  upon  the 
scene,  for  in  Oireids  ITeehdj/  Chronicle  for  June  3, 
1758  (a  journal  not  to  be  confounded  with  The  Uni- 
rersal  Chronicle  started  by  Newbery  about  the  same 
time),  we  have  a  view  of  Fort  Fouras,  to  illustrate  the 
unfortunate  expedition  against  Rochelle.  It  is,” 
says  Air.  Alasou  Jackson  in  his  work  on  The  Pic¬ 
torial  Press,”  “  the  earliest  attempt  iu  a  uews])aper 
to  give  a  pictorial  representation  of  a  place  in  con¬ 
nection  with  news,”  and  the  same  high  authority 
surndses  that  the  sketch  must  have  been  the  work 
of  some  ofiiccr  who  accompanied  the  expedition. 
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WASHINGTON  ALLSTON,  A.RA. 

By  M.  G.  van  RENSSELAER. 


IF  we  try  to  cli’aw  up  a  list  of  our  earlier  American 
painters  we  find  some^  like  West  and  Leslie,  who 
have  their  truer  })lace  in  a  history  of  the  Englisli 
school.  Among  those  who  more  properly  belong  to 
us,  those  who  were  American  not  only  by  birth  and 


after,  and  he  was  so  fragile  a  child  that  at  the  age 
of  seven  he  was  sent  north  for  the  Ijenetit  of  a  more 
bracing  climate.  His  early  education  was  received 
at  Newport,  Rhode  Island  ;  and  there  was  then  no 
Ainei  ican  town  better  lifted  for  the  purpose,  especially 


■WASHINGTON  ALLSTON,  A.B.A. 
(Engraved  hy  Tielze,  from  a  Contemporary  Bust.) 


breeding  but  also  by  residence  and  labour,  Gilbert 
Stuart  and  Washington  Allston  stand  pre-eminent 
in  fame.  Yet  to  the  younger  generations  of  their 
countrymen  they  were  little  more  than  honoured 
names,  great  but  untested  reputations,  until  a  few 
years  ago,  when  their  works  were  gathered  together 
for  exhibition  in  Boston  in  1881. 

The  Allstons  of  South  Carolina  were  gentlefolk 
by  long  descent,  and  are  believed  to  have  been  of 
Northumberland  origin.  Washington  Allston  was 
born  on  the  hereditary  estate  of  Brook  Green,  near 
Georgetown,  in  the  year  1779.  His  father  died  soon 
573 


as  concerned  that  art  toward  which  he  had  shown  a 
strong  childish  leaning.  From  Newport  he  went  to 
Harvard  College,  and  here  again  he  learned  all  he 
could  from  local  artists,  as  well  as  from  the  few  good 
imported  pictures  he  found  in  Cambridge  and  the 
neighbouring  Boston. 

As  soon  as  he  had  taken  his  degree  he  returned 
to  the  south,  establishing  himself  at  Charleston  with 
his  college  friend,  the  miniature-painter,  Malbone. 
But  his  longing  for  foreign  travel  could  not  be  sup¬ 
pressed.  Like  a  born  artist  he  was  ignorant  and 
reckless  in  money  matters.  Legal  complications 
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thrcn telling  his  heritage,  lie  sold  it  at  a  saeritice:  and 
even  then  he  did  not  rellect  that  he  niigdit  live  com¬ 
fortably  on  the  income  of  the  price  received — he  simply 
put  his  capital  in  the  hands  of  a  London  hanker,  and 
drew  freely  upon  it  until  it  was  exhausted. 

In  ]May,  18U1,  he  embarked  for  Engdand  with 
iMalbone.  The  latter  remained  only  a  few  months, 
lint  Allston  settled  himself  to  steady  work  in  the 
schools  of  the  Royal  Academy.  Mr.  West,  he  tells 
ns,  received  him  with  the  greatest  kindness,  and 
Enseli  likewise;  thongli,  upon  learning  his  desire  to 
devote  himself  to  historical  painting,  the  latter  in¬ 
formed  him  frankly  that  he  had  “come  a  great  way 
to  starve.”  For  two  years  he  remained  in  London, 
diligently  cultivating  his  mind  as  well  as  his  hand. 
Then  he  went  to  the  Continent  with  Vanderlyn, 
another  young  American  artist;  .travelled  for  two 
years  through  the  Low  Countries,  France,  Switzerland, 
and  North  Italy,  and  in  the  spring  of  1805  found 
himself  at  Rome.  Four  years  in  all  he  spent  in  Italy 
in  eager  study  of  the  old  masters  and  of  nature,  and 
in  intimate  association  with  many  famous  men  of 
widely  different  cpialities.  The  Cafe  Greco,  in  Rome, 
was  the  favourite  haunt  of  ])oets  anil  painters  ;  there 
he  met  Turner  and  Cornelius,  and  Thorwaldsen  and 
Gibson,  Byron  and  Keats  and  Shelley,  Hans  Andersen 
and  Fenimore  Cooper,  and  their  common  admirer, 
Louis  of  Bavaria  ;  while  at  William  von  Humboldt’s 
house  he  learned  to  know  the  more  famous  brother, 
M  adame  de  Stael,  the  Schlegels,  Sismondi,  and  the 
whole  dijilomatic  circle  of  the  moment. 

Truly  at  that  moment  Rome  was  fertile  soil  for 
the  development  of  any  spirit  which  had  within  it 
the  seeds  of  intellectual  life.  AVashington  Irving 
tells  us  of  the  general  esteem  in  which  the  young 
American  was  held  there,  and  tries  to  explain  that 
personal  charm  which  now,  as  in  his  later  life,  seems 
to  have  worked  very  potently  u])on  all  who  know  him. 

In  18th)  Allston  returned  to  America,  and  married 
a  lady  to  whom  ho  had  long  been  engaged — the  sister 
of  his  boyhood’s  friend,  AVilliam  Ellery  Channing, 
the  famous  flnitarian  divine.  During  a  stay  of  two 
years  in  Boston  he  seems  to  have  received  some  en¬ 
couragement  as  a  ])ortrait-painter,  but  feeling  the 
need  of  fresh  inspiration,  he  sailed  in  1811  with  his 
wife  for  England.  AA'ith  them  went  Mr.  IMorse,  then 
a  painter  too,  afterwards  the  inventor  of  the  electric 
telegraph.  Charles  Ijeslie  followed  soon,  and  though, 
as  I  have  said,  he  eventually  threw  himself  wholly 
into  the  current  of  English  art,  Allston  was  his  first 
instructor.  An  interesting  relic  of  these  long-buried 
friendships  is  a  portrait  of  Allston,  which  was  then 
painted  by  Leslie,  and  was  given  by  Morse  in  18()() 
to  the  National  Academy  of  Design  in  New  York. 

A  serious  illness  which  attacked  Allston  at  this 
time  brought  his  friends’  devotion  into  strong  relief. 


Alo  rse,  Leslie,  and  Coleridge  watched  devotedly  by 
his  bedside,  and  Southey  cheered  his  convalescence  at 
Clifton.  After  his  recovery  he  finished  a  large  com- 
jiosition, showing  “  The  Dead  Man  Revived  by  Elisha’s 
Bones,”  which  was  exhibited  at  the  British  Institution, 
awarded  the  first  jirize  of  two  hundred  guineas,  and 
jnirchased  for  the  Pennsylvania  Academy  of  the  Fine 
Arts,  Another  important  work  was  “  The  Angel 
Uriel  Standing  in  the  Snn,”  which  also  received  a 
prize  from  the  British  Institution,  and  was  purchased 
by  the  Alarcpiis  of  Stafford;  and  still  another,  “Jacob’s 
Dream,”  which  was  bought  by  the  Earl  of  Egremont. 
Smaller  canvases,  some  of  which  also  found  their  way 
to  Petworth,  were  “  Clytie,”  “  The  Repose  in  Egypt,” 
“  Hermia  and  Helena,”  “  Falstalf  and  his  Ragged 
Recruits,”  and  a  landscape  called  “  Elijah  in  the 
Desert.”  And  at  this  time  was  begun  the  huge 
“  Belshazzar’s  Feast,”  which  was  to  play  so  tragic  a 
part  in  the  painter’s  later  life. 

It  seems  probable  that,  had  it  not  been  for  his 
wife’s  death,  Allston  might  have  remained  perma¬ 
nently  in  England.  But  with  bereavement  and 
depression  of  spirits  came  a  home-sickness  which 
neither  work  nor  travel  nor  friends  could  cure, 
and  in  the  summer  of  1818  he  set  sail  for  Boston. 
Aluch  was  said  against  this  step,  not  only  by  his 
personal  friends,  but  by  his  brother  painters,  speak¬ 
ing,  as  they  believed,  in  the  interests  of  his  art 
and  future  fame.  Nor  did  they  soon  cease  to 
urge  his  return,  electing  him,  for  example.  Asso¬ 
ciate  of  the  Royal  Academy  in  1819,  and  writing 
him,  a  few  years  later,  that  only  the  fact  of  his  non¬ 
residence  stood  in  the  way  of  his  reception  into  the 
higher  liody.  Bnt  he  never  wavered  from  that  de¬ 
termination  to  remain  at  homo,  which  he  explained 
by  citing  the  liberal  patronage  that  was  there  l)e- 
stowed  upon  him,  and  the  strong  taste  for  art  that 
was  there  developing  (with  “a  quicker  appreciation” 
of  artistic  effort,  he  maintained,  than  characterised 
any  European  land),  and  by  his  linn  conviction  that, 
“  if  we  have  any  talents,  we  owe  something  to  onr 
conntry  when  she  is  disposed  to  foster  them  ” — a 
conviction,  by  the  way,  which  we  may  well  wish 
were  shared  by  all  the  American  artists  of  to-day. 

In  1830  Allston  married  again,  and  again  tlie 
sister  of  a  very  early  friend,  Richard  11.  Dana.  The 
next  year  he  removed  to  a  new  home  and  stndio  in 
Camhridgeport,  near  Boston,  where  he  dwelt  until 
his  death  in  1843.  His  feeble  health  and  his  devo¬ 
tion  to  his  art  and  to  his  books  prescribed  a  life  of 
the  most  jmrely  domestic  kind ;  but  his  circle  of 
friends  was  large  and  affectionate,  and  there  was  not 
a  buddino’  artist  in  America  but  came  to  him  for 

O 

counsel  and  inspiration,  or  an  intelligent  foreigner 
but  sought  to  know  him.  The  memoirs  and  note¬ 
books  and  periodicals  and  letters  of  the  time  make 
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constant  mention  of  liis  name^  and  bear  unanimous 
tribute  to  bis  sing'ular  charm  of  presence,  of  char¬ 
acter,  and  of  conversation.  In  the  writings  lie  has 


those  in  England,  which  I  have  not  seen.  I  should 
like,  for  example,  to  be  able  to  describe  his  “  Jacob’s 
Dream,”  or  that  ''Angel  Uriel,”  which  Leslie  said 


SAUL  AND  THE  WITCH  OF  ENDOE. 

(From  the  Painting  by  Washington  Allston,  A.R.A.,  in  the  Possession  of  Mr.  Wm.  W.  Gardner,  Boston,  U.S.A.  Engraved  by 
P.  E.  FUUbrown  from  the  Mezzotint  by  Andreie  and  Wagstajf.) 


left,  both  prose  and  verse,  we  can  see  for  ourselves 
his  pure  and  beautiful  soul,  his  clear  and  cultivated 
and  philosophic  mind;  all  of  which  qualities,  we  are 
told,  were  expressed  through  a  perfect  manner,  at 
once  winning  and  imposing,  and  a  golden  gift  of 
speech. 

The  exhibition  contained  forty  of  Allston’s  pic¬ 
tures,  together  with  many  sketches,  studies,  and  un¬ 
finished  canvases.  All  branches  of  his  work  were 
included ;  and  if  the  historical  branch  was  not  repre¬ 
sented  by  the  most  notable  examples  even  among 
those  which  are  owned  in  America,  yet  it  was  possible 
to  turn  to  these  in  other  places,  and,  by  the  light  the 
exhibition  afforded,  to  judge  of  them  more  intelli¬ 
gently  than  had  before  been  possible.  As  I  have 
said,  we  tried  not  to  expect  too  much,  and  certainly 
did  not  expect  all  that  the  artist’s  contemporaries 
bade  us  anticipate;  yet  the  impression  we  received 
was  distinctly  disappointing. 

Perhaps  the  best  of  his  more  ambitious  essays  are 


was  "equal  to  the  best  works  of  Veronese.”  But  1 
confess  there  is  little  in  the  pictures  that  I  know  to 
justify,  in  even  the  faintest  sense,  any  comparison 
of  such  a  sort.  The  huge  "  Dead  Man  Revived  by 
Elisha’s  Bones”  I  have  seen  in  the  Philadelphia 
Academy,  where  it  hangs  near  Benjamin  West’s 
"  Death  on  the  Pale  Horse.”  A  comparison  with 
this  it  well  sustains,  proving,  I  should  say,  that 
Allston  came  a  very  distinct  degree  nearer  to  being 
a  great  artist  than  his  elder  fellow-countryman. 
But,  together  with  the  "  Angel  Delivering  St.  Peter 
from  Prison,”  and  the  "  Jeremiah  and  the  Scribe,” 
and  the  smaller,  but  kindred,  "  Saul  and  the  'Witch 
of  Endor  ”  (here  reproduced),  it  fails  to  prove  that 
he  really  reached  the  goal.  He  has  feeling  of  a 
certain  sort,  and  West  has  none.  He  draws  as  well 
as  West,  but  in  the  same  laboured  academic  way. 
His  colour  is  much  better — not  at  all  the  colour 
his  contemporaries  thought  it,  but  still  possessed 
of  undeniable  excellence;  and  his  handling  is  far 
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more  })ersonal  and  synipatlietie  and  artistic  tlian  his 
master’s.  Ent  in  each  of  these  ([iialities  tlicre  lacks 
tliat  indellnahle  somethinn' w  hich  means  the  ditu'renco 
hetween  a  mere  artistic  i^'ift  and  real  artistic  power — 
and  power  is  needed  for  the  adepnate  treatment  of 
heroic  themV's.  Moreover,  other  important  (piahties 
are  wdiolly  wanting'.  There  is  none  of  that  immediate- 
seeminy  grasp  of  a  snhject  wdiich  gives  the  observer  an 


snch  pictures  as  the  “Sisters”  (here  engraved),  the 
“  Rosalie,”  and  the  “  Amy  Rohsart,”  each  a  single 
half-length  figure  of  life-size  ;  and  the  “  Mother  and 
Slee})ing  Child;”  and  to  snch  genre  snhjects  as 
the  “  Lorenzo  and  Jessica  ”  and  the  “  Valentine.” 
Here  we  iind  colour  which,  in  truth,  has  none  of 
that  Aenetian  strength  and  hrilliancy  with  wdiich 
it  once  was  credited,  Init  yet  something  of  the  true 


EI.IJAII  FED  BY  THE  HAVENS. 

(Fro)}i  the  Painting  hij  Washington  AVslon,  A.U.A.,  in  the  Possessioii  of  the  Afnscnm  of  Fine  Arts,  Boston,  U.S.A. 

Engraved  hy  Andrciv.) 


instant  impression  of  jnctorial  rlglilnertx.  His  llgures 
in  themselves  are  also  ]ialpahly  academic,  ]ialpahly 
w'anting  in  true  ilramatic  force.  It  is  not  really  Saul 
he  has  seen  and  painted,  or  Jeremiah,  or  St.  Peter, 
but  some  soulless  model  into  whom  he  has  tried  to 
force  the  desired  expressiveness;  with  a  result,  now' 
of  meagre  commonplace,  and  now  of  melodramatic 
exaggeration.  Nor,  again,  do  his  landscapes  seem 
to  me  to  have  much  value.  The  best  known 
among  them,  “Elijah  Fed  by  the  Ravens” — re¬ 
produced  on  this  jiage  —  will  show  how  little  he 
w'as  intluenccd  by  that  great  modern  school  of  land¬ 
scape  wdiich  was  already  blossoming  in  the  England 
of  his  earlier  years.  It  is  coldly  conventional, 
“  classic  ”  in  conception ;  and,  moreover,  its  dull 
browns  give  no  hint  of  the  colouristic  gift  he  really 
possessed. 

To  see  this  gift  in  evidence  we  must  turn  to 


Venetian  breadth  and  suavity  and  charm  —  colour 
wdiich  is,  beyond  eom})arison,  better  than  that  wdiich 
wais  characteristic  of  current  English  hgure-painting. 
Allston,  for  one,  knew  the  great  fact,  then  so  com¬ 
monly  ignored,  that  colour  meant  tone  and  not  merely 
colonrs.  And  here,  in  addition,  we  find  a  handling 
wdiich,  although  it  also  lacks  in  strength,  falls  neither 
into  the  sin  of  emptiness  nor  into  that  of  hardness, 
nor  yet  into  that  of  “niggling”  over-elaboration,  but 
is  broad  and  simple-seeming,  adecpiate,  idein^ing,  and 
truly  painter-like;  and,  finally,  a  sentiment  which  is 
very  charming  and  quite  ^leculiar  to  this  artist  only. 

Aluch  has  been  said  and  written  to  prove  that 
Allston’s  career  w'as  hlighted  by  the  supposed  mistake 
he  made  in  leaving  England  for  America.  But  such 
a  statement  rests  iqion  the  belief — in  my  eyes  most 
mistaken — that  he  w^as  at  his  best  in  the  domain  of 
“  high  art.”  When  he  came  home  he  brought  with 


THE  SISTERS. 


{From  the  Picture  by  Waehingtou  Allston,  A.Ii.A.,  in  the  Posseseion  of  Mrs.  S.  Hooper,  Boston.  Engraved  by  R.  Hoskins.) 
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liiin  a  luiye  uiiliiiislioil  j)icture  of  “  Rolsliazzai’s 
Feast  and  during  the  years  lie  sj)ent  in  Hostoig 
while  it  lay  I'olled  uj)  in  a  corner  for  want  of  space  to 
stretch  it,  and  while  his  hand  was  hnsied,  jierforce, 
with  hnnihler  things,  his  thoughts  seem  to  have  dwelt 
upon  it  with  a  singular  intensity  of  longing.  Thtit 
was  the  work  he  wanted  to  do;  and  only  when  he 
should  have  done  it  would  he  rest  content  as  having 
shown  the  world  what  his  very  Ix'st  might  mean. 
Ihit  though  his  second  marriage  hronght  him  ]ieen- 
niarv  ease,  though  he  spread  the  vast  canvas  in  his 
new  studio  at  ('amhridge|iort,  and  worked  upon  it  for 
years  with  single-minded  earnestness,  nothing  came 
of  all  his  hopes  and  lahours  ;  when  he  died  he  left 
not  even  the  half-fnltilled  promise  of  a  successful  work. 
He  who  wills  can  gaze  np(.)n  it  where  it  hangs  tii- 
day — on  the  staircase  of  the  Eoston  iMnsenm  of  the 
Fine  Arts,  ddie  place  does  not  sound  very  honourahle, 
hut,  alas  !  it  is  good  enough  for  this  meaningless, 
hopeless,  thrice-]iathetie  wreck  of  great  amhitions  and 
sincere  enthusiasms,  for  no  one  can  call  it  aught  hut 
a  patent,  irremediahle  failure. 

Of  direct  artistic  inspiration  there  was  certainlv 
little  or  none  in  the  New  England  of  Allston^s  day — • 
either  in  the  collected  works  of  an  elder  time,  or  in 
the  growing  works  of  worthy  rivals,  or,  indeed,  in 
the  presence  of  visible  material  heanty  of  any  sort. 
\et  he  had  lived  for  many  years,  and  gathered  many 
memories  amid  richer  surroundings,  and  had  trained 
his  hand  and  e\e  ami  mind,  we  must  believe,  to 
as  high  a  degree  of  power  as  in  them  lay.  His 
American  jmldic,  though  small,  washy  no  means  un¬ 
intelligent;  and  loved,  and  admired,  and  believed  in 
him  so  fervently  that  one  cannot  feel  his  gifts  were 
blighted  for  lack  of  what  is  called  encouragement. 
By  this  public  all  the  minor  products  of  Allston’s 
brush  were  received  with  enthusiasm,  and  accepted 
as  signs  and  promises  of  even  greater  powers  than 
they  revealed.  Never  was  a  picture  more  eagerly 
awaited,  more  widely  discussed  in  anticipation,  more 
confidently  pronounced  a  masterpiece,  ere  an  v  eye  had 
seen  it,  than  was  the  “  Belshazzar’s  Feast.”  If  it 
never  grew  to  he  a  masterpiece,  if,  indeed,  it  never 
grew  to  finality  of  any  kind,  external  conditions  do 
not  seem  to  me  to  blame.  I  cannot  regret  that  ho 
did  not  remain  in  England,  if  his  remaining  there 
wonld  have  meant  his  continncd  absorption  in  “high 
art ;  ”  and  I  cannot  regi'ct  that  he  was  poor  in 
Boston,  or  that  Boston  was  too  poor  t<.)  give  him 
commi.ssions  of  the  sort  he  craved  ;  for  I  am  sure 
that  the  work  he  did  under  compulsion,  wdiile  the 
“Belshazzar”  lay  untouched,  was  the  best  he  ac¬ 
complished —  the  l)est  he  could  have  accom])lishcd 
with  that  limited,  if  delicate,  and  true  artistic  gift  of 
his.  In  truth,  while  we  can  hardly  over-estimate  the 
lienclit  which  accrued  to  Allston  the  man  from  his 


long  years  of  Ihirope,  there  has  been  an  immense 
exaggeration  of  their  ])roilt  to  Allston  the  jiainter. 
Almost  all  that  is  good  in  his  art  seems  as  though  it 
might  have  developed  at  home.  None  of  his  later 
works  are  much  better,  technically  speaking,  than 
that  early  portrait  of  himself  to  which  I  have  already 
referred,  while  the  sentiment  that  makes  the  charm 
of  the  “  Amy  Ilobsart,”  for  example,  to  me  the  most 
interesting  of  all  Ins  creations,  is  essentially  native, 
personal,  and  spontaneous. 

Some  of  those  wdio  mark  in  much  of  Allston’s 
work  the  gap  which  divides  intentions  from  accom- 
l)hshmonts,  and  mark  also  the  non-])ietorial,  “  literary” 
character  of  these  intentions,  are  led  to  think  that 
he  should  not  have  tried  to  paint  at  all — that  he  was 
meant-  to  be  an  artist  in  words,  and  not  in  lines  and 
colours.  But  the  volume  of  jioems  he  has  left  does 
not  in  the  least  confirm  such  theorie.-.  Within  certain 
narrow  limits  he  was  successful  in  his  pictures,  while 
he  never  even  ap])roached  success  in  verse.  His  prose 
writing,  however,  is  very  interesting;  and  if  space 
sniliced  I  should  like  to  show  how  fine  and  keen  and 
sane  a  critical  instinct  he  possessed.  His  endowment 
in  this  direction  seems  to  me  most  remarkable,  espe¬ 
cially  when  we  remember  how  intensely  “literary”  is 
almost  all  the  critical  waiting  of  his  time.  Nor  need 
it  snrjjrise  ns  that  one  who  could  see  quite  accurately 
wdien  and  why  another  had  achieved  the  best  success, 
should  not  have  steered  his  own  course  better.  Such 
instances  are  not  uncommon  in  the  history  of  art; 
and,  moreover,  we  are  led  to  Ijclieve  that  some  sad 
insight  into  the  realities  of  his  own  case  came  home 
to  him  in  those  long  last  years  when  he  was  working 
faithfully  and  earnestly,  but  it  seems  almost  hope¬ 
lessly,  on  his  “  Belshazzar.” 

And  yet,  if  a  pathetic  fact  for  himself,  it  was  a 
foi'tunate  fact  for  us  that  his  ideals  and  ambitions — 
these  being  hut  the  translation  of  his  whole  nature — 
w’ere  so  much  loftier  than  his  gifts  and  opportunities. 
If  his  pictures  can  have  no  notable  influence  upon 
American  art,  his  life  and  character  had  an  immense 
and  hap])y  inlluence  n|)on  the  reverence  for,  and  ap- 
]neciation  of,  art  in  America.  MTiat  we  needed  fifty 
years  ago  was  not  so  much  a  great  artist  as  a  great 
jirophet  and  apostle  and  servant  of  art.  M’e  may 
wish,  if  we  will,  that  Allston  had  left  ns  finer  works 
and  more  voluminous  critical  writing’s;  but  after  all, 
the  best  service  he  could  have  done  us  was  to  work 
in  the  spirit  he  did  and  to  lie  the  man  he  was.  I 
do  not  think  I  under-estimate  the  value  of  his  paint¬ 
ing'  when  I  say  that  he  was  by  no  means  the  potent 
artist  our  fathers  thought  him.  But  I  am  sure  I 
could  not  over-estimate  the  value  of  his  life,  of  his  ex- 
amjile,  of  himself — a  strong  and  needed  and  gracious 
influence  while  he  lived,  and  to-day  a  helpful,  an  in- 
s])iring  tradition. 
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THE  KOMANCE  OF  ART. 

HOW  EAPHAEL  QUAREELLED  WITH  THE  J^IAECHESA. 

By  leader  SCOTT. 


T  was  not  Raphael’s  habit  to 
(juarrel  with  his  patrons;  in¬ 
deed,  no  artist  has  been  more 
liappy  than  lie  in  his  relations 
with  them.  He  was  the  spoilt 
child  of  ihe  Count  of  Urhino, 
the  friend  of  Alfonso  of  Este^ 
the  favourite  of  the  two  most 
artistic  “  Popes  of  the  Renais¬ 
sance/’  and  all  he  did  seemed  to  be  right  to  them 
all.  It  was  only  the  Marchesa  Isabella  Gonzaga* 
of  Mantua  that  he  was  unfortunate  enough  to  offend, 
and  this  in  a  double  manner:  first,  on  account  of  a 
painting  which  he  kept  her  waiting  some  years  for, 
and,  secondly,  regarding  a  purchase  of  two  pseudo¬ 
antique  statuettes  which  the  great  artist  had  sold  her. 
But  I  will  tell  the  story  from  the  beginning  of  Ra- 
])hael’s  acquaintance  with  the  house  of  Mantua,  which 
took  place  in  Rome  in  1510,  for  though  his  father 
Giovanni  Santi  had  been  at  the  court  of  Francesco  in 
1493  or  1494,  where  he  was  attacked  with  the  illness 
which  caused  his  death  and  which  obliged  him  to 
leave  a  commission  for  a  “tondo”  unfinished,  the 
son  had  never  visited  Mantua  at  all.  During  the  wars 
with  the  Venetians,  in  1  509,  the  Marquis  of  Mantua 
was  made  a  prisoner,  but  was  liberated  on  his  little 
son  Federigo  being  made  a  hostage  in  his  place.  The 
Pope  Julius  XI.,  who  was  anxious  to  avail  himself 
of  the  arms  and  assistance  of  the  Gonzaga,  nomi¬ 
nated  Francesco  Gonfalouiere  della  Chiesa,  an  office 
of  which  he  had  deprived  the  Duke  of  Ferrara,  and 
offered  to  take  his  son  Federigo  into  his  own  palace 
and  under  his  personal  care  during  the  time  he  was 
detained  as  hostage — fi-om  1510  to  1513.  Federigo, 
who  was  a  lively,  spirited  boy,  had  a  happy  home 
with  his  tutor  in  the  Papal  palace,  and  here  he  made 
acquaintance  with  the  young  artist  Raphael  of  Ur- 
bino,  the  intimate  friend  of  Baldassare  Castiglione, 
who  was  the  young  hostage’s  special  protector,  being 
more  like  a  brother  than  a  subject  of  the  Marchesa 
Isabella.  The  boy  delighted  in  watching  the  painter 
at  work.  He  was  then  engaged  in  painting  the 
“  School  of  Athens,”  and  the  friendship  is  marked 
by  his  putting  in  young  Federigo,  then  eleven  years 
old,  as  one  of  the  figures.  Vasari  says  he  is  the 
one  half-kneeling  on  the  ground  with  extended  arms, 

*  Daughter  of  Ercole  I.  of  Ferrara,  and  wife  of  Francesco, 
Marcheso  of  Slantua. 


studying  the  hexngon  which  Bramante  has  drawn; 
but  Passavant  says  he  is  the  other  youth,  facing  the 
spectator  on  the  left.  (^Mlaph.  d’Urbino,”  1-123.) 
Sometimes  the  Marchesa  came  to  visit  her  son,  and 
then  she  made  friends  with  the  large-eyed  young 
artist,  whose  fafher  she  had  known,  and  on  one  occa¬ 
sion  gave  him  a  commission  to  paint  the  boy’s  like¬ 
ness,  which  Raphael  promised  to  do. 

On  January  11th,  1513,  Stazio  Gadio,  the 
Marehesa’s  agent  in  Rome,  wrote  to  Mantua  an 
account  of  the  first  sitting,  saying  that  Sig.  Federigo 
wore  his  doublet  and  golden  cap,  with  a  feather  in  it, 
and  that  on  the  first  day  Raphael  had  only  made  the 
outline  in  charcoal.  On  Februaiy  15th  Federigo’s 
tutor,  Gio.  Francesco  Grossi,  called  Grossino,  wrote 
that  the  artist  was  working  diligently  at  the  por¬ 
trait,  hut  four  days  later  he  informed  the  Marchesa 
that  Maestro  Raphael  had  returned  the  doublet 
and  other  things  which  Sig.  Federigo  had  for  his  like¬ 
ness,  and  begged  her  to  excuse  him  from  continuing 
for  the  present,  as  it  was  impossible  that  he  avesse 
il  cervello  a  relrarlo.”  The  truth  is  his  mind  was 
occupied  with  anxiety  about  the  Pope,  who  had  just 
been  taken  ill,  and  who  died  the  following  day. 
Raphael  grieved  deeply  for  the  loss  of  a  good  friend 
and  patron,  not  dreaming  that  a  greater  one  was  to 
come  in  the  person  of  Leo  X. 

After  this  no  more  is  heard  of  this  portrait  till, 
on  January  1st,  1521,  Baldassare  writes  from  Rome 
that  he  has  found  it  in  the  possession  of  a  member  of 
Cardinal  Colonna’s  household.  This  person  refused 
to  part  with  it,  however,  and  though  Castiglione 
tried  to  induce  the  Cardinal  himself  to  make  it 
a  present  to  Marchese  Federigo,  then  reigning  at 
Mantua,  it  was  not  till  1531  that  a  certain  Ippolito 
Calandra  writes,  on  October  28th,  that  he  sends 
the  picture  which  Titian  had  done,  and  aho  that 
lohicli  liapliacl  da  JJrljino  had  made  of  his  Ejccellency 
in  Rome” 

Before  we  dismiss  this  portrait  I  must  mention 
a  curious  misunderstanding  in  regard  to  it.  It  is 
generally  supposed  to  be  the  picture  which  was  in 
the  catalogue  of  Charles  I.  of  England,  and  which 
was  sold  to  Cardinal  Richelieu  for  £200.  It  returned 
to  England  again  on  his  death,  and  passed  into  pos¬ 
session  of  Mr.  Lucy,  of  Charlecote  Park.  Now,  it 
is  well  known  that  Duke  Vincenzo  II.  of  Mantua 
sold  a  great  part  of  his  family  pictures  to  Charles  I. 


'I'lIE  MAGAZINE  OF  ART. 


in  and  among'  them  was  the  portrait  of  Duke 

Eederig'o,  wliieli  was  afterwards  sold  to  Cardinal 
Richelien,  l)nt  it  is  desorihed  as  a  “  giovanotte 
armato^^  (armed  yonth) — not  a  mere  head  in  plumed 
cap  and  douhleC  ""is  I’aphaers.  The  ])rieo  pnt  on 
it  n-as  sixty  lire,  while  Raphael’s  portrait  was  valued 
at  lp20()  lire,  and  remained  in  the  palace,  not  l)eing‘ 
among  those  sold  to  Charles  I. 

I  know  not  if  tlu^  I'cal  Raphael  portrait  has 
ever  been  retraced,  for  it  was  lost  in  the  sack  of 
iNIantua  by  the  Germans  in  Kioh.  This,  however, 
was  not  the  jiainting  which  caused  the  quarrel  be¬ 
tween  Rajihael  and  the  iMarchesa.  He  had  a  com¬ 
mission  to  jiaint  a  picture  for  Isabella  Gonzaga  iu 
151.1,  of  whioh  she  sent  him,  through  S.  Agostino 
Gonzaga,  the  measures  of  the  size  she  wished  it  to 
be.  Tbe  artist  was  not  very  earnest  about-  it,  and  a 
certain  Alfonso  Raidiieei  of  Rome  wrote  to  the  didce 
iu  loll),  “that  IMaestro  Raphaele  only  worked  at 
the  ])ainting  when  Castiglione  was  with  him,  ami 
(pute  neglected  it  at  other  times.” 

The  painting  was  a  Holy  Family,  in  which  St. 
.John  is  presenting  fruit  to  the  Divine  Rabe,  while 
St.  Elizabeth  kneels  in  front,  and  St.  .Joseph  stands 
in  the  distance.  It  is  known  as  the  “iMadonna  della 
Perla,”  and  was  sold  to  Charles  I.,  after  whose  death 
it  passed  to  Philip  IV.  of  Spain  through  the  Spanish 
ambassador,  Alfonso  de  Cardenas.  It  is  not  wholly 
Raphael’s  work,  having  been  linished  by  one  of  bis 
scholars,  after  the  artist’s  death.* 

The  quarrel  then  was  ])artly  about  this  uidinished 
piicture  and  })artly  about  two  statuettes  which  Rajdiael 
had  sold  to  the  IMarehesa  Isal)ella  for  forty-four  gold 
scudi,  asserting  them  to  be  antiques.  This  is  a 
very  interesting  transaction,  and  it  bears  testimony 
to  the  painter’s  antiquarian  pursuits.  So  deep  an 
arelueologist  \vas  he,  that  he  proved  very  successful 
in  directing  excavations  in  Rome,  using  Vitruvius 
as  a  guide,  and  found  so  many  treasures,  that,  by 
a  Pa})al  brief,  dated  August  27th,  loKi,  he  was  made 
superintendent  of  antiquities. 

I  can  find  no  descri]>tion  of  the  two  ancient 
statuettes  he  sold  to  the  Marchesa  Gonzaga,  but  it  is 
not  at  all  probable  that  he  knew  them  to  be  falsifica¬ 
tions  ;  such  an  act  would  have  Ijceu  quite  foreign  to 
his  character.  It  was  a  favourite  practice  for  scul])- 
tcars  to  imitate  the  anticpie  at  that  time,  and  so  well 
as  to  deceive  the  Ijcst  judges,  as  did,  for  instance, 
Donatello  and  jMiohael  Angelo.  However  the  case 
may  have  stood,  the  transaction  was  unfavourable  for 
both  parties.  The  statuettes  had  been  already  some 
time  in  the  possession  of  the  Marchesa  when  it  was 
discovered  they  were  not  antique  ;  and  three  experts 

*  Keumont  say.s  tlic  “  5I:idomi.a  ilella  I’wlii  ”  was  at  Ca.no.?sa.  ; 
but  this  i.s  most  ju-uliatily  tlie  copy  by  Giulio  Romano,  which  was 
made  for  .Signora  Elena  Scrego,  nata  Canossa. 


— Giacomo  Sansuina  and  Lorenzo,  scidptors,  and 
Gio.  Rat.  Colomba,  antiquary  - d)0i’e  witness  to  their 
being  modern.  On  this,  the  Marchesa  sent  one  back 
to  Raphael,  and  the  other  to  a  restorer  at  Narni, 
named  Angelo  Germauello,  to  be  repaired,  before  for¬ 
warding  it  to  Rajdiael,  for  it  had  l)cen  broken.  The 
jiaintcr,  however,  velused  to  give  Ijaek  the  forty-four 
gold  scudi,  for  he  persisted  in  asserting  the  objects 
to  I)e  genuinely  antiejue.  This  was  before  the  sack 
of  Rome  (152()),  and  from  that  time  to  1529  the 
IMarchesa  had  regained  neither  her  sculpture  nor  her 
money. 

At  that  time  a  relation  of  hers,  Francesco  Gonzaga, 
was  in  Rome  as  ambassador,  and  she  commissioned 
him  to  see  Raphael  on  the  subject,  and  get  him 
either  to  return  the  money  or  the  statue,  and  also  to 
try  and  obtain  from  Alesser  Ottaviano,  lirother  of 
Monsignor  de  Gesis,  that  portrait  of  her  son  which 
the  artist  had  left  unfinished  when  Pope  Julius  died. 

A  great  deal  of  correspondence  passed  between 
the  ambassador  and  the  Marchesa  in  the  summer  of 
1529,  from  hlay  to  September.  He  says  he  cannot 
get  the  picture  from  the  brother  of  Monsignor,  wbo, 
having  bought  it,  considers  himself  the  rightful 
])Ossessor ;  and  he  can  get  no  satisfaction  out  of 
Maestro  Raffa-ello,  who  says  he  sold  the  statue  as 
antique,  and  anti([ue  he  believes  it,  therefore  he 
declines  to  make  restiiution  of  the  money.  As  to 
returning  the  statue  which  the  Marchesa  sent  back 
to  him,  he  cannot  do  that  cither,  for  he  lost  it  from 
his  studio  in  the  sack  of  Rome  by  the  Spaniards. 

The  letter  of  the  Marche.sa  cm  June  27th,  1529, 
says  “she  does  not  wish  the  ambassador  to  go  to 
law  with  jMonsignor  Cesis,  though  she  cannot  con¬ 
cede  his  claim  to  the  picture,  as  it  was  known  to 
have  been  more  than  a  year  in  front  of  the  shoji  of  a 
marble-cutter  after  the  sack  of  Rome.”  Then  she 
adds  :  “As  to  hlacestro  Ralfaclo,  who  excuses  himself 
by  professing  to  have  lost  our  statue,  together  with 
other  things  of  his,  and  who,  besides,  insists  that 
the  said  figure  was  antique,  we  judge  that  his  inten¬ 
tion  is  to  let  us  remain  deprived  of  our  little  figure 
and  the  money,  w'hich  would  lie  a  great  discourtesy, 
and  not  honest.  However,  content  yourself  hy  say¬ 
ing  that  if  I  cannot  have  the  figure,  because  it  is 
lost,  as  he  asserts,  &c.,  and  he  cannot  find  means  to 
restitute  our  money,  let  us  be  content  to  take  in 
exchange  that  large  medal  which  ])lensed  us,  with 
other  things  equivalent;  and  if  the  said  medal  is 
the  true  one,  and  no  other,  we  will  consider  ourselves 
satisfied  by  him.  If  by  chance  you  find  him  pertina¬ 
cious  in  this  fantasy  of  his,  and  he  does  not  care  to 
do  his  duty  in  one  way  or  another,  we  will  not  talk 
of  it  any  more  ;  and  you  will  take  care,  at  least, 
to  obtain  that  other  statuette  from  Germauello,  and 
send  it  to  us  when  you  have  a  secure  opportunity, 
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together  with  the  two  vases  whieh  Alonsignor  Rev. 
Palmieri  has  consigned  to  you,  and  which  we  mucli 
desire.'’^ 

But  Raphael  refused  also  to  give  up  his  antique 
medal,  and  the  Marchesa  writes  again  on  August  12 
to  say  “  she  does  not  believe  Ins  excuses,  nor  can  she 
think  he  is  too  poor  to  render  any  justice.”  As  to 
the  picture,  she  haughtily  remarks,  in  another  letter 
of  Sept.  4,  “  that  she  declines  to  argue  more,  for 
she  sees  that  Monsignore  de  Cesis  does  not  wish  to 
oblige  her,  and  she  will  not  litigate  with  a  reverend 
personage;”  adding,  in  the  same  letter:  “Let  us 
liave  at  least  that  antique  medal,  which  we  have 
before  written  about;  for  we  do  not  know  with  what 
honesty  Maestro  Raffaele  can  deny  it  to  us.  Et 

bene  valete.  “Isabella. 

“  Mantnac,  -1  Sept.,  1529.” 

It  would  seem  that  Raphael,  who,  believing  him¬ 
self  in  the  right,  refused  so  long  to  make  restitution 


for  the  fancied  wrongs  of  the  Marchesa,  was  at  length 
worn  out  by  her  persistence,  and  olfered  her  some 
things  (I  do  not  know  whether  his  precious  anti([ue 
medal  was  among  them)  as  a  kind  of  compensation 
for  the  figure  which  he  could  not  return  ;  for  the 
last  letter  of  Isabella  Gonzaga  to  the  ambassador, 
Erancesco  Gonzaga,  runs  thus  : — 

“  My  Lord  Francesco  Gonzaga,— ^Ve  have  been 
until  now  in  so  little  hope  of  Maestro  Raffaele  doing 
anything  on  account  of  our  statue,  that  we  shall 
consider  as  a  gift  that  which  he  has  offered.  There¬ 
fore,  we  are  content  for  you  to  accept  the  things 
he  consigns  to  you,  and  you  will  send  them  to  us 
by  the  first  opportune  messenger  that  occurs.  Bene 

n  Isabella. 

Mantuae,  29  Sept.,  1529.” 

Thus,  with  a  little  concession  on  each  side,  the 
painter  and  the  Marchesa  were  at  peace  again. 


NETSUKES:  THEIK  MAKEES,  USE,  AND  MEANING. 

By  II.  SEYMOUR  TROWER. 


SOME  apology,  I  feel,  is  due  from  one  who  has 
never  been  in  Japan  for  venturing  to  write 
about  netsukes.  My  excuse  for  the  attempt  is  that 

I  have  been  a 
profound  admirer 
of  these  marvels 
of  the  carver’s  art 
ever  since  they 
found  their  way 
to  Europe.  I  fell 
in  love  with  them 
at  first  sight.  1 
remembei’,as  well 
as  if  I  had  han¬ 
dled  it  yesterday, 
a  certain  tiny 
bundle  of  parti¬ 
coloured  rats  in 
the  Japanese  De¬ 
partment  of  the 
International  Ex¬ 
hibition  of  18G2. 
Fig.  1.  In  those  days  my 

admiration  was, 

for  sufficient,  or,  more  accurately,  insufficient  pecu¬ 
niary  reasons,  perforce  Platonic ;  and  when,  later,  I 
became  the  happy  possessor  of  a  few  examples,  my 
ignorance  of  what  they  signified  was  absolute.  I 
only  knew  how  much  they  pleased  my  eye  and  grati¬ 
fied  my  touch ;  that  their  fidelity  to  nature,  exquisite 
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polish,  and  incomparable  finish  went  straight  to  my 
heart. 

The  true  satisfaction  of  collecting  lies,  I  take  it, 
in  learning  the  histoiy  of  one’s  treasures,  the  con¬ 
ditions  under  whieh  they  were  produced,  the  ideas 
they  embody,  and,  if  possible,  something  of  the 
artists  who  created  them.  But  such  information 
about  netsukes  is  difficult  to  acquire.  Very  little 
bas  been  written  on  the  subject.  Mr.  M^illiam 
Andei’son  has  treated  it  but  briefly;  M.  Gonse  has 
devoted  to  it  a 
single  chapter  of 
“  L’Art  Japonais ;” 
and  Mr.  Ernest 
Hart  has  confined 
his  attention  to 
compiling  a  valu¬ 
able  list  of  the  car¬ 
vers  and  their  sig¬ 
natures.  As  for  the 
stories- — historical, 
legendary,and  other 
—  whieh  netsukes 
illustrate,  they  re¬ 
quire  unearthing 
from  the  mass  of 
general  literature 
upon  Japan. 

Netsuke-collecting  has  long  been  a  fashion  with 
native  dandies.  In  1781  there  was  published  at 
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Osakii  an  art  manual  which  contained  the  names 
of  renowned  carvers,  with  woodcuts  of  their  best- 
known  productions.  This  curious  treatise 
refers  to  watches  as  “  the  netsukes  worn 
by  Dutclinien,  so  complicated  that  the 
cleverest  Japanese  artiticer  could  not  re- 
])roduce  them  ;  ”  notes  their  peculiar  tick- 
in>i;-,  “which  stops  if  the  netsuke  be  vio¬ 
lently  shaken  ;  and  adds  that  “  the  best 
of  these  come  from  the  country  called 
France.”  One  warning-  it  contains  which 
is  never  out  of  date  :  “  Beware  of  for- 
g-eries  !  ”  The  works  of  all  the  old  masters 
have  been  freely  copied,  and  their  signa¬ 
tures  imitated  for  the  benefit  of  unwary 
customers.  This  should  always  he  re¬ 
membered  in  regard  to  the  products  of 
a  country  where  forgery  has  long  been 
raised  to  the  dignity  of  a  fine  art,  and 
whose  modern  dealers  are  no  more  seru- 
]udons  than  their  predeces¬ 
sors.  Mdth  netsukes,  as 
with  all  curios,  careat  emp- 
tor.  Not  onl}^  are  signa¬ 
tures  untrustworthy,  but  the 
mellow  golden  colour  that 
ivory  gains  with  age  is  imi¬ 
tated  by  soaking  in  stronglv- 
brewed  tea  and  other  “  fak¬ 
ing”  decoctions.  Perha|is 
“flat-catchers”  have  their 
redeeming  side  ;  annoying 
enough,  they  are  more  likely 
to  delude  the  wholesale 
buyer — who  only  wants  “a 
collection,”  and  places  him¬ 
self  unreservedly  in  dealers^ 
hands  —  than  the  modest 
curio-hunter,  who  selects  his 
treasures  one  by  one  for  the 
genuine  pleasure  their  artistic  merit  yields  him. 
There  is  no  short  cut  to  netsuke-collecting ;  it  takes 
time,  study,  and  patience.  The  market  is  flooded 
with  utterly  worthless  rubbish,  and  one  may  look 
over  hundreds  without  finding  one  to  repay  the 
search.  Specimens  exist  of  every  grade  of  merit, 
from  the  rude  toggle  worn  by  the  labourer,  to  the 
exeprisite  toy  which  gratified  the  vanity  of  some 
eclectic  Daimio,  worthy  to  g-race  the  girdle  of  the 
Sei-i  Tai  Shogun  (Barbari-an- Subjugating  Great 
General),  or  of  the  invisible  Alikado  himself.  There 
is  comfort  in  the  reflection  that  master])ieces  are  still 
to  be  found — unsigned,  ])erha})s,  or  signed  (Uily  by 
some  name  unknown  to  fame — which,  for  ])erfection 
of  design  and  felicity  of  execution,  bear  comparison 
with  the  most-valued  works  in  any  connoisseur'’s  collec¬ 


tion.  These  are  the  prizes  which  await  the  patient 
searcher,  and  lend  excitement  and  fascination  to  his 
pursuit.  A  fine  netsuke  is,  indeed,  a 
statue  in  miniature  —  “in  seipso  totus, 
teres  atque  rotundus.”  The  workman¬ 
ship  is  marvellously  eonscientious ;  from 
the  top  of  the  head  to  the  sole  of  the 
foot,  nothing  is  scamped;  every  detail  is 
worked  out  with  the  utmost  care.  This 
is  what  renders  them  so  delightful  to  the 
touch,  and  makes  the  gazing  at  one  side 
onl}'  of  tiny  masterpieces  imprisoned  in 
glass-cases  the  most  futile  of  conceivable 
amusements.  To  enjoy  and  understand 
a  netsuke,  one  must 
have  it  in  one^s  hand, 
with  a  good  light  and 
plenty  of  leisure.  They 
cannot  be  read  by  those 
who  run.  The  careful 
work  of  months  de¬ 
serves  resjjectful  exami¬ 
nation.  The  tools  em- 
jdoyed,  and  the  hands 
that  use  them,  must  be  . 
delicate  indeed  to  exe¬ 
cute  the  marvels  of 
undercutting  and  such 
work  as  strings  perfect 
in  every  strand.  .  The 
accuracy  with  which  pieces  appa¬ 
rently^  top-heavy  balance  on  the 
•  smallest  possible  surface — a  single 
foot,  or  even  a  single  patten,  as  in 
Fig.  1,  is,  jrerhaps,  the  most  re¬ 
markable  instance  of  the  carver’s 
dexterity. 

Mr.  W.  hi.  Griflis  tells  us  that 
“ne”  is  the  Japanese  word  for  root, 
and  that  “tsuke”  means  to  fix, 
h(dd,  or  hang  ;  whence  “  netsuke,”  pronounced  nefsl'e, 
the  n,  not  being  sounded.  The  use  of  dhe  netsuke 
is  the  retention  of  the  medicine-box,  pipe-ease,  to¬ 
bacco-pouch,  penholder,  or  pnrse  at  the  waist.  It  is 
attached  to  one  end  of  the  chain  or  silken  cord  with 
which  these  objects  are  provided,  and  this  being 
])assed  under  the  girdle,  the  netsuke  above  secures 
the  ap})endage  below  (Fig.  fl). 

It  is  important  to  insist,  once  for  all,  upon 
the  essential  difference  between  netsukes  (articles 
made  for  a  distinct  use  and  admirably  adapted 
thereto)  and  a  mass  of  other  carvings,  equally  fine 
in  workmanship  perhaps,  but  intended  as  orna¬ 
ments  simply,  ohjdH  (I’arl*  These,  from  their 
very  fineness  and  elaboration,  are  utterly  unsuited 
’  *  Jupancse,  olcimojw. 
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to  the  risk  which  an  article  must  incur  in  the  wearing, 
and  are  only  meant  to  be  placed  on  stands  or  in  cabi¬ 
nets.  Although  usually  confounded  with  netsukes,  a 
little  examination  enables  one  to  distinguish  bet\veen 
them.  The  Japanese,  before  the  commercial  invasion 

of  Europe, 
were  far  too 
thorough 
workmen  to 
turn  out  any¬ 
thing  not  per¬ 
fectly  fitted 
for  its  pur¬ 
pose,  so  that 
a  g  e  n  u  i  n  e 
n e t s u k e  is 
always  exqui¬ 
sitely  round¬ 
ed.  Nothing 

protrudes  which  would  be  likely  to  break  off,  or  to 
catch  in  the  dress ;  and  all  were  jiierced  to  receive 
the  string  of  their  appendage.  Modern  carvers  are 
exporting  elaborate  specimens,  perforated  as  for  a 
string j  but  a  glance  will  show  that  no  sensible 
Japanese,  with  the  high  national  respect  for  works 
of  art,  would  dream  of  attaching  such  delicate  and 
brittle  toys  to  his  girdle.  In  fact,  one  may  say  that 
almost  all  Japanese  carvings  made  to-day  are  suitable 
for  the  cabinet  alone.  The  production  of  netsukes 
is  believed  to  have  originated  with  the  carvers  of 
false  teeth  from  boxwood.  It  was  an  industry 
peculiar  to  the  artisan  class,  but  renowned  masters 
in  the  more  highly-esteemed  branches  of  art- work, 
painters,  lacquerers,  and  metal-chasers,  such  as  Korin, 
Kitsuwo,  and  Seimin,  followed  it  occasionally,  and 
exceptional  skill  was  sometimes  rewarded  by  titles  of 
distinction.  The  materials  employed  are  various — • 
wood,  ivory,  bone,  deer  and  antelope  horn,  ox-horn, 

walrus  -  tusk, 
whales’-teeth, 
amber,  crys¬ 
tal,  pottery, 
porcelain,  lac¬ 
quer,  coral, 
fossils,  &c. 
Some  exam¬ 
ples  are  beau¬ 
tifully  inlaid, 
and  metal 
plaques  of  fine 
workmanshi]) 

are  frequently  mounted  to  serve  as  netsukes.  Wood 
and  ivory  are  the  substances  chiefly  used.  Ivories 
were  all  the  rage  in  Europe  at  first;  we  are  only 
beginning  to  learn  that  wood  was  the  vehicle  for 
some  of  the  most  spirited  work  of  the  best  masters. 


The  woods  selected — cherry,  bcjx,  pear,  eljony,  and 
other  varieties — are  remarkable  for  hardness,  close¬ 
ness  of  grain,  and  capacity  for  receiving  a  magnificent 
polish. 

Netsukes  are  said  to  have  been  worn  in  the 
fifteenth  century,  but  the  earliest-known  examples 
date  from  quite  a  hundred  years  later.  They  are 
heavy,  rude,  and  rather  clumsy  objects,  for  the  most 
part  elongated  in  .shape,  figures  of  mythical  sage.s, 
of  foreigners,  Coreans,  and  Dutchmen,  or  of  animals 
unnaturally  distorted.  The  carving  of  tine  netsukes 
has  certainly  not  prevailed  for  more  than  two  hun¬ 
dred  years.  Shiuzan,  the  first  master  whose  work  has 
come  down  to  us,  flourished  towards  the  beginning 
of  the  eighteenth  century.  The  pieces  ascribed  to 
him  are  always  of  wood,  usually  ])ainted  or  lacquered, 
and  occasionally  signed.  About  this  time,  the  simul¬ 
taneous  introduction  by  the  Dutch  of  tobacco  and  of 
ivory  gave  a  great  stimulus  to  the  carving  indusiry, 
causing  universal  demand  for  pipe-cases,  tobacco- 
jiouches,  and  for 
netsukes  fro  m 
which  to  suspend 
them,  and  fur¬ 
nishing  a  new 
material  for  their 
fabrication. 

Among  the 
more  celebrated 
artists,  it  will 
suffice  to  mention 
the  three  Miwas, 
whose  talent  and 

versatility  exer-  Fi^o  6. 

cised  enormous 

influence  upon  their  pupils  and  successors.  They 
worked  almost  exclusively  in  cherry-wood.  Tomo- 
tada’s  oxen  have  a  well-deserved  reputation.  They 
are  genei’ally  recumbent,  and  were  supj)osed  to  be 
propitious  to  the  study  of  calligraphy,  for  the  reason 
that  the  patron  of  the  art  rode  upon  an  ox.  It  was 
the  custom  for  students  to  place  a  fresh  cushion 
underneath  the  figure  for  each  year  spent  in  ac¬ 
quiring  proficiency,  and  some  of  these  oxen  are 
represented  reclining  upon  quite  a  pile  of  cushions. 
The  Deme  family  (Uman,  Joman,  and  Jokiu)  were 
especially  famous  as  carvers  of  masks  (Eig.  2)  ;  their 
treatment  of  demons  was  eminently  Gothic,  recall¬ 
ing  the  grotesque  gurgoyles  upon  which  mediseval 
stone  -  masons  lavished  the  exuberance  of  their 
weird  imaginations.  Masanawo,  who  worked  in 
both  wood  and  ivory,  excelled  in  carving  animals. 
Ichimin’s  cattle  may  almost  bear  comparison  with 
those  of  Tomotada.  Tadatoshi  is  noted  for  his 
snails ;  Morimitsu  and  Ikkan  for  their  rats,  and  the 
latter  carved  fruits,  which  are  wondrous  bits  of  still- 
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life;  jMasaic-lii,  INIitsuliide^  and  ]\ritsumasa  devoted 
themselves  pi-incipally  to  reproducing'  the  liahils  and 
antics  of  monkeys;  Ivokei’s  frog-s  are  much  prized  ; 

I  lorai/radamitsu, 
and  Doraku  exer¬ 
cised  their  inge¬ 
nuity  on  masks, 
which  are  little  in¬ 
ferior  to  those  of 
the  Heme  family  ; 
and  Giokumin  is, 
perhaps,  the  most 
ingenious  of  the 
tortoise -carvers. 
.:Vinong  modern 
men,  Ono  Klumin 
is  justly  distin¬ 
guished  for  the 
com[)lexity  and 
delicacy  of  histiny 
groups ;  and  the 
Shibayama  fami¬ 
ly,  or  school,  have 
made  a  speciality 
of  the  gem-like 
inlaying  of  ivory 
with  crystal  and 
mother-of-pearl. 
As  a  general 
criticism  I  am  disposed  to  say  that  superior  bold¬ 
ness  and  spirit  characterised  the  work  of  the  early 
eighteenth-century  masters;  that  their  successors  ex¬ 
celled  them  iu  delicacy  and  llnish,  and  developed 
higher  relish  for  a  joke;  that  while  the  former  were 
solely  intent  on  artistic  effect  and  harmony  of  compo¬ 
sition,  the  latter  more  obviously  aimed  at  displaying 
their  manual  skill  and  overcoming  technical  dilliculties. 

The  carvers  of  to¬ 
day,  subject  to  the 
exigences  of  an 
impatient  and  in¬ 
discriminate  mar¬ 
ket,  are  apt  to 
work  mechanical¬ 
ly,  and  to  content 
themselves  with 
turning  out  to 
order  feeble  copies 
of  the  models  of  a 
more  leisured  and 
artistic  period;  or 
Fiir.  8  t-lioy  manufacture 

iigures  and  groups 

remarkahle  for  little  beyond  elaboration.  Happily 
the  inherited  skill  of  generations  is  not  entirely  lost. 
Asahi,  a  very  old  man,  is  still  fashioning’  skulls  and 


skeletons  so  true  to  nature,  so  absolutely  correct  in 
every  detail,  that  anatomists  admit  they  would  serve 
])erfectly  for  demonstration  at  a  surgical  lecture. 

One  of  the  great  charms  of  netsukes  is  the  ex¬ 
cellence  of  the  jokes  and  the  hnmour  —  worthy  of 
Mr.  PunclEs  best  artists — they  so  often  embody. 
llien,  u’’ est  sucre  for  this  people  of  infinite  jest.  There 
is  a  very  material  version  of  the  thunderbolt,  in 
which  the  dread  wielder  of  heaven’s  artillery  has 
fallen  to  earth  with  his  missile,  and  becomes  un- 
])leasantly  conscious  of  the  conscMpiences  of  trilling 
with  the  law 
0  f  g  r  a.  V  1  ti  V 
(Fig.  d).  The 
annual  purifi¬ 
cation  of  the 
house  by  beans 
—  quite  as 
e  Hi  c  a  c  i  0  u  s 
against  de¬ 
mons  in  Jap)an 
as  is  holy 
water  in  Eu¬ 
rope  —  affords 
great  scope  for  mirth.  The  good  housewife,  zealous 
to  rid  her  house  of  the  pests,  scatters  the  vegetable 
exorciser  with  utmost  earnestness,  haj)pily  unconscious 
that  the  enemy  is  safely  ensconced  beneath  her  volu¬ 
minous  skirts.  But  the  demons  cannot  always  escajie 
thus  easiljx  Eig.  5  exhibits  the  grotesque  misery 
of  a  group  of  them  cowering  under  a  l)ean-shower. 
ft  would  seem  that  im|)S  still  haunt  Ja[)an,  for  we 
find  them  d(‘pictc‘d  seeking  shelter  under  undenialdy 
European  umbrellas  furnished  with  crutch-handles. 
Shoki,  the  awe-inspiring  demon-queller,  loses  all  terror 
in  the  carver’s  hands ;  he  becomes  a  mere  giant  of 
pantomime.  Ilis  nimble  prey  perpetually  evade  his 
clumsy  efforts  at  capture,  ar.d  retaliate  upon  their 
cumbrous  enemy 
with  all  sorts  of 
])ractical  jokes. 

D  a  r  u  m  a ,  the 
Buddhist  mis¬ 
sionary,  whose 
nine  years’  self- 
imposed  penance 
of  remainingwith 
arms  folded  with¬ 
in  his  sleeves  con- 
verted  u  n  b  e - 
lievers,  furnishes 
a  perpetual  fund 
of  amusement. 

I  can  never  forget  one  specimen  in  Mr.  Mitford’s 
collection  (sold  at  Christie’s  some  years  back)  por¬ 
traying  the  agonies  the  poor  saint  endured  from  a 
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wasp  settled  on  liis  bald  pate,  wliicli  all  the  contortions 
of  his  tortured  features  fail  to  dislodo’e.  Daruma  is 

O 

at  times  embodied  as  one  g-igantic  yawn.  Eig.  G 
shows  the  saint  enjoying 
the  unwonted  luxury  of  a 
thorough  stretch  at  the  end 
of  his  wearisome  ordeal.  Da¬ 
ruma — the  head,  at  least,  for 
tlie  body  is  usually  repre¬ 
sented  asa  ball — is  a  favourite 
])laything  with  Japanese  chil¬ 
dren.  But  anon  the  toy- 
maker,  fashioning  this  simu¬ 
lacrum  of  the  saint,  is  startled 
by  a  new  version  of  the  story  of  P3'gmalion,  as  his 
creation  suddenl)"  develops  arms  and  Icnocks  him 
down.  Later  we  see  the  saint  (Fig.  7),  weary  of 
incarceration  as  a  toy,  protruding  legs  and  arms, 
and  bursting  the  wooden  casing  of  the  top  in  which 

he  has  been  con¬ 
fined. 

The  Japanese 
are  on  the  most 
intimate  terms 
with  their  gods, 
and  the  netsuke- 
carver  never  scru¬ 
ples  to  treat  them 
with  a  familiarity 
hardly  compati- 
rig.  12.  b  1  e  w  i  t  h  t  h  e 

Western  idea  of 

reverence.  The  dimensurate  brain-pan,  distended  by 
all  the  knowledge  which  the  god  of  longevity  has 
accumulated,  is  a  fine  field  for  fun.  That  the  crown 
may  be  shaved,  Daikoku,  who  plays 
barber,  must  be  perched  upon  a 
ladder;  and  in  Fig.  8  a  sacrilegious 
urchin  is  actually  swarming  up  the 
eminence.  The  gods,  out  at  elbows, 
may  be  seen  trying  to  turn  an 
honest  j)enny  as  mountebanks; 

Daikoku,  on  his  back,  balancing 
his  bales  with  his  feet,  while 
Yebis  acts  as  showman. 

It  is  well  to  note  by  the  way 
that  the  definitions  of  Daikoku  as 
god  of  wealth,  Bisjamon  of  war, 

Yebis  of  fishermen,  Jiurojin  of 
learning,  Hotei  of  contentment  in 
poverty,  Fukurokujiu  of  longevity, 
and  Benten  as  goddess  of  love,  are 
only  generalisations  of  M.  Hum¬ 
bert,  and  that  the  accurate  expla¬ 
nation  of  these  divinities  and  their  attributes  is  to  be 
found  in  Mr.  AndersoiFs  British  Museum  catalogue. 


Netsukes  provide  us  with  innumerable  illustrations 
of  the  domestic  life  of  the  people,  the  occupations  of 
artisans,  the  games  of  children,  the  life  of  the  streets, 
the  New  Year  dancers  (Fig. 
21),  and  the  heroes  of  the 
stage.  We  trace  most  careful 
habits  of  observation  in  ex¬ 
traordinarily  accurate  repro¬ 
ductions  of  cattle,  monkeys 
(Fig.  10),  hares,  tortoises, 
snails,  rats  (Fig.  9),  snakes, 
and  fish,  and  are  startled  to 
find  alongside  this  truthful 
following  of  nature,absoi  utel}' 
conventional  renderings  of  other  quadrupeds,  such  as 
horses,  ele])hants,  and  wolves,  the  latter  lean  bej’ond 
all  possibility.  The  Japanese  must  be  imaginative 
in  the  extreme, 
for  the  netsuke- 
carver  introduces 
us  into  a  per¬ 
fectly  new  world 
of  imps,  goblins, 
and  bog-ej's. 

Besides  the  de¬ 
mons  already 
mentioned,  we 
h  a  v  e  winged 
sprites,  whose 
bird -nature  ex¬ 
tends  to  being  Fig.  14. 

produced  from 

eggs,  some  with  exaggerated  noses,  others  with  beaks. 
In  Fig.  11  we  have  the  greedy  sp)ritG  who  has  incau¬ 
tiously  attempted  to  extract  a  clam  from  its  shell, 
tightly  caught  by  the  closing  bi¬ 
valve,  and  vainly  struggling  to 
extricate  himself.  Then  there  is 
the  water  bogey  (half-frog,  half¬ 
tortoise),  depicted  in  Fig.  14. 
This  brute,  among  other  proclivi¬ 
ties,  has  a  weakness  for  cucum¬ 
bers,  and  for  catching  unwary 
damsels  by  the  petticoats  and 
dragging  them  down  to  Iris  watery 
lair.  We  have  also  bibulous  spirits, 
whose  existence  is  one  long  bout 
of  intoxication  on  sake ;  mermaids, 
and  ghosts  without  nirmber.  There 
is  a  complete  mythical  fauna:  the 
dragon,  the  phoenix,  the  irnicorn, 
whose  tread  is  so  light  it  would 
not  crush  a  leaf  or  the  most 
insignificant  of  living  creatures. 
The  unicorn  is  too  frequently  confounded  with  tire 
Chinese  lion,  which  the  Japanese  carver  contrives  to 
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treat  rather  as  a  poodle  than  as  the  inoiiareh  oL'  tlie 
desert.  The  lion  is  the  ^aiardian  ol'  the  sacred  gcni, 
nsually  represented  as  a  ])all,  so  ent  that  it  rolls 
about  inside  his  month.  e  find  animals,  too,  en¬ 
dowed  with  mag'ieal  jxjwer — the  badger,  which  can 
distend  its  paunch  and  use  it  like  a  drum,  ])roducing 
therelVom  dulcet  music,  l)eg-uiling  luckless  travellers 
into  swamps  and  devouring  them,  d'he  badger  bas 

also  jiower  to  as- 
s  u  m  e  h  u  m  a  n 
shape,  as  in  the 
crackling-  moun¬ 
tain  story,  where 
it  kills  an  old 
woman,  makes 
her  into  son jy  and 
then,  disguised 
as  the  victim, 
induces  an  nn- 
hap])y  woodman 
ti;  sup  off  his  own 
spouse.  The  con- 
ilign  vengeance 
which  IxT’ell  the 
treacherous  mon¬ 
ster  is  told  in  eveiy  Japanese  story-book. 

Long  arms  and  long  legs  are  the  creations  of  a 
Chinese  Swilt  or  IIerod(jtus,  who  has  left  on  record  a 
full  and  doubtless  true  account  of  the  countiy  they 
inhabit.  In  his  jouineyings  tins  veracious  traveller 
encountered  men  who,  being  without  bellies,  dared  not 
laugli.  Fresumalrly  they  failed  to  see  the  point  of 
his  stories.  He  traversed  the  land  of  men  with  tails, 
so  careful  of  these  appendages  that  they  invariably 
dug  holes  for  their  reception  before  venturing  to  sit 
down.  He  even  discovered  a  race  with  perforated 
cliests.  The  arrangement  served  admiralrly  for  loco¬ 
motion  ;  no  palan(|nins  were  re(|niretl,  or  indeed  e.x:- 
isted  ;  porters  conveyed  the  inhabitants  from  jilace  to 
]dace  upon  ])oles  iiassed  through 
the  convenient  orifice. 

Xetsukes  are  a  ]i(.‘rfeet  store¬ 
house  of  (piaint  folk-lore  and 
romantic  legend.  AVe  may  trace 
among  them  the  whole  story  of 
\oshitsune,  the  Bayard  of  Japan, 
from  the  moment  when  his  mother 
flies  with  him,  a  babe  in  arms, 
through  the  blinding  snow  to  es¬ 
cape  the  Taira  faction,  who  had 
slain  his  father.  The  bigger  boy 
trudging  Iieside  her  and  gripj)ing 
a  sword — his  father’s  blade — is  the  elder  brother  Yo- 
ritomo,  destined  in  later  years  to  wreak  exemiilary 
vengeance  ujion  the  enemies  of  his  race,  and,  becoming 
the  first  of  the  Shoguns,  to  found  the  system  of  dual 


government,  which  prevailed  in  Japan  for  nearly  seven 
hundred  years.  The  young  Yoshitsune  passed  his 
youth  among  the  sprites  of  the  air,  and  from  them 
acquired  pneter-human  agility.  He  may  often  be 
seen  squalibling  with  bis  winged  playfellows  and  re¬ 
ducing  them  to  order.  His  generalshi[)  and  bravery 
contributed  greatly  to  Yoritomo’s  triumjih,  but  only 
engendered  jealousy  instead  of  gratitude.  The  Shogun 
hired  assassins  to  kill  him,  and  a  favourite  subject  is 
tbe  stealthy  approach  of  the  would-be  murderer  be¬ 
hind  the  youthful  hero  as  the  latter  discourses  music 
from  the  flute 
( Fig.  15).  Ac- 
cordingto  the 
legend,  so  en- 
francing  was 
the  melody 
t  hat  t  h  e 
savage  breast 
w  as  e  0  m  - 
])  1  c  t  e  1  y 
t  am  ed ,  a n  d 
tbe  projected 
crime  aban¬ 
doned.  An¬ 
other  favourite  subject  of  illustration  is  \ oshitsuue’s 
henchman — the  Friar  Tuck  of  the  day — the  royster- 
ing  robber-monk  Benkei.  This  worthy  is  one  of  the 
earliest  of  the  noble  confraternity  of  collectors.  He 
loved  fine  things,  but  was  little  particular  as  to  bis 
methods  of  acquisition.  He  coveted  the  bell  of  the 
neighbouring  convent  IMiidera,  and  may  often  be 
seen  conveying  it  on  his  lock  to  his  own  belfry, 
stag’gering  beneath  its  weight.  The  liell,  however, 
did  not  approve  its  change  of  quarters.  Suspended 
among  unfamiliar  surroundings,  it  could  never  be  in¬ 
duced  to  ring  out  any  other  sound  than,  “  Take  me 
back  to  Miidera  !  Take  me  back  to  Miidera  !  ”  At 
last  tbis  exhausted  Benkei’s  patience.  Unhooking- 
it,  he  carried  it  to  the  edge  of  the 
convent-hill,  and,  with  one  vigor¬ 
ous  kick,  sent  it  rolling  in  the 
direction  of  its  old  home.  I  am 
told  tliat  that  bell  hang’s  in  the 
belfry  of  Miidera  to  this  day,  and 
that  its  scratched  and  battered 
condition  is  evidence  of  the  truth 
of  the  talc.  IMetal-work,  appar¬ 
ently,  was  his  weakness,  for  he 
determined  on  the  addition  of 
1,000  sword-blades  to  his  museum. 
For  this  purpose  he  lay  in  wait 
on  the  (jojo  Bridge,  and  whenever  a  warrior  came  by 
armed  with  a  weapon  which  Benkei  deemed  worthy 
his  collection,  he  straightway  challenged  the  owner, 
and  thus  ^‘inherited”  999  fine  specimens.  The 
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thon=andth  which  took  his  fancy  happened  to  he 
wielded  by  the  young  Yoshitsnne,  wlio  plied  it  with 
such  vigour  upon  his  adversary’s  burly  back,  that 
the  gigantic  highwayman  was 
both  morally  and  physically  van¬ 
quished  by  the  superior  prowess 
and  incredible  agility  of  his  op¬ 
ponent,  and,  having  found  his 
master  at  last,  served  him  there¬ 
after  to  the  death  with  incom¬ 
parable  and  dog-like  fidelity. 

This  fight  will  be  familiar  to 
anyone  who  has  ever  seen  a 
Japanese  collection.  It  is  fre¬ 
quently  represented  in  metal, 
paintings,  and  okimonos.  Beukei  used  a  conch-shell 
as  a  horn,  and  is  often  portrayed  ensconced  within  it 
(Fig.  12).  The  great  mass  of  the  legends  centre  in 
the  Yoritomo  period.  The  story  of  Fig.  13  is  told 
of  two  of  his  followers — Matano  Goro  and  Kawadsu 
Saburo.  The  pair  had  a  wrestling-match,  and  feeling 
ran  high  among  their  backers.  As  Matano  lifted 
Kawadsu  off  his  legs  to  throw  him,  the  latter,  by  a 
dexterous  twist  of  the  ankle  under  his  opponent’s 
knee,  contrived  to  fall  uppermost  and  snatch  an  un¬ 
expected  victory.  This  trick  lives  in  Japanese  me¬ 
mory  as  the  “  Kawadsu  throw.”  It  profited  the  in¬ 
ventor  little,  for  a  disappointed  adherent  of  Matano 
shot  Kawadsu  with  an  arrow  as  he  left  the  ground. 
Kawadsu’s  son  promptly  retaliated  upon  Matano,  and 
thus  were  laid  the  seeds  of  a  very  pretty  and  pro¬ 
tracted  blood-feud.  The  story  of  Taira  no  Takanori, 
the  founder  of  the  great  Taii-a  family,  is  strangely 
popular  with  Japanese  artists,  and  indicates  that  even 
among  this  peo[)le — brave  to  foolhardiness,  and  utterly 

reckless  of  life — a  reputa¬ 
tion  for  courage  could  be 
cheaply  won  by  a  man 
more  indifferent  than  his 
fellows  to  supernatural 
terrors.  Taira  no  Taka- 
nori  and  others  —  so  the 
story  goes  —  one  night 
belated,  were  horrified  to 
see  approaching  through 
the  darkness  a  monster 
with  horns  and  glaring 
eyes.  Takanori,  less  su¬ 
perstitions,  or  perhaps 
more  sober,  than  his 
companions,  alone  was 
bold  enough  to  approach 
the  api^arition.  This,  when  collared,  pi’oved  nothing 
more  formidable  than  an  old  priest  in  a  rain-hat,  with 
a  lantern  and  oil  for  lighting  and  replenishing  the 
lamps  in  a  temple  garden. 


I.oll 

Proverbs,  riddles,  and  puns  furnish  motives  for 
the  exercise  of  netsuke-carvers’  ingenuity,  and  whole 
stories  are  often  symbolised  in  a  single  object.  The 
frog  with  an  umbrella,  nunmted 
on  pattens  under  a  spray  of  wil¬ 
low,  recalls  the  Robert  Bruce 
legend  of  Japan,  the  perseverance 
of  Tofu.  Once  upon  a  time 
Tofu  took  refuge  from  a  shower 
under  a  willow-tree.  There  he 
espied  a  frog  trying  to  catch  a- 
swinging  branch ;  six  times  it 
failed,  but  the  seventh  it  succeed¬ 
ed.  “  Had  I  but  the  perseverance 
of  that  frog,”  said  Tofu  to  him¬ 
self,  might  become  the  greatest  calligraphist  in 
Japan.”  Needless  to  add,  he  carried  out  his  reso¬ 
lution,  and  won  high  honour.  And  the  story  is  per¬ 
petually  reproduced  with  all  sorts  of  variations.  A’ou 
may  have  Tofu  pick-a-back  on  his  frog,  as  in  Fig. 
Ij  the  frog  jumping  on  to  Tofu’s  back,  and  com¬ 
pletely  upsetting  the  dignitary ;  the  frog  with  um¬ 
brella  under  arm,  wearing  the  cap  of  nobility  to 
which  Tofu  attained. 

One  often  meets  with  an  ohl  man  in  the  act  of 
opening  a  box  (Fig.  16) .  This  is  the  Rip  Van  Winkle 
of  Japan,  the  fisher-boy  Urashima  taro,  who  one  day 
caught  a  tortoise  and  restored  it  to  its  element.  AVhen 
presently  a  storm  arose,  the  tortoise  appeared  to  the 
fisherman,  and  saying,  “^Get  on  my  back,  you  will 
be  safer  there,”  straightway  swam  away  with  him  to 
the  palace  of  the  queen  of  the  dragons  under  the  sea. 
This  lady  entertained  her  guest  with  every  hospi¬ 
tality,  “  bon  soupei',  bon  gite  et  le  reste,”  but  at 
the  end  of  a  week  he  expressed  the  wish  to  return  to 
his  people.  As  a  parting  gift  she  gave  him  a  box, 
with  strict  injunctions 
never  to  open  it.  When 
he  reached  the  shore 
where  he  had  dwelt, 
his  home  had  disap¬ 
peared,  he  could  find 
no  trace  of  it;  but  in 
the  graveyard  were  the 
moss-grown  tombs  of 
bis  parents,  dead  a 
hundred  years  ago. 

Then  Urashima  open¬ 
ed  the  box,  and  as  he 
did  so,  suddenly  his 
youth  left  him,  he  be¬ 
came  a  shrivelled  old 
man,  and  died. 

Ono  no  Komachi,  the  wit,  the  beauty,  and  the 
poetess  of  the  Court,  composed  verses  of  such  magic 
power  that  they  drew  rain  from  heaven,  and  averted 
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an  impeiuliii*>-  We  often  find  her  washing- 

a  scroll.  A  jealous  rival,  it  appears,  overheard  the 
lines  which  Komachi  was  composing  for  a  cere¬ 
monial  occasion,  coi)ied  them  in  ])ale  ink  in  an 
antique  ]\IS.,  and,  when  ihe 
conrtiers  were  apjilanding-  the 
ode,  produced  this  damning-  proof 
of  ])lag'iarism.  15nt  water  ex- 
2)nng-ed  the  recent  writing,  leav¬ 
ing-  the  old  visible  beneath,  and 
Komachi  vindicated  her  origin¬ 
ality.  This  gifted  chihl  of  the 
iMnses  was  too  jn-ond  to  wed  with 
mortal  man,  and  when  her  beauty 
faded,  she  fell  into  dire  distress,  , 
wandered  a  liomeless  outcast 
throng-h  the  land,  mocked  l)y 
the  children,  pursued  by  village 
dogs,  and  found  her  death  by  the 
roadside  with  none  to  tend  her. 

It  is  as  the  miserable  mendicant 
that  the  artist  usually  portrays  her  (Pig.  2h). 
dragon  with  a  human  head,  streaming  hair,  and 
hands  grasj)ing-  a  hammer,  while  its  tail  encircles  a 
bell  (Pig.  17),  tells  a  weird  tale  of  man’s  perfidy  and 
woman’s  vengeance.  A  priest  once  wooed  and  then 
deserted  Kiyohime,  a  village  beauty..  Driven  to 
desperation,  she  appealed  to  evil  spirits  to  aid  her 
vengeanee.  Prom  them  she  learnt  to  transform 
herself  into  a  dragon  at  will.  She  then  sought 
her  lover  within  the  monastery  walls.  Forebod¬ 
ing  his  fate,  the  craven  hid  himself  within  the  con- 
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vent-bell  ;  the  w-iteh,  in  a  paroxj^sm  of  fury,  pur¬ 
sued  him  to  his  retreat  ;  coiling  herself  round  the 
bell  she  showered  blows  upon  it,  until  the  metal, 
growing  hot,  fused  at  last,  and  the  pair  perished 
together  in  the  molten  mass. 
There  is  no  limit  to  these  tales, 
and  space  will  not  allow  me  to 
dwell  upon  the  wondrous  feats 
of  Asaina,  the  Japanese  Her¬ 
cules,  who  vanquished  Yemma, 
the  ruler  of  .ligoku,  Hades,  in 
single  combat;  AYatanabe,  wdio 
severed  the  demon’s  arm  from 
'  the  shoulder  with  one  swashing 
blow  of  his  blade;  Raiko,  who 
traced  the  ogre  Shuten-doji  to 
his  lair,  and  freed  the  Court 
ladies  from  a  Alinotaur’s  tri¬ 
bute;  and  other  heroes  equally 
'21.  redoubtable. 

Note. — The  following  list  of  hooks  will  iicrliaps  bo  of  service 
to  those  who  desire  to  ac(|uaint  themselves  further  with  thi.s 
subject: — “Lo  Japon  Illustre,”  A.  Humbert  (Paris:  llachette)  ; 
“  Pictorial  Arts  of  ,Iap:in,”  W.  Anderson  (Sampson  TjOw)  ;  “  De- 
scrijkive  and  Historical  (Catalogue  of  Japanese  and  Chinese  Paiiit- 
ings  in  the  I’ritish  Museum,”  W.  Anderson  (Longmans)  ;  “Chinese 
Readers’  Ma7iual,”  Jlayers  (Trubner)  ;  “  Chiushingura,”  Hiekins 
(Allen)  ;  “Jlikado’s  Empire,”  Griffis  (Har[)cr,  N.Y.)  ;  “Japanese 
Fairy  World,”  Griffis  (Barhyte,  Schenectady,  N.Y^.)  ;  “  Hokusai’s 
Hundred  Views  of  Fuji,”  Dickins  (Batsford) ;  “Talcs  of  Old  .fa- 
pan,”  Mitford  (Jl.'iemillan);  “  Japan,” Twin  (Iloddcr  and  Stoughton) ; 
“L’Art  Japonais,”  Gonse  (Paris:  (juantin)  ;  Murray’s  “Hand¬ 
book  for  .Tapan;”  and  “  Japian  and  its  Art,’’  M.  B.  Huish  (Fine 
Art  Society) . 


“A  HOPELESS  DAWN.” 

r.MNTED  LY  PUANK  bllAMLEY. 


Admitted  by  general  consent  to  lie  one  of  the 
most  genuinely  pathetic  ])ictures  in  last  year’s 
Royal  Academy  exhibition,  Mr.  Frank  I’ramley’s 
“A  Hopeless  Dawn”  vindicated  its  claim  to  be 
c(jnsidered  perha])s  the  best  work  of  the  younger 
jiainters  in  point  of  by  its  selection  for 

])urchase  by  the  Council,  under  the  terms  of  the 
Chantrey  bequest.  From  the  artistic  as  well  as  the 
literary  point  of  view — for  incident  pictures  must 
also  be  strictly  judged  in  both  these  aspects — the 
})icture  is  more  than  satisfactory.  The  story  is  told 
with  much  dramatic  power,  and,  what  is  perhaps 
more  unusual,  with  completeness.  The  “  Hopeless 
Dawn”  lighting  up  this  lisherman’s  home;  the  de- 
sjiairing  attitude  of  the  young  wife,  who  has  thrown 
herself,  sick  with  weary  watching  and  ever-deepening 


alarm,  on  to  her  mother’s  knees;  the  expression  of 
anguish  and  sympathy  on  the  elder  woman’s  face ; 
the  candle  s])uttering  in  its  socket ;  the  threatening 
sea  and  howling  wind  without,  all  tell  their  tale  with 
a  directness  that  can  hardly  be  too  highly  praised. 
The  restricted  scheme  of  colour,  cool  and  sad,  harmo¬ 
nises  admirably  with  the  subject,  while  the  lighting 
and  general  composition  leave  little  to  be  desired. 

Air.  Bramley  is  a  young  man  for  the  distinction 
the  selection  of  his  picture  implies,  but  the  promise 
held  forth  by  earlier  works  justifies  us  in  w^atching 
his  career  with  confidence  and  hope.  The  painter  of 
“Domino”  in  1886,  and  of  “Eyes  and  No  Eyes” 
and  “  AA^eaving  a  Chain  of  Grief”  the  following 
year,  is  destined  to  rise  to  a  high  jioint,  if  he  be  not 
thwarted  liy  early  success. 
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(From  the  Picture  bi/  Frank  Bramlcy,  Purchased  for  the  Chantrey  Collection.  Enyraved  by  C.  Carter.) 


163 


FKA  LIPPO  LIPPI. 

By  F.  WILSON. 


“  Or  from  Browning  some  ‘  Pomegranate,’  which,  if  cut  deep  down  the  middle. 

Shows  a  heart  within  blood-tinctured,  of  a  veined  humanity.” 

-  Lady  Geraldine’s  Courtship. 


The  question,  What  is  Art,  what  does  it  do 
for  us,  and  what  is  its  relation  to  Nature  ? 
Browning  answers  in  “  Era  Lippo  Lippi  ”  in  the  most 
complete  way,  and  to  the  thinking  of  most  people 
who  care  for  art  “  for  art’s  sake,”  and  for  something 
more,  his  answer  will  seem  the  only  one  worth  having. 

Browning’s  delight  is  to  speak  from  behind  the 
mask  of  his  dramatis  persona ;  and  so  various  are 
his  points  of  view,  so  well  does  he  understand  how 
to  catch  the  tune  of  the  times  to  which  he  transports 
us,  so  ably  can  he  put  himself  in  another’s  place  and 
see  with  another’s  eyes,  that  we  are  never  suffered  to 
feel  a  moment’s  tedium  or  impatience  from  the  sense 
that  we  are  being  preached  to.  His  usual  method  is 
to  launch  us  direct  into  tlie  loquitur,  and  so  to  make 
his  characters  tell  their  own  story.  We  thus  gain  a 
lively  idea  of  their  habits  of  thought  and  of  feeling, 
while  at  the  same  time  Browning  cleverly  weaves  in 
some  line  or  so,  to  bring  vividly  before  us  the  scenes 
in  which  the  events  took  place. 

Filippino  Lippi,  the  chief  mover  in  the  present 
episode,  seems  to  have  had  many  characteristics  in 
common  with  Falstaff.  He  is  brimming  over  with 
humour,  fancy,  a  sensual  grasp  on  life.  We  imagine 
him  jolly  and  rotund.  Under  some  lights,  indeed, 
he  seems,  like  the  fat  knight,  as  little  better  than 
one  of  the  wicked,”  who,  by  some  carnival  mistake, 
finds  his  head  in  a  monk’s  cowl.  He  reminds  us 
of  the  Friar  of  Orders  Grey,  but  he  takes  his  way 
down  life’s  valley  to  a  very  different  tune  j  to  what 
extent,  the  works  that  live  after  him  declare.  Fra 
Lippo  Lippi  is  Italian — that  is  to  say,  he  is  full  of 
vitality  and  vivacity,  and,  above  all,  be  is  touched 
with  the  divine  fire  of  eenius. 

We  must  prepare  ourselves  for  the  first  line  of 
the  poem  by  conjuring  up  all  the  medisevalism  of 
a  Florentine  street  at  the  end  of  the  fifteenth 
century,  by  moonlight,  with  its  high,  silent-looking 
dwellings.  We  see  the  Florentine  police  going 
their  rounds,  and  flaring  their  torches  into  the  dark 
shadows  thrown  by  the  sombre  arches,  grim  gate¬ 
ways,  and  quaint  facades.  Suddenly  we  perceive  a 
monk’s  burly  figure,  in  serge  and  the  rope  that 
goes  all  round,”  scurrying  along  over  the  rough 
pebbles.  But  the  authorities  are  too  many  for 
him,  and  he  is  roughly  caught  and  held.  I  am 
poor  brother  Lippo,  by  your  leave.”  From  this 


apologetic  commonplace  the  painter-monk  soon 
diverges  into  his  usual  strain  of  irresistible  good 
humour  and  good  sense.  There  is  a  freshness  about 
the/m^e  that  makes  us  pardon  his  very  reprehensible 
flightiness.  He  adjures  the  Judas”  to  let  go  his 
grip  on  his  throat,  and  tells  them  that,  though  the 
Carmine’s  his  cloister,  he  is  now  at  work  painting 
in  the  house  of  Cosimo  de  Medici.  Not  relishinff 
the  protracted  duress  with  his  paints  and  canvas, 
a  dancing  song  passing  under  his  window  is  at  last 
too  much  for  the  sportive  monk,  ^“^all  the  bed- 
furniture — a  dozen  knots,  there  was  a  ladder.” 
Lippo  does  not  omit  a  friendly  hint,  by  the  way,  to 
the  head  of  the  band  as  to  the  management  of  his 
men,  and  to  his  special  captor  he  says,  Remember 
and  tell  me,  the  day  you’re  hanged,  how  you  affected 
such  a  gullet’s-gripe  1” 

Lippo’s  own  theory  of  art,  the  art  of  flesh  and 
blood  realities  as  oppos.'d  to  the  skeleton  and  nimbus 
school,  is  briefly  introauced  in  his  keen  glances  at  the 
torch-lit  faces  round  him,  and  his  careless  comments 
on  them  from  the  painter’s  point  of  view.  In  those 
days  the  range  of  artistic  subjects  was  limited  to 
holy  families  and  saints,  and  their  accessories,  and 
Lippo  is  wise  in  his  daily  work.  He  misses  no 
chance,  but  seeks  to  chronicle  whatever  may  be  of 
future  use  to  him. 

“  I’d  like  Ms  face — 

His,  elbowing  on  his  comrade  in  the  door 

With  the  pike  and  lantern, — for  the  slave  that  holds 

John  Baptist’s  head  a-dangie  by  the  hair 

With  one  hand  (‘  Look  you  now,’  as  who  should  say) 

And  his  weapon  in  the  other,  yet  unwiped  ! 

It’s  not  your  chance  to  have  a  bit  of  chalk, 

A  wood-coal,  or  the  like  ?  ” 

What  a  dramatising  eye  the  ‘  look  you  now  ’  ” 
reveals.  We  have  all  seen  a  hundred  times  the  half- 
exultant,  wholly  unmoved  figure  holding  the  decapi¬ 
tated  head  just  so. 

Though  Fra  Lippo  Lippi  loved  to  depict  nature 
as  it  is,  had  he  been  called  upon  to  paint  a  lark 
he  would  probably  have  made  it  a  night  bird.  The 
hood  does  not  make  the  monk,  and,  at  a  look  of 
disapproval  at  his  tricks,  Lippo  gives  an  account 
of  how  he  came  to  wear  the  monastic  habit.  His 
was  a  common  type;  a  little  orphan  lad  of  eight 
‘^quitting  this  very  miserable  world”  for  “day-long 
blessed  idleness,”  at  the  instance  of  an  aunt  to  whom 
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the  starveling’  ehild  was  only  an  extra  burden.  As 
usual,  the  future  genius  did  no  good  at  horn-book 
and  declensions.  “  All  the  Latin  1  construe  is,  Amo, 
I  love.’’^  The  prior,  more  liberal  than  most  of  the 
lymphatic  or  acululated  crew  of  a  convent,  encouraged 
the  boy’s  overweening  tendency  for  drawing,  till  at 
last  he  was  set  to  do  up  the  front  of  the  church 
with  a  fresco.  Lippo  buckles  to  his  work,  and,  when 
the  scaffolding  comes  down,  everyone  is  struck  with 
surprise  and  admiration.  The  verdict  of  all  is  the 
hig'hest  compliment  that  simple  folks  and  the  learned 
alike  can  ]>ay  to  artistic  effects.  ‘‘  It  s  the  life  !  ” 
But  the  prior  and  his  atrabiliar  associates  soon 
detected  the  dangerous  point  in  this  innovator,  and 
how  ill  his  easy  naturalism  assorted  with  their  own 
system.  “  ‘  Paint  the  soul  ;  never  mind  the  legs  and 
arms  ;  make  them  forget  there’s  such  a  thing  as 
Hesli.’  ”  Era  Lipin,  on  the  next  page,  routs  this 
moribund  system,  albeit  the  weighty  contempt  poured 
on  him  as  no  tit  third  in  art  to  “Brother  Angelico” 
and  “Brother  Lorenzo”  is  not  without  its  effect  on 
his  work.  All  the  same 

*•  I  always  see  the  garden  and  God  there 
A-inaking-  man’s  wife  ;  and  my  lesson  learned, 

The  value  ami  significance  of  flesh, 

I  can’t  unlearn  ten  minutes  afterwards." 

And  we  may  be  thankful  for  the  cause  of  art  that 
the  historic  Era  Lippo  Lippi  came  to  make,  if  not  in 
words,  in  fact,  this  ayowal  of  faith.  Erater  Lip])0 
here  gives  a  generous  testimony  to  the  promise  of 
his  apt  pupil,  Guido,  “hulking  Tom,”  as  Browning 
translates  Tomasaceio.  Lippi’s  own  deejiest  artistic 
principle  is  the  glory  and  the  joy  of  reproducing 
earth’s  beauties,  and  the  passage  in  which  he  bears 
witness  to  this  overmastering  yearning  of  every  great 
artist’s  soul  is  tine  in  the  extreme. 


It  is  a  very  natural  process  of  reasoning  by  which 
Lijipi  perceives  how  little  this  strain  of  truth  lits  in 
with  monastic  plans  of  life  :  — 

“  ‘  Ay,  but  you  don’t  so  instigate  to  prayer  !  ’ 

Strikes  in  the  prior  :  ‘  When  your  meaning ’s  plain 
It  does  not  say  to  folks,  remember  matins, 

Or,  mind  you  fast  next  Friday.’  ’’ 

How  iirmly  Browning  here  lays  his  finger  on  the 
defects  of  mediseval  Catholicism,  with  its  unwhole¬ 
some  train  of  asceticism,  celibacy,  and  su])erstitious 
observances.  These  things  have  but  to  be  viewed  in 
relation  to  the  life  of  nature,  large,  serene,  lapping 
round  us  and  our  theories  with  its  sunlit  waves,  to 
lay  bare  their  discordance  and  unreality. 

There  may  be  a  want  of  dignity  about  poor  Lippo  ; 
he  w’as  of  the  earth  earthy,  though  it  seems  probable 
that  Vasari  has  treated  him  far  too  harshly.  But, 
notwithstanding  the  faults  of  a  gay  nature  living 
in  a  free  age,  he  is  a  likeable  character.  Being  an 
Italian,  he  can  shuffle,  bribe,  and  even  cringe  ;  but 
about  the  more  lasting  things  by  which  a  man’s  mind 
may  be  measured  he  has  a  strong  hold  on  truthfulness 
and  the  courage  of  his  convictions.  In  the  main 
Lippi  was  not  treacherous  to  his  own  artistic  con¬ 
science  for  the  sake  of  respecting  the  numbers  of 
timorous  consciences  around  him,  and  with  him  art 
was  dominant.  Here,  at  the  thought  of  the  chasm 
he  has  unwarily  trodden  over,  the  monk  excuses  him¬ 
self,  and  begs  not  to  have  his  idle  words  reported  at 
headquarters.  He  recommends  his  auditors,  who  by 
this  time  seem  to  be  on  capital  terms  with  him,  to  go 
six  months  hence  to  the  chiu-eh  of  Sant’  Ambrogio  and 
see  the  picture  which  by  that  time  he  will  have  painted 
for  the  nuns.  He  gives  a  description  of  how  he  in¬ 
tends  to  do  it,  and  the  artless  and  diffident  way  in  which 
he  will  introduce  himself  into  a  corner  of  the  canvas. 


AT  THE  “OLD  MA8TEES.” 

By  FREDEBICK  WEDMORE. 


The  Winter  Exhibitions  at  Burlington  House  and 
at  the  Grosvenor  Gallery  will  have  fulfilled  this 
year  a  mission  beyond  their  usual  one.  They  have 
been  part  of  an  education  ;  they  have  been  much  of 
an  amusement  ;  and  they  have  called  us,  with  a  voice 
not  strident  but  seductive,  to  appreciate  more  and 
more  the  general  excellence  of  our  elder  English 
school.  The  assembling  of  the  work  of  a  particular 
master- — even  though  the  master  be  a  Gainsborough 
or  a  Reynolds — does  necessarily  less  than  a  large 
miscellaneous  collection  of  our  English  jiietiires  to 
impress  the  student  with  the  force,  the  variety,  the 


flexibility  of  our  art.  The  worst  that  can  be  said  for 
this  year’s  Grosvenor  Gallery  collection  is  that  the  ex¬ 
pert  was  already  pretty  familiarly  acquainted  with  half 
of  the  finest  pictures,  and  that  the  pastels,  which  had 
been  held  out  as  a  sure  source  of  attraction,  were  not, 
when  taken  altogether,  worth  one  single‘‘prej?ara/iou” 
of  Latour’s.  The  exhibition  at  Burlington  House  is 
to  be  praised  with  scarcely  a  qualifying  word;  for 
it  hardly  counts  at  all  that  the  purely  Academic 
person,  the  antiquarian  pi'ofessor,  the  mere  burro wer 
among  remote  archives,  was  deprived  of  his  favourite 
little  contest  in  the  matter  of  attributions,  and  that 
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the  once  over-rated  Primitive^,  the  babe  and  suckling 
of  painting,  was  not  there  for  him  to  look  at.  One 
noble  school  and  one  astonishing  master  were,  it  is 
true,  conspicuously  absent.  Not  a  trace  was  seen  this 
year  of  the  great  Venetians,  from  Giovanni  Bellini 
to  Veronese.  Nor  was  there  a  sign  of  the  magic  of 
Velasquez’s  brush. 

A  welcome  feature  of  the  Burlington  House 


summary  process,  and  in  the  short-hand  of  a  master, 
deserve  a  word  of  recognition.  They  are  lifty-one  in 
number,  and  were  the  first  result  of  a  three  weeks’ 
tour  undertaken  in  1819.  Turner  was  then  of  middle 
age,  and  in  the  middle  period  of  his  production.  He 
had  just  finished, in  the  “Liber  Studiorum,”  the  careful 
display  of  the  immensity  of  the  range  of  his  art.  He  had 
begun  the  publication  of  his  “  England  and  Wales  ;  ” 


THE  MUSIC  LESSON. 

(From  Stirrugue's  Engraving  of  the  Picture  hy  Watteau..  In  the  Collection  of  Sir  Richard  Wallace.) 


Exhibition  bas  been  the  further  display  of  Turner’s 
water-colours ;  an  unfamiliar  one,  the  opportunity 
afforded  for  knowing  not  a  little  of  the  fine  French 
school.  I  will  speak  of  these  things  first.  I  will 
speak  of  them  chiefly. 

A  numerically  important  contribution  of  the  great 
landscape-painter’s  drawings  comes  from  Farnley  Hall 
in  Yorkshire.  But  the  more  delightful  instances  of 

O 

Turner’s  work  which  Mr.  Fawkes  possesses,  or  at  all 
events  very  many  of  them,  hav^e  been  lent  in  other 
years,  and  it  is  not  by  the  lengthy  series  of  Rhine 
sketches  now  at  the  Academy  that  the  reputation  of 
Farnley  as  a  treasure-house  of  Turners  will  be  main¬ 
tained.  Nevertheless,  the  drawings,  executed  by  a 


and  these  Rhine  sketches,  suddenly  unrolled  before 
Mr.  Fawkes’s  grandfather  —  when  Turner,  having 
taken  jiacket  from  the  Low  Countries  to  Hull, 
arrived  in  the  familiar  country-house  on  the  familiar 
hillside — were  intended  as  preparation  and  material 
for  works  as  intricate  and  exquisite  as  any  in  the 
“England  and  Wales;”  and,  indeed,  elaborate  drawings 
of  Cologne,  Marksburg,  and  Biebrieh  came  in  due 
course  to  be  executed.  “  Preparation  and  material  ” 
— the  first  rough  labours  in  the  artist’s  workshop  — 
that  is  what  these  drawings  are.  Others,  the  loans 
of  other  collectors — works  that  come  to  us  not  by 
fifties  but  by  twos  and  by  threes — are  much  more. 
None  are  exceedingly  early ;  none  are  exceedingly  late. 
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Bat  the  many  years  of  the  long’  middle  period,  and 
some  that  hardly  fall  within  that  limit,  are  nearly 
all  represented  :  it  may  be  by  an  enormons  drawings 
like  IMr.  Holt’s  'Tails  of  the  Clyde” — a  great  and 
splendid  treatment  of  what  is  after  all  one  of  the 
least  interesting  of  the  subjects  in  the  "Liber” — or 
it  may  be  by  a  dainty  and  jewel-like  little  water- 
colonr,  such  as  Mr.  Irvdne  Smith’s  "  Steeton,” 
radiant  and  calm.  For  astonnding  delicacy,  for  the 
rare  union  of  breadth  with  linish,  we  have  hlr.  George 
Gurney’s  "  Stirling  Castle  ” — a  tiny  thing  of  1831, 
engraved  in  the  "  Prose  Works  of  Sir  M  alter  Scott.” 
For  poetic  dealing  with  a  theme  which  in  itself  offers 
something  of  the  prosaic,  we  have  Sir  John  Fowler’s 
"  Stamford,”  engraved  in  the  "England  and  Wales.” 
And  for  tlie  same  scries  there  are  the  "  Barnard 
Castle”  the  rnin  seen  from  the  meadows,  nnder 
the  serene  ilhnnination  of  a  snn  already  in  the  west 
— and,  to  mention  bnt  one  other,  Mr.  Kingsley’s 
'■  Yarmonth,”  a  work  of  profound  interest,  whether 
we  behold  it  endowed  with  colour,  as  it  left  Turner’s 
hand,  or  in  the  silvery  greys  and  delicate  gradations 
of  Mhlliam  Miller’s  priceless  engraving. 

Thanks  in  chief  to  Sir  Richard  AY  allace  and  to 
Air.  Alfred  de  Rothschild,  the  visitor  to  Bnrlingtoir 
House  has  been  permitted  at  all  events  a  partial 
vision  of  that  which  French  Art  could  accomplish  in 
the  century  when  it  was  most  itself ;  the  century 
which  followed  that  in  which  Claude  and  the  Poussins 
had  been  intluenced  more  by  Italian  scenery  than  by 
Italian  painting;  the  century  which  preceded  that 
in  which  Theodore  Rousseau  and  Diaz  and  Daubigny 
have  been  inlluenced  by  the  naturalistic  vigour  and 
the  uncompi’omising  directness  of  Constable.  To  face 
the  only  unbroken  wall  of  the  little  second  room  at 
the  Old  Masters  has  been  for  the  last  few  weeks  to 
be  en  plain  di x-liniileme  siecle.  Lancret  is  to  the 
left  of  you.  In  front  of  you  is  Watteau.  To  the 
right,  perchance,  is  Greuze.  It  is  true  that  remark¬ 
able  persons,  wdio  deserved  a  place  al)Out  as  fully, 
are  to  your  regret,  absent.  Pater,  a  direct  pupil 
of  Y  atteau,  and  a  painter  at  least  as  engaging  as 
Lancret,  if  not  quite  so  masculine,  is  unrepresented. 
Boucher,  whom  Madame  de  Pompadour  encouraged, 
and  w’hose  art  was  of  a  natnre  that  her  intelligence 
was  capable  of  enjoying,  sends  you  here  no  portrait 
of  his  patroness — talkative,  volatile,  in  pale  blue  and 
rose  colour — and  sends,  moreover,  no  fragile  realisa¬ 
tion  of  the  Olympus  he  conceived,  in  which  an 
indolent  Venus  trifles  with  rotund  Loves.  Latonr, 
too,  the  pastellist,  whose  firm,  decisive,  and  vivacious 
depicting  of  Rousseau  and  Voltaire  it  may  be,  or  it 
may  be  of  the  Caniargo  and  IMademoisello  Fel,  draws 
the  true  student  of  great  jiortraiture  to  St.  Quentin 
in  the  Aisne,  has,  of  course,  nothing  to  reveal  at 
Burlington  House.  And,  amidst  the  array  of  grace¬ 


ful  and  enticing  canvases  which  record  the  picnics  of 
the  privileged,  the  amusements  of  the  super-subtle 
in  pleasant  out-door  weather,  under  just  rustling 
branches,  or  by  sun-lit  waters,  there  is  nothing  to 
suggest  the  existence  of  a  painter  to  whom,  as  to 
Chardin,  the  busy  middle-class,  the  2^etit  bourgeois 
de  Pans,  was  the  entire  creation.  Chardin,  with 
an  honesty  as  great  and  a  penetration  as  keen  as 
Hogarth’s,  and  by  far  gentler  methods,  was  the 
historian  of  the  bourgeoisie — depicted  the  affairs  and 
the  leisure,  the  homely  entertainment,  the  sincere 
religious  exercises,  of  all  that  world  which  was  so 
sober,  so  sedate,  so  self-controlled.  And  Chardin  is 
not  here. 

Of  Watteau’s  real  mind — of  the  spirit  of  the 
master  who  did  his  graceful  work  during  the  first 
twenty  years  of  the  Eighteenth  Century,  and  whose 
iniluence  remained,  gradually  weakened,  of  course, 
until,  at  the  century’s  end,  it  was  not  difficult  to 
crush  it  for  years  under  the  overpowering  regime 
of  David — of  M’atteau’s  real  mind  the  pictures  at 
Burlington  House,  admirable  as  they  are,  reveal  less 
than  would  his  drawings.  For  he  had,  of  course, 
some  thought  of  the  public  in  his  pictures,  and,  in 
his  drawings,  he  thought  only  of  himself.  And  the 
public,  which  appreciated  his  grace,  hardly  under¬ 
stood  his  gravity.  They  would  even  have  resented 
his  peculiar  sadness,  which  was  the  sadness  of  the 
finely  organised.  But  if  a  certain  side  of  the  genius 
and  temperament  of  Watteau  passes  almost  unsus¬ 
pected  as  we  survey  a  grouj-)  of  his  jraintings — the 
side  that  permitted  him  to  depict  the  peasant  and  the 
negro,  and  the  beauty  very  tired  of  admiration — ^there 
is  yet  in  the  collection  at  Burlington  flouse  enough 
to  assure  us  that  his  range  was  not  limited,  that 
he  was  not  merely  the  chronicler  of  the  picturesque 
jiicnic.  His  dramatis  gier son ce  are  wont  to  wear  only 
the  dresses  of  the  masquerade — beneath  the  dresses 
beats  the  heart  of  a  humanity  thoroughly  understood; 
and  the  open-minded  spectator  of  M’atteaii’s  painting 
readily  realises  that  for  the  master  himself  the  life 
was  more  than  the  raiment.  The  truth  is,  Watteau 
was  a  profound  and  comprehensive  analyst  of  character; 
exceedingly  reflective  as  well  as  exceedingly  observant 
— painting  with  just  as  much  directness  the  little 
bourgeoisie  from  which  he  sprang  as  the  world  of  court 
and  theatre  in  which  were  chiefly  spent  the  too  brief 
years  of  his  manhood.  Miss  James,  to  whom  belongs 
a  collection  of  his  drawings  even  more  admirable  than 
that  at  the  Louvre,  or  than  that  at  the  IMuseum,  or  than 
that  at  Monsieur  Edmond  de  Goneourt’s,  is,if  I  mistake 
not,  the  owner  of  a  little  canvas  absolutely  consecrated 
to  the  record  of  the  purely  domestic.  "L’Occujiation 
selou  I’Age,”  it  is  called,  and  what  it  shows  us  is  the 
homely  business  and  the  moderate  joy  of  three  genera¬ 
tions  of  women-kind.  That,  however,  is  not  at  the 
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Academy.  Buttlie  lovely  little ‘‘Music  Lesson/^  which 
belongs  to  Sir  Richard  M'’allace,  unites  with  all  its 
quietude  an  indescribable  grace.  (See  p.  165.)  What 
masculine  vigour,  what  fi’eedom,  what  large  gesture, 
in  the  man  who  is  tuning  his  guitar!  What  happy 
restfulness  in  the  figure  and  the  face  of  the  young 
woman  whose  eyes  rest  on  her  opened  music-book  ! 
And  how  contented  in  her  company  is  the  silent  ad¬ 
mirer  who  bends  above  her! — “  time  and  “place’’’ 
and  “  loved  one  ”  being,  in  spite  of  Mr.  Browning’s 
verse,  all  granted  him,  it  seems,  for  once,  “  together.” 
And  then  the  little  children,  gathei’ed,  like  cherubim, 
about  her  knees.  In  a  drawing  of  Miss  James’s  there 
is  a  study  for  one  of  them,  who  has  in  a  pre-eminent 
degree  the  qualities  which  Watteau  gave  to  childhood 
— prettiness,  liveliness,  naivete.  “Heureux  Age,”  Mr. 
Alfred  de  Rothschild’s,  devotes  itself  to  the  record  of 
these  qualities  :  exists,  so  to  speak,  that  it  too  may  he 
their  perfect  chronicler.  The  children  in  the  “Garden 
Party  in  the  Champs  Elysees” — the  “Champs  Elys&s” 
alone  is  the  title  under  which  Tardieu,  a  hundred  and 
fifty  years  ago,  so  admirably  engraved  it — are  not  less 
natural  nor  less  beautiful.  Sir  Richard  Wallace’s  is 
the  engraved  picture.  His,  too,  is  a  much  larger 
version  of  what  is  practically  the  same  scene.  I 
should  suppose  the  larger  to  be  the  earlier,  for  I  could 
not  understand  such  an  artist  as  Watteau  changing  for 
the  worse  a  feature  so  important  as  that  of  the  stone 
statue  by  the  fountain.  The  figure  is  a  sitting  one, 
and  a  little  clumsy  for  once,  in  the  larger  version.  In 
the  smaller,  she  reclines  along  the  wall-side,  the  right 
arm  dropping  its  graceful  length  below  it — the  very 
figure  and  the  very  pose,  I  remember,  of  Watteau’s 
own  Antiope  in  the  Salle  Lacaze  at  the  Louvre. 

A  statue  that  represents  life  so  completely — that 
is  allied  with  the  master’s  own  representation  of  life 
at  its  vei‘y  fullest — brings  us,  without  abruptness  of 
transition,  to  pictures  of  the  living  nude.  Watteau 
wrought  them  comparatively  seldom,  but  always  with 
infinite  graciousness,  with  infinite  knowledge,  and 
it  is  fitting  that  his  picture  of  “  The  Toilet  ”• — the 
“toilet”  in  its  quite  earliest  stage — should  have  its 
place  on  these  walls.  French  painters  of  the  follow¬ 
ing  generation  would  have  conceived  of  such  a  theme 
without  Watteau’s  refinement,  would  have  executed 
it  without  his  tenderness,  and  without  his  science. 
“  L’Accordee  du  Village  ”  shows  yet  another  of  the 
less  known  sides  of  Watteau’s  capacity — shows  him 
with  reminiscences  of  the  country  about  Valenciennes, 
was  it?  or  was  it  with  more  recent  memories  of 
the  Nogent  of  his  friendly  cure  ? — painting  what  is 
frankly  a  village  y(?Mre-picture,  a  festival,  as  it  were, 
of  the  peasantry.  A  hundred  years  later  David 
Wilkie  would  have  found  in  that  subject  a  thing  to 
suit  him  thoroughly.  Would  he  have  painted  it  with 
a  fuller  understanding  of  the  country  character,  with 


a  disposition  of  the  figures  more  finely  ordered  ?  I 
doubt  it.  And  if  his  work  might  have  abounded  yet 
more  in  energetic  expression,  it  must  needs  have  been 
less  opulent  in  its  possession  of  the  virtues  of  grace 
and  of  charm. 

When  Nicholas  Lancret,  who  was  not,  like  Pater, 
Watteau’s  direct  pupil,  though  he  was  uiKjuestionably 
his  follower,  painted  the  fete  galaute,  or  some  scene 
symbolic  of  the  warmth  of  summer  or  of  the  joyous 
autumn,  the  plea.sant  hours  which  people  of  good 
breeding  may  pass  on  ordered  lawns  are  apt  to 
be  exchanged  for  moments  of  rather  rough  em¬ 
bracing,  for  contests  of  almost  Teuiers-like  violence. 
Watteau,  however  hourgeois  to  begin  with,  was  in 
spirit  a  great  gentleman.  Lancret’s  rude  force  must 
have  seemed  to  him  at  times  upon  the  edge  of  vul¬ 
garity.  Yet  Lancret  was  an  important  personality: 
the  wielder  of  a  brush  energetic  and  facile,  as,  to  those 
who  are  ignorant  of  his  labours.  Sir  Richard  Wallace’s 
“  Pastoral  Group  ”  and  “  Group  with  Dancers  ”  may 
abundantly  prove.  Sir  Richard,  too,  is  the  owner 
of  the  famous  engraved  portrait  of  Mademoiselle 
Camargo,  the  Phyllis  Broughton — dare  I  say  ? — of 
her  epoch,  as  Mademoiselle  Salle  was  assuredly  its 
Sylvia  Grey.  “  Les  Nymphes  sautent  comme  vous,” 
wrote  Voltaire  of  the  first  :  “  les  Graces  dansent 
comme  elle,”  he  added  of  the  second.  The  picture 
paints  for  us  “  La  Camargo  ”  in  a  momentary  pause, 
healthy  and  flushed ;  behind  her,  the  operatic  back¬ 
ground  of  nodding  foliage,  and  an  ideal  little 
orchestra,  where  no  orchestra  really  gets. 

Greuze  alone,  among  the  Eighteenth  Century 
Frenchmen,  remains  to  be  dealt  with,  and  the  pretty 
side  of  his  talent  is  known  so  well  in  England  that 
a  word  is  enough  for  him.  Is  it  his  mission,  one 
wonders,  to  make  innocence  sly,  or  to  endow  a  far 
too  knowing  and  too  presuming  maidenhood  with 
a  suspicion  of  naivete  ?  For  once,  at  least,  in  a 
fascinating  “  Bacchante,”  smooth  of  surfaee,  untame- 
able  of  spirit,  he  is  content  to  do  neither. 

Only  in  gallery  upon  gallery  and  hall  upon  hall 
would  it  be  possible  to  represent  completely  the 
masters  of  the  great  Dutch  Seventeenth  Century. 
But  if  evidence  of  exquisiteness  is  asked  for  rather 
than  evidence  of  range,  we  have  it  in  Lord  North¬ 
brook’s  Metsu,  “  The  Intruder.”  If  it  is  sought  to 
discover  Jan  Steen’s  capacity  for  humour — his  com¬ 
plete  acceptance,  too,  of  all  that  belongs  to  humanity 
— the  chance  is  easy  in  inspecting  “  The  Doctor,” 
and  the  Duke  of  Rutland’s  “  Grace  before  IMeat.” 
Van  Miisscher  again — a  pupil  at  last  of  Adriaau  van 
Ostade,  but  less  addicted  than  his  master  to  degraded 
type  and  vulgar  incident — is  seen  at  his  very  best  in 
a  studio  interior,  with  William  van  de  Velde  sitting 
before  the  easel.  A  succession  of  portraits  by  Rembrandt 
— of  which  perhaps  the  most  striking  are  the  portrait 
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o£  the  painter  himsell’,  elilerly,  weighty  of  build,  very 
weig’hty  nf  expression,  lent  by  Lord  Ilcbester,  and 
the  ])ortraits  of  a  certain  busy  shijibudder  and  his 
eoinpanionable  wife,  lent  by  the  Oneen — show',  in 
the  fullest  measure,  not  his  mental  range  indeed,  but 
his  o’rasp  of  character  and  the  ehanges  in  Ids  tcclniiqi/e. 

The  most  familiar  things  in  our  earlier  English 
painting —  llogarths,  Reynoldses,  Gainsboroughs, 


came  to  lloll  no  incapacity  to  do  his  veiw  best;  for 
the  decisive  seizure  of  mental  qualities  somewhat 
intricate  and  subtle  is  wdiat  gives  its  greatest  value 
to  the  “  Lord  Spencer,^'’  wdiich  is  almost  the  last 
of  all.  Habitually  Ilolhs  triumph  wavs  obtained  in 
lixing  on  the  canvas  the  features  of  the  strongly 
marked.  Beauty  had  no  temptation  for  him  ; 
smoothness  reivelled  him.  Gan  you  imagine  him 


TUB  IIAPrY  AGE. 

{From  Tardleu'.'i  Fngrar'nig  nf  the  Picture  luj  Watteau.  In.  the  CoUcction  of  Alfred  dc.  Rothschild,  Esq.) 


Romneys — there  is  neither  time  nor  need  to  dw'ell 
upon  ;  but  it  will  be  expected,  no  doubt,  that  a  word 
should  be  said  about  what  was  practically  the  life- 
work  of  Erank  Idoll — incident  ivictures  to  begin  with, 
]iortraits  afterwards.  Yet  nobody  remembering  this 
artist’s  earliest  successes  at  the  Royal  Academy  can 
have  doubted  his  command  of  a  patlvos  profound  and 
genuine,  aval  still  less  can  there  have  been  any  ques¬ 
tion  as  to  the  forcibleness  of  the  portraiture  which 
gave  us  the  ^Hjord  Spencer,”  the  “Duke  of  Cleve¬ 
land,”  and  the  “Captain  Alexander  IMitchell  Sim.” 
And  it  is  interesting  to  note  that,  notwithstanding 
the  added  hurry  of  much  of  the  later  work,  there 


devoting  himself  to  immortalise  the  qualities  of  the 
quite  average  university  young  man?  But  Sir 
George  Trevelyan’s  conscientious  indecision,  the  un¬ 
hesitating  resolution  of  the  Duke  of  Cleveland,  the 
pleasant  shrewdness  of  Mr.  Chamberlain — acquired 
by  contact  with  what  a  world  of  various  humanity, 
from  the  most  miimpeachable  dissenter  in  the  pro¬ 
vinces  to  the  most  charming  persons  in  all  America  ! 
— that  was  what  Holl  revelled  in  depicting.  And 
avi  unconscious  pathos — as  potent  in  reality  as  the 
more  obvious  tears  of  his  first  essays — heightened  to 
the  very  last  the  interest  of  his  jvourtrayal  of  the 
effort  of  the  very  old  still  to  live. 


LOOKING  TO  THE  MAINLAND  FROM  ARRAN. 

(From  a  Drawing  hy  ./.  MacWhlrter,  A.R.A.  Engraved  by  li.  Paterson.) 


THE  ISLE  OF  AERAN.— III. 


By  h.  HIGGIN. 


Loch  RANZA  is  one  of  the  most  picturesque 
i  spots  on  the  whole  island,  thougli  it  does  not 
enjoy  the  same  sheltered  and  sunny  climate  as  Corrie 
or  even  Brodick.  A  dark  circle  of  gloomy  hills  lie 
behind  it,  yet  sometimes  catching  gleams  of  colour 
in  the  sunset  that  turn  them  rosy-red.  Between 
Tonieadaneoin — a  finely-shaped  mountain  1,0.57  feet 
in  height — on  the  east,  and  Meall  Mhor  on  the  west 
side,  runs  Glen  Eais-na-vearraid,  and  through  its 
gorge  a  torrent  descends  into  the  head  of  the  loch. 
There  seems  to  be  no  doubt  that  in  the  ice  period  a 
glacier  filled  the  whole  of  this  wide  glen.  Here,  as 
in  Glen  Rosa  and  in  other  parts  of  the  island,  geo¬ 
logists  find  ample  evidence  of  the  action  of  the  ice  in 
transporting  the  gigantic  boulders  which  are  perched 
in  places  where  no  other  agency  could  have  placed 
them ;  nor  are  the  Arctic  shells  wanting,  which  show 
this  ice  age  to  be  no  mere  fancy  of  the  geologist. 
The  curious  bar  of  shingle  on  which  the  ancient 


castle  still  stands,  and  has  stood  for  at  least  2,000 
years,  is  another  evidence  of  the  action  of  the  ice  in 
throwing  down  the  detritus,  which  formed  the  first 
basis  of  the  bank,  afterwards  taken  advantage  of 
by  the  hardy  islanders  to  protect  their  harbour  of 
refuge. 

There  is  a  complete  double  loch  having  this 
curious  ridge  lying  straight  across  it,  in  the  centre 
of  which  stands  the  castle,  a  regular  structure  of 
stone  and  lime,  with  very  thick  walls.  It  is  men¬ 
tioned  as  a  hunting  seat  of  the  Scottish  kings  in 
1380,  but  nothing  is  known  of  its  first  erection. 
The  inner  loch  is  almost  fresh  water,  though  filled 
twice  in  the  twenty-four  hours  by  the  tide,  which 
rushes  round  the  narrow  channel  between  the  castle 
bank  and  the  mountain-side.  A  curious  effect  is 
produced  by  this  combination  of  salt  and  fresh  water 
in  such  a  sheltered  spot.  Both  seaw^eed  and  fresh¬ 
water  mosses  seem  to  grow  side  by  side,  and,  as  the 
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tide  retreats  aiul  leaves  the  bed  of  the  river  exj^osed, 
tlie  marvellous  eolouring- — the  y'olds  atid  purities  of 
the  weeds  over  the  stones — is  something-  to  he  re¬ 
membered.  The  outer  loch  is  generally  full  of  pic¬ 
turesque  fishing-boats^  and  on  a  fine  summer’s  even¬ 
ing  so  quiet  is  the  scene  and  so  absolutely  still 
the  water,  that  the  reflections  are  as  vivid  as  the 
mountains  themselves,  with  all  their  varying  tints  ; 
while  the  old  castle  and  the  idle  tishiug-boats  seem 
<loubled  in  the  glassy  loch.  One  thinks  of  Uhland’s 
castle  by  the  sea  :  — 

“And  fain  it  would  stoop  downward  to  the  mirrored  wave  below, 
And  fain  it  would  soar  upward  in  the  evening’s  golden  glow.” 

•Vt  other  times — when  the  little  village  itself  is 
shadowed  and  grey,  and  the  sun  hidden  behind  some 
darkling  cloud — a  perfect  screen  of  brilliant  irrides- 
cent  vapour  closes  the  entrance  from  the  sea,  a 
veritable  rainbow  curtain  shutting  it  from  the  out¬ 
side  world. 

Arran  is  full  of  romantic  legends  and  spots  hold¬ 
ing  some  storied  interest.  On  the  level  sward  at  the 
foot  of  the  stern  old  cliffs,  a  little  beyond  Loch 
Hanza,  is  a  lonely  grave ;  and  some  kind  soul  has 
raised  a  headstone  of  rock,  while  others,  when  we 
saw  it,  had  planted  ferns  around,  and  on  the  toj) 
of  the  mound  which  marks  the  grave  had  traced 
the  sacred  monogram  in  white  pebbles.  The  story 
of  the  “sailor’s  grave”  is  half  forgotten  now,  but 
thirty  or  forty  years  ago  it  was  a  recent  tradition  ; 
and,  what  was  more,  the  restless  soul  of  its  occupant 
was  known  to  haunt  the  wild  sea  road  and  cliffs.  It 
is  said  that  a  foreign  ship  once  ])ut  in  at  this  spot, 
and  that  men,  s])eaking'  a  language  none  of  the 
islanders  understood,  bore  one  of  their  comrades, 
who  was  suffering  from  some  disease  which  made 
them  dread  his  presence  in  the  ship,  to  this  lonely 
shore,  and  left  him  there  to  die.  The  people 
of  the  glens  ministered  to  him  as  well  as  they 
could,  fed  and  ])laced  some  shelter  over  him,  and 
when  he  died  they  buried  him  where  he  had  lain, 
and  raised  the  little  cairn  over  him.  The  last  time 
the  apparition  was  seen  was  one  wild  eerie  night  in 
late  autumn.  An  artist  who  was  staying  at  Catacol, 
tempted  by  tbe  weirdness  of  the  wild  night,  was 
wandering  under  the  cliffs  along  the  sward.  Just  as 
he  rounded  a  jutting  rock  by  the  sailor’s  grave  a 
wild  shriek  met  his  ear,  and  a  white  figure  rose  up 
from  the  earth;  at  the  same  moment  be  was  blinded 
by  a  shower  of  small  pebbles  which  showered  down 
on  him.  When  this  ceased,  and  he  could  look  up, 
the  ghost  had  vanished.  The  next  morniug  all  Loch 
Rauza  was  shaken  with  the  story  of  the  sailor  having 
risen  from  his  grave  beneath  the  rock — for  had  not 
Joan  AFAlister  seen  him  when  she  was  waitino-  close 
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by  for  h  -r  lover,  and  bad  fled  shrieking-  back  to  the 


village,  and  confessed  her  midnight  escapade,  but  not 
before  she  had  flung  her  two  handfuls  of  pebbles  at 
the  bogie  ! 

Near  the  hanging  woods  of  Brodick  Castle  is,  or 
was,  an  opening  in  the  ancient  sea-cliff  called  “  Lily’s 
Cave.”  For  here  lived  an  old  woman  and  her  beau¬ 
tiful  daughter  Lily,  after  they  had  been  turned  out 
of  their  cottage  home  to  make  more  room  for  the 
game ;  and  here  she  died,  for  she  would  Tiot  desert 
her  mother  for  all  the  pleading  of  her  lover,  and  the 
old  woman  utterly  refused  to  leave  the  cave,  whither 
she  had  removed  when  her  house  was  pulled  down. 

Another  romantic  story  attaches  to  a  boidder  in 
Glen  Sannox.  A  garrison  of  eighty  men  had  been 
left  in  Brodick  Castle  by  Cromwell.  Irritated  by 
the  excesses  of  some  of  these  soldiers,  the  islanders 
set  on  them  when  they  were  out  on  a  foraging  expe¬ 
dition  and  put  them  all  to  the  swo)-d,  with  the  ex- 
ce])tion  of  one  young  man,  who  concealed  himself 
under  this  boulder.  Here  he  was  discovered  by  a 
faithful  Arran  girl  whose  heart  he  had  won,  and  fed, 
until  an  opportunity  occurred,  when,  forsaking-  her 
own  people,  she  fled  with  him  to  the  mainland. 

Of  the  Bruce  there  are  many  legends  and  spots 
held  sacred  to  his  memory.  The  King’s  Cove  at 
Hrumadoon  is  a  favourite  excursion,  and  an  extremely 
interesting  one.  Basaltic  columns  of  from  eighty 
to  one  hundred  feet  form  an  im [losing  precipice  on 
this  coast.  On  the  toj)  of  the  hill  are  the  remains  of 
a  large  fort,  or  place  of  refuge  for  families  and  cattle 
in  time  of  invasion.  On  the  farm  of  Hrumadoon  is 
a  fine  cromlech,  said  to  be  the  “  grave  of  Fingal’s 
daughter.”  Alany  of  the  prehistoric  remains  have 
been  destroyed,  but  in  former  times  this  neighbour¬ 
hood  abounded  in  fliem. 

The  cave  in  which  tradition  says  Robert  the  Bruce 
lived  after  his  landing  from  Rathlin  in  1307,  and 
before  his  seizure  of  Brodick  Castle,  is  a  natural 
cavern  some  little  distance  beyond  the  basaltic  cliffs. 
It  is  one  hundred  feet  long,  fifty  feet  wide,  and  fifty- 
live  feet  high.  A  column  at  the  back  has  a  two- 
handed  sword  and  a  cross  rudely  carved  on  it.  There 
are  also  drawings  of  sheep,  goats,  and  cattle,  and 
[lart  of  a  chase. 

In  this  cave  also  Fioun,  or  Fingal,  the  great 
Gaelic  hero,  is  said  to  have  lived,  and  to  have  had  a 
son  born  to  him,  whose  footmark,  made  when  the 
child  was  two  days  old,  and  which  is  two  feet  long, 
is  still  to  be  seen  ! 

King’s  Cross,  on  the  south  of  Lamlash,  and  between 
it  and  Whiting  Bay,  tradition  says  was  the  spot 
where  Bruce  emlrarked  when  he  went  to  rouse  the 
men  of  Carrick.  A  cross  at  one  time  commemorated 
the  event.  Close  by  this  s])ot  are  the  ruins  of  a  fort, 
which  evidently  was  useil  to  [)rotect  the  natural  land¬ 
ing  place. 
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Forts  and  strongliolds,  or  the  remains  of  them, 
are  to  be  found  all  round  Arran.  Of  these,  Loch 
llanza  on  the  north-west,  and  Kildonan  Castle  on  the 
south-east,  are  in  the  best  jjreservation.  There  was 
an  ancient  fort  on  the  spot  where  Brodick  Castle  now 
stands,  and  it  would  seem  to  have  been  a  place  of 
great  strength. 

Floly  Island  has  a  very  ancient  history.  It  was 
formerly  called  Isle-a-Molass,  from  the  saint,  whose 
cave  there  is  still  to  be  seen.  St.  Lasrian  or  Molassus 
was  born  in  Ireland  a.d.  566,  and  educated  in  Bute 
by  his  uncle  St.  Blaan.  He  returned  to  Ireland,  but 
when  only  twenty  years  of  age  retired  to  the  her¬ 
mitage  on  the  island  off  Arran,  which  became  known 
as  Holy  Island  in.  consequence.  He  died  Abbot  of 


It  would  seem  that  in  very  early  times  there  was 
constant  communication  between  Arrau  and  Ireland; 
and  it  is  noticeable  that  the  Hint,  implements  found 
in  the  Arran  cairns  have  apparently  been  brought 
from  Antrim,  where  they  abound,  while  none  are 
to  be  found  in  Arran  itself.  The  stone  circles  at 
Tormorevon  the  open  moorland  behind  Drumadoon 
are  said  to  be  the  best  preserved  in  Scotland.  In 
1860,  by  permission  and  with  the  assistance  of  the 
Duke  of  Hamilton,  a  number  of  these  circles  were 
excavated,  and  human  remains,  earthenware,  orna¬ 
ments,  and  Hint  weapons  were  found.  In  some  cases 
the  bodies  had  been  burnt,  and  the  ashes  only  were 
found  in  rudely-made  urns ;  in  others  they  had  been 
buried  in  stone  coffins  or  cists.  The  place  of  burial 


PEECIPICES  AT  HEAD  0?  GIEN  SANNOX. 

(From  a  Drawing  by  J.  MacWhirtcr,  A.R.A.  Engraved  by  W.  J.  Palmer.') 


Leighlin  in  Ireland  in  640.  An  Icelandic  inscrip¬ 
tion,  meaning  “Nicholas  this  engraved,”  in  the 
same  cave  as  that  formerly  occupied  by  St.  Lasrian, 
refers  to  a  Norwegian  hermit  who  lived  there  about 
1100,  when  the  Norsemen  ruled  the  Western  Isles. 
An  abbot  of  the  small  monastery  on  Holy  Island  lies 
buried  in  Glen  Clachan,  his  tombstone  beariftg  his 
chalice  and  pastoral  staff,  but  no  other  inscription. 


in  all  cases  occupied  the  centre  of  the  circle  of 
stones,  and  in  one  ease  a  cist  which  had  never  been 
used  was  opened,  showing  that  it  had  been  prepared 
for  some  person  of  consequence. 

Those  who  are  able  to  take  long  walks  and  are 
not  afraid  of  a  mountain  climb,  will  certainly  have 
the  most  enjoyment  in  Arran.  On  the  long  tramp 
over  “the  string”  or  up  some  of  the  wild  glens  not  a 
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human  being’  may  be  met  for  hours,  but  you  may 
have  the  rare  chance  of  seeing-  a  golden  eagle  soar¬ 
ing-  away  from  his  rocky  fastness,  and  on  the  lonely 


puzzling  enough  to  English  people ;  hut  it  only 
means  that  at  the  farmhonse  down  the  lane  a 
wagonette  or  other  conveyance  with  one  horse  may 


BRIDGE  IN  GLEN  SANNOX. 

(Ffoia  a  Draii'ing  bij  J.  MacWluvtrv,  Engraved  hg  R.  B.  Lodge.) 


shore  the  seal  will  still  come  curiously  up  to  watch 
you  when  bathing,  wondering,  no  doubt,  who  has 
come  to  molest  his  ancient  solitary  reign.  On  the 
curious  little  notice-hoards  nailed  on  trees  one 
sometimes  sees  Machine  and  Single  ”  announced. 


be  hired  for  a  small  consideration.  By  the  help  of 
these,  the  longer  excursions  may  sometimes  be  at¬ 
tained  where  any  road  is  to  be  found,  and  from 
Brodick  or  Corrie  a  good  carriage  may  always  be 
obtained. 


“THE  DEAD  DIED.” 


Painted  by  Gkeuze. 

Above  all  things  a  painter  of  prettiuess — in  spite 
of  his  ambition  to  be  considered  an  historical 
painter  —  Jean  Baptiste  Greuze  was  as  certainly 
among  the  best  colourists  of  his  day  as  he  was,  when 
he  chose,  among  the  most  delicate  and  refined.  There 
is  a  charming  sentiment  about  this  little  picture  of 
childish  grief,  but  at  the  same  time  the  charge  of 
affectation  sometimes  levelled  against  it,  especially 
in  the  expression  and  disposition  of  the  head,  can 
hardly  be  withstood.  This  subject  of  a  child  mourn- 


Engraved  by  Auguste  Morse. 

ing  the  death  of  her  liird  was  a  favourite  one  with  the 
artist,  who  jiainted  it  three  times  with  certain  varia¬ 
tions  :  the  first,  exhibited  at  the  Salon  in  1759  ;  the 
second  (the  one  before  us),  in  1705  ;  and  the  third,  in 
1800.  In  the  Scottish  National  Gallery  in  Edinburgh 
is  to  be  found  one  of  these  versions.  That  which  is  here 
engraved  was  added  in  1880  to  the  collection  of  the 
Baroness  Nathaniel  de  Rothschild,  at  a  cost  of  £P,800, 
who  has  permitted  it  to  be  engraved  by  M.  Morse,  one 
of  the  most  sympathetic  line-engravers  in  Paris. 


IM 


■ 

[■-  il 


Morse  seal 


THE  DEAD  BTRD. 

/" From  chr,  ColiecUcn-  of  the  Baroness  Nathaniel  cU,  RcthscTviZd.  J 
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ILLUSTRATED  JOURNALISM  IN  ENGLAND:  ITS  RISE.— III. 

By  C.  N.  WILLIAMSON. 


WITH  two  more  reproductions  of  illustrations 
from  London  newspapers  we  may  leave  the 
barren  eighteenth  century.  The  St.  James’s  Chronicle 
was  a  tri-weekly  independent  Whig  paper  started  in 
1760,  and  in  the  subsequent  battle  for  the  freedom  of 
the  press  its  printer  played  a  brave  part.  It  was  in 
every  way  a  serious  and  important  paper;  yet  the  only 


Brain-sucker;  or,  the  Miseries  of  Authorship. (See 
p.  14'2.)  It  marks,  perhaps,  the  highest  point  of  en¬ 
deavour  in  the  illustration  of  newspapers  during  the 
eighteenth  century. 

From  the  beginning  of  the  present  century  until 
the  foundation  of  The  Illustrated  London  News  in 
1842,  and  even  later,  several  weekly  and  some  daily 


A.  Door  to  the  Cart-house.  c.  Stable  Window. 

B.  Door  by  which  the  Officers  entered.  d.  Loft  Door. 

VIEW  OF  THE  EXTEEIOE  OF  THE  HOUSE  USED  BY  THE  CATO  STEEET  CONSPIEATOES. 
(From  “  The  Observer,"  March  5,  1S30.) 


thing  it  thought  worth  illustrating  was  A  Strange 
Wild  Beast  seen  in  France,”  and  this  woodcut  appeared 
on  June  6,  1765.  (See  p.  141.)  Of  this  remarkably 
cheerless  beast  we  read  that  “  it  is  larger  than  a  calf 
of  a  year  old,  strongly  made  before,  and  turned  like 
a  greyhound  behind.  His  nose  is  long  and  pointed, 
his  ears  upright  and  smaller  than  a  wolPs,  his  mouth 
of  a  most  enormous  size  and  always  wide  open ;  a 
streak  of  black  runs  from  his  shoulders  to  the  begin¬ 
ning  of  his  tail.”  Later  still  in  the  century  we  find 
one  more  illustration  in  a  newspaper  :  The  British 
Mercury.  No.  1,  published  on  May  12,  1787,  con¬ 
tains  a  by  no  means  badly-executed  print  of  “  The 


papers  were  constantly  in  the  habit  of  illustrating  the 
news  of  the  day.  The  pencil  and  the  graver  gradually 
became  indispensable  auxiliaries  to  the  pen  of  the 
reporter,  thanks  to  the  great  revival  of  the  art  of 
wood-engraving  under  Bewick,  in  the  last  years  of 
the  eighteenth  century.  The  papers  which  were 
most  diligent  in  illustrating  views  were  The  Ob¬ 
server,  The  Morning  Chronicle,  Bell’s  Life  in  Lon¬ 
don,  and  The  Weekly  Chronicle.  But  before  these 
papers  began  the  regular  practice  of  publishing  wood- 
cuts  of  the  news  of  the  day,  the  same  thing  had 
been  done  by  a  paper  more  important  than  them  all 
— no  less  a  journal  than  the  mighty  Times  itself. 
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It  was  three  years  after  the  management  of  The 
Times  was  assumed  by  young  John  Walter^  the 
second  of  that  name,  that  illustrations  appeared  in 
its  columns.  The  second  John  Walter  was  not  yet 
nineteen  when,  in  1803,  he  became  “joint  proprietor 
and  exclusive  manager of  The  Tunes,  and  his  most 
formidable  rival  among  the  other  morning  papers 
was  The  Morning  Chruniele.  Young  Walter  aban¬ 
doned  many  of  his  fatherY  opinions  and  methods. 
It  was  on  January  10,  1806,  that  The  Times  pub¬ 
lished  an  engraving  of  Nelson’s  eollin  and  funeral 
car.  The  death  of  Nelson  had  profoundly  moved  the 
popular  heart,  and  The  Times  paid  deference  to  the 
widespread  interest  in  the  subject  by  publishing  the 
roug’h  engraving  on  page  1T3.  But  after  the  block 
was  cut,  an  alteration  was  made  in  the  arrangements, 
and  The  Times  had  to  publish  this  explanation  : — 
“  The  only  difference  in  the  appearance  of  the  funeral 
car  from  the  engraving  is  that,  contrary  to  what 
was  at  first  intended,  neither  the  pall  nor  coronet 
appeared  on  the  colfin.  The  first  was  thrown  in  the 
stern  of  the  car,  in  order  to  give  the  public  a  com¬ 
plete  view  of  the  coffin  ;  and  the  coronet  was  carried 
in  a  mourning’  coach.  We  had  not  time  to  make 
the  alteration.'”  Later,  in  1817,  when  the  paper  was 
under  the  editorship  of  Thomas  Barnes,  The  Times 
again  published  an  illustration — this  time  of  Robert 
Owen’s  agricultural  and  manufacturing  village  of 
Unity  and  iVIutual  Co-operation. 

These  illustrations  in  The  Times  were,  however, 
merely  spasmodic.  They  were  published  at  long 
intervals  of  time,  and  had  little  or  no  artistic  merit. 
It  is  to  The  Observer  that  wm  must  give  the  position 
of  the  premier  illustrated  paper;  and  the  success  of 
its  engravings  no  doubt  led  subseipiently  to  the 
establishment  of  The  Illnstrated  London  News. 

The  Observer,  established  by  William  Clement 
in  176:1,  wms  not  the  earliest  of  Sunday  papers,  but 
it  soon  became  the  most  popular  and  the  most 
powerful.  William  Clement  was  a  man  of  enterprise 
and  originality.  Besides  The  Observer  he  owned 
tw'o  other  Sunday  [)apers.  The  lOiglishmnn  and  Bell’s 
Jjife ;  and  later,  oir  the  death  of  James  Perry,  he 
bought  The  OLorning  Chro)/icle  besides.  The  idea 
of  employing  wood-engraving  to  illustrate  news 
having  even  at  that  time  hardly  penetrated  into 
the  minds  of  newspaper  editors.  The  Observer  began 
by  using  copper  plates,  which  necessitated  two  print¬ 
ings  to  produce  the  paper.  Their  earliest  attemjrts 
in  this  direction  were  a  view  of  the  Island  of  St. 
Helena  (see  p.  ITI),  published  October  29,  181.5,  and 
three  years  later  a  portrait  of  the  murderer  Abraham 
Thornton.  It  was  about  the  year  1820  that  Clement 
linally  adopted  'wood-engraving ;  ami  from  that  time 
onwards  to  the  foundation  of  The  Illnstrated,  Lon¬ 
don  News  his  four  papers  were  frecpiently  illus¬ 


trated,  the  same  picture  sometimes  appearing  in  all. 
The  character  of  the  woodcuts  showed  a  consider¬ 
able  advance  upon  the  earlier  methods,  but  the 
element  of  art  was  still  conspicuous  by  its  absence, 
and  the  choice  of  subjects  for  illustration  was,  it 
cannot  be  denied,  very  much  that  now  left  to  Tlte 
Folice  News.  Among  the  earliest  of  The  Observer’s 
illustrations  are  those  depicting  the  Cato  Street 
Conspiracy.  These  appeared  on  March  5,  182U,  and 
they  were  reprinted  with  additions  on  March  12. 
They  comprised  views  of  the  exterior  of  the  house 
(see  p.  173),  of  a  grenade  and  daggers,  and  the  hay¬ 
loft  where  the  cons])irators  were  seized,  entitled 
“Interior  View  of  the  Hayloft  at  the  Moment  when 
Smithers  received  his  Death- wound.” 

Later  in  the  same  year  and  early  in  the  next 
(September  17,  1820,  and  January  21,  1821)  the 
energetic  Observer  gave  illustrations  of  the  Hoi;se 
of  Lords  as  prepared  for  the  trial  of  Queen  Caroline, 
and  of  the  interior  of  the  House  of  Commons.  On 
July  22,  1821,  Clement  outdid  all  his  previous  efforts 
by  issuing  a  double  number  of  two  sheets,  contain¬ 
ing  four  engravings  representing  the  coronation  of 
George  IV.  Nothing  on  this  scale  of  newspaper 
enterprise  had  ever  been  produced  before,  and  though 
the  number  cost  fourteen-pence  its  sale  was  enormous, 
61, .500  copies  being  printed  and  sold.  Each  of  the 
two  sheets  was  stamped  and  charged  for.  One  of 
these  engravings  of  the  coronation  is  reproduced  on 
the  opposite  page,  and  it  is  easy  to  see  that  the 
art  of  wood-engraving,  as  applied  to  newspaper  il¬ 
lustration,  had  made  rapid  2>rogress.  Illustrations 
followed  of  the  visit  of  George  IV.  to  Ireland  on 
September  2,  1821,  and  the  capture  of  Cadiz  by  the 
French,  October  5,  1823.  This  view  is  well  en¬ 
graved  by  W.  Hughes,  one  of  the  earliest  engravers 
we  know  as  a  worker  for  news])apers. 

The  next  grand  cong)  of  The  Observer  was  in 
November  of  the  same  year,  when  on  the  lUth  of  the 
month  Clement  published  several  woodcuts  dealing 
with  the  memorable  murder  of  Mr.  AYilliam  Weare, 
which  was  committed  on  the  2Tth  of  the  previous 
October.  (See  p.  176.)  Only  seventeen  days  thus 
elapsed  between  the  commission  of  the  murder  and 
the  2^riblication  of  the  illustrations  ;  and  this,  con¬ 
sidering  the  period,  showed  commendable  enterprise. 
The  ])ictures  are  the  best  of  the  kind  which  had 
been  published  up  to  that  time,  and  they  illustrate 
the  murder  fully,  showing  Probert’s  cottage  and  gar¬ 
den  ;  the  scene  of  the  murder  in  Gills’  Hill  Lane; 
the  pond  in  which  the  body  of  M’^eare  was  found ; 
front  view  of  Probert’s  cottage ;  and  the  ])arlour, 
and  the  couch  on  which  Hunt  slept.  On  January 
11,  182T,  the  date  of  the  trial,  anotlier  double  num¬ 
ber  was  issued  with  further  pictures,  one  of  which 
was  that  of  the  murderers  carrying  the  body  to  the 
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stable  by  lantern  liglit.  So  very  ghastly  were  some 
of  these  pietures  that  the  proprietors  of  the  paper  felt 
bound  to  offer  a  half-hearted  apology  for  their  publi¬ 
cation,  and  they  add  this  curious  explanation  of  the 
cuts:  “  Eor  the  sake  of  effect,  the  artist  has  given 
all  the  views  as  they  would  appear  in  daylight ;  but 
with  the  exception  of  Plate  II.  the  scenes  ought  to 
have  been  represented  as  at  night.’'’ 

It  were  tedious  and  unnecessary  to  recapitulate 
all  the  eugiavings  published  in  The  Observer  between 
1824  and  1847,  when  the  last  woodcut  appeared  in 


gravers;  a  plan  of  the  alterations  in  St.  James’s 
Park  caused  by  the  building  of  Ruckingbam  Palace; 
a  plan  of  the  Port  of  Navarino;  “  Mr.  Gurney’s  new 
steam  carriage;”  an  irrn})tion  of  water  into  the 
Thames  Tunnel;  “a  correct  view  of  Ascot  Heath 
Racecourse,  taken  by  an  eminent  artist  on  Thursday 
last,”  the  eminent  artist  in  question  being  William 
Harvey,  with  the  names  of  Jackson  and  Smith  again 
as  engravers ;  a  jJortrait  of  William  Corder,  the  Red 
Barn  murderer;  the  Siamese  Twins;  New  London 
Bridge  opened  by  William  IV.  and  the  (Jueen ; 


THE  COEOHATION  OF  OEOEGE  IV.  IN  "WESTMINSTEE  ABBEY — EAST  VIEW. 
(Frovi  ‘-The  Observer,”  July  22,  1821.) 


its  columns.  They  appeared  pretty  regularly  up  till 
184d,  when  there  was  a  long  interval  before  the  last 
one,  and  they  illustrate  with  tolerable  fidelity  many 
of  the  most  striking  incidents  of  those  years.  We 
find,  for  example,  a  portrait  of  the  Duke  of  York 
and  his  lying  in  state  in  St.  James’s  Palace ;  a  por¬ 
trait  of  Canning,  published  at  the  time  of  his  death, 
and  with  the  names  of  Jackson  and  Smith  as  en- 


Piesehi  and  his  infernal  machine;  the  funeral  of 
William  IV. ;  the  entrance  to  Euston  Square 
Station ;  Cooking’s  parachute ;  the  coronation  of 
Queen  Victoria;  and  finally,  on  November  IJ;  1841, 
a  larsre  drawin<r  on  the  occasion  of  the  birth  of  the 
Prince  of  Wales.  This  drawing,  which  dealt  with 
famous  episodes  in  the  career  of  early  Princes  of 
Wales,  was  by  IMr.  W.  B.  Scott,  the  most  noted 
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artist  yet  employed  in  sucli  work,  and  it  was  en- 
g'raved  l>y  “  Smith  and  Linton,'”  Linton  being  none 
other  than  the  W.  J.  Linton,  whose  name  lias  since 
became  famons  as  one  of  the  greatest  of  modern 
wood-engravers.  From  this  time  till  LS17  The 
Ohserrer  ]mhlishe<l  no  more  illustrations,  regarding' 
it  probably  as  hopeless  to  com2)ete  with  the  then 


and  George  Crnikshank*  were  concerned  in  “The 
Gallery  of  Comicalities,^^  among  the  early  illustra¬ 
tions  in  Bell’s  Life. 

The  IVeel'hi  Chroniele,  an  enterprising  journal 
started  in  IS.'IO  to  enjoy  a  comparatively  brief  life, 
made  illustrations  one  of  its  staple  attractions.  It 
early  showed  a  taste,  however,  for  criminal  horrors; 


Plate  /. — The  Scene  of  the  JlurJcr  in  Gill.s'  Hill  Lane.  Plate  II. — The  Pond  in  which  the  Eody  of  Mr.  Weare  was  found. 

“the  murder  of  me.  weare.” 

(From  “The  Obscn'ci-,"  November  10,  1S23.) 


tlonrishing  Til nslrateil  London  News.  Its  very  last 
illustration  \vas  on  July  1:1,  18-17,  on  the  occasion 
of  the  installation  of  Prince  Consort  as  Chancellor 
of  the  ITniversity  of  Cambridge. 

For  convenience’  sake  I  have  traced  the  hi.story  of 
The  Ohserrer  up  to  the  time  when  it  ceased  to  jadi- 
lish  illustrations  ;  bnt  contemporaneous  with  it  were 
other  papers,  to  some  of  which  reference  has  already 
been  made,  which  also  occasionally  brightened  their 
letterpress  with  more  or  less  artistic  cuts.  Some  of 
these  do  not  come  within  the  scope  of  this  article. 
Bnt  artists  of  the  highest  gifts  were  now  employing 
their  pencils  on  the  newspaper  press  ;  in  fact,  such 
famous  draughtsmen  as  Seymour,  Kenny  Meadows, 


its  pictures  of  the  incidents  connected  with  the 
murder  Iiy  Greenacre  being  disgustingly  sensational. 
'The  Chamjiion ,  The  Magnet,  The  Weelcl//  Herald,  and 
one  or  two  more  occasionally  published  illustrations, 
but  they  all  ceased  to  do  so  after  the  successful  foun¬ 
dation  of  The  Illnsi rated  Tjondou  News.  Of  the 
establishment  of  that  paper,  of  its  career,  and  those 
of  its  successful  and  unsuccessful  rivals,  we  shall 
speak  in  another  paper. 

*  Tlie  reproductions  of  Cruikshank’s  work,  at  least,  were  made 
without  the  2iermission  of  tlic  artist,  who  used  to  complain  as 
hitterly  of  the  misorahle  character  of  tlie  cuts — liheLs  on  some  of 
his  h(^st  work,  previou.sly  juihlished  elsewhere — as  he  did  of  the 
unblushing  “  annexation.  ’ — Editor. 
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GKJi^CO-EOMAN  POPtTRAITUliE  IN  EGYPT. 

A  liECOVElUil)  PAGE  IN  THE  HLSTOllV  OE  PAINTING. 

By  JOHN  B’ORBESllOBERTSON. 


WHEN  travellers  describe  Africa  as  “the  dark 
coBtinent/^  we,  their  readers,  are  apt  to  forget 
that  the  Valley  of  the  Nile  lies  westward  of  the  lied 
Sea,  and  that  Egypt  for  long  ages  was  the  Pharos 
of  the  nations — the  light  of  the  woi'ld,  whither  all 
men  went  for  illumination  in  art  and  science,  law, 
literature,  and  religion. 

Every  country  has  its  characteristics;  but  none 
can  for  a  moment  compare  with  Egypt  in  absolute 
individuality.  Other 
countries  have  their 
sacred  cities  ;  but  in  the 
Delta  all  is  hallowed 
ground,  and  it  would  be 
difficult  for  the  traveller 
to  pitch  his  tent  upon  a 
spot  which  had  not  been, 
some  time  or  other,  dur¬ 
ing  the  long  succession 
of  ages  which  make  up 
the  sum  of  Egypt’s  life, 
sacred  to  human  endeav¬ 
our  and  suffering  —  a 
centre  of  the  ceaseless 
industry  and  untiring 
ambition  of  man. 

From  Memphis  on¬ 
wards,  hundreds  of  cities, 
once  rich  and  populous, 
have  disappeared  from 
human  ken;  but  from 
the  nature  of  the  con¬ 
serving  sands,  in  which 
many  of  them  are  en¬ 
tombed,  modern  archaeo¬ 
logical  zeal  may  yet,  for 
some  of  them  at  least, 
bring  about  a  quasi-re¬ 
surrection.  These  sands 
possess  this  preservative  art  in  a  degree  far  exceeding 
that  of  the  mummy-maker,  whether  they  approach 
their  embalming  work  slowly,  stealthily,  and  un¬ 
noticed,  or  with  the  terrible  palpability  and  sudden¬ 
ness  of  the  simoon.  It  is  this  same  dust  of  the 
desert  which  makes  Egypt  an  everlasting  land  of 
treasure-trove ;  and  men  from  nations  yet  unborn  will 
search  curiously  for  what  human  hands  have  fashioned, 
when  the  Pyramids,  perad venture,  are  but  a  memory. 
577 


In  this  respect  the  Delta  compares  advantageously 
with  other  lands.  There  is  no  lack  of  antique  re¬ 
mains  in  Asia  Minor,  where  there  existed,  even  in 
the  days  of  Herodotus,  ruins  of  cities  of  unknown 
antiquity.  But  neither  in  Asia  Minor,  nor  among 
the  mounded  ruins  of  Mesopotamia,  do  we  expect 
to  lind  the  same  unbroken  continuity  of  interest. 
Egypt  is  all  the  xtorld's  epitome,  and  never  during 
her  marvellously  lengthened  story  does  she  lo.se  touch 

with  the  surrounding 
nations.  So  much  can 
scarcely  be  said  of  the 
civilisations  which  once 
flourished  on  the  Tigris 
and  the  Euphrates. 

These  refer  only  to 
themselves,  and  confine 
their  archreological  tes¬ 
timony  to  the  palmy 
days  of  Empire,  mainly 
represented  by  the  names 
Nineveh  and  BabyEn ; 
whereas  Eg}pt  speaks 
of  many  empires,  civi¬ 
lisations,  and  2)eoples  ; 
and  while,  in  turn,  domi¬ 
nated  by  all,  she  never 
lost  her  individuality, 
either  when  her  fortunes 
were  at  their  nadir,  or 
even  when  she  herself 
claimed  sovereignty  from 
the  Euxine  to  the  In¬ 
dian  Sea. 

In  nothing  does  her 
conservatism  ap^^ear  more 
pronounced  than  in  the 
treatment  of  her  dead, 
and  in  the  sculptures 
which  commemorated  them.  The  Egyptian  canon 
of  human  proportion  was  only  twice  altered  during 
a  period  extending  over  nearly  four  thousand  years, 
and  her  painted  repi’esentations  of  the  human  figure 
underwent  no  great  modification  till  the  advent  of 
the  Ptolemies. 

This  is  well  illustrated  by  the  series  of  Grteeo- 
Boman  pictures  brought  to  light  a  few  months 
ago,  and  exhibited  recently  in  the  Egyptian  Ilall  by 
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IMr.  Flinders  Petrie,  the  young  arcliasologist,  I'roin 
wliose  wisely -directed  excavations  in  the  Fayonin 
the  learned  world  has  much  to  expect.  Ills  ex¬ 
plorations  during  the  last  seven  years  have  attracted 
the  attention  ot  Egyptologists  all  the  world  over,  and 
the  results  of  the  ])ast  winters  work,  addressed  to 
the  completion  of  his  viugnnm  opus,  are  impatiently 
awaited  by  the  savants  of  London,  Paris,  and  Turin, 
who  mav  he  said  to  l)e  on  the  tiptoe  of  excitement 
and  expectancy. 

Fgyi)t  had  been  for  centuries  subject  to  Greek 
and  Roman  domination,  and  yet  the  treatment  of  the 
dead,  with  very  slight  modilications, 
jiresenlly  to  be  noticed,  was  the  same 
in  the  days  of  the  Antonines  as  in 
those  of  tlie  earlier  Pharaohs. 

The  district  of  the  Fayoum  lies 
some  sixty  miles  above  Cairo,  on  the 
left  bank  of  the  river,  and  includes 
that  natural  depression  of  the  Nu¬ 
bian  desert  of  rvhich  Amenemhat 
III.  made  such  admirable  hydraulic 
use.  Connecting  as  he  did  this  great 
natural  hollow  with  the  river  ly 
means  of  a  canal,  he  was  able  to 
correct  anv  irregndarity  which  might 
occur  in  the  annual  rising  of  the 
Nile;  and  his  great  artilicial  reser¬ 
voir,  the  Lake  Mceris  of  the  Greeks, 
enabled  him  to  ])reserve  the  dwellers 
in  Lower  Egypt  from  drought  on 
the  one  hand  and  inundation  on  the 
other.  This  mighty  piece  of  en¬ 
gineering  was  carried  out  nearly  live 
thousand  years  ago,  for  Amenemhat 
belonged  to  the  Twelfth  Dynasty, 
and  the  still  unsatisfactory  state  of 
JCgyptian  chronology  does  not  allow  of  one  being 
more  precise  in  a  statement  of  date.  This  is  the 
same  Pharaoh  who  built  the  famous  Labyrinth,  a  vast 
palace  containing  three  thousand  chambers,  half  above 
ground  and  half  below,  with  numberless  courts  and 
colonnades  covered  with  sculpture — a  mighty  struc¬ 
ture  of  unascertained  utility,  but  which,  nevertheless, 
remained  for  ages  one  of  the  wonders  of  the  world. 
The  Fayoum,  created  by  his  provident  benellcence, 
remains  to  this  day  the  garden  of  Flgypt;  whereas 
of  the  creation  of  his  caprice,  multitudinous  chips 
and  insignihcant  and  shapeless  fragments  are  all  that 
remain  to  tell  Air.  Flinders  Petrie  that  such  a  place 
had  ever  been. 

In  searching,  however,  among  the  ruins  of  the 
funereal  chapel  belonging’  to  the  uncased  pyramid 
of  llawara,  he  found  several  hieroglyphic  inscrip¬ 
tions  containing  the  cartouches  of  Amenemhat  III., 
which  made  it  a  matter  of  certainty  that  the  tomb 


of  the  great  engineering  Pharaoh  lay  within  the 
])yramitl. 

It  was  while  Air.  Flinders  Petrie’s  men  were  tun¬ 
nelling  towards  the  central  masonry  of  this  tomb 
that  he  accidentally  came  upon  a  vast  cemetery  in  the 
neighbouring  sands  some  four  bundled  acres  in  ex¬ 
tent,  and  where  he  found,  two  or  three  feet  from 
the  surface  of  the  ground,  numberless  uncoffincd 
mummies,  so  to  speak,  carefully  bandaged,  and  in 
many  instances  having  their  portraits  ])ainted  on 
l)anels,  with  a  wax  medium  occupying  the  natural 
position  of  the  face. 

It  is  these  portraits  which  I 
have  ventured  to  call  the  recovery 
of  a  lost  page  in  the  history  of 
])ainting,  and  several  of  which  I 
have  been  enabled,  by  the  kindness 
of  Air.  Flinders  Petrie,  to  introduce 
in  these  pages.  d’hey  were  about 
sixty  in  nunibei' ;  but  their  dis¬ 
coverer  had  to  leave  about  a  dozen 
of  the  best  of  them  at  the  Aluseum 
of  Boulac.  This  reipiisition  on  the 
l)art  of  the  Fdgyptian  authorities 
was  natural  enough,  and  perfectly 
consistent  with  a  due  regard  to  na¬ 
tional  interests.  Athens  claims  the 

which  have  hap- 
]>ily  reached  our  shores,  and  some 
of  which  have  found  a  final  resting- 
]ilace  in  the  British  Aluseum  and  the 
National  Galleiy,  enable  us  to  form 
a  fair  estimate  of  the  artistic  value 
of  the  limner’s  art,  so  far  as  Graico- 
Roman  craftsmanship  was  concerned, 
in  the  second  and  third  century 
of  our  era.  Their  ])recise  date,  according  (o  Air. 
Petrie,  raug-es  from  lot)  A.i).  to  about  250  a.u., 
and  belongs,  of  course,  to  a  })oriod  when  Egypt 
had  long  been  in  ])ossession  of  Imperial  Rome. 
The  phrase  “  Grinco-Romau  ”  is  used  advisedl}^  ;  for 
not  only  was  the  limning  Greek  itself,  lint  the  exe¬ 
cutants  were  Greeks,  and  the  practice  continued  in 
Greek  hands  for  more  than  a  thousand  years.  In 
like  manner,  Roman  architecture,  with  the  e.xception 
of  the  arch,  which  is  jnirely  a  Roman  development, 
followed  Greek  lines  and  did  little  more  than  em- 
])hasise  certain  Greek  features,  just  as  Roman  litera¬ 
ture,  with  the  exception,  perhaps,  of  Lucretius,  was 
little  more  than  an  echo  of  the  masterpieces  of 
Greek  genius. 

I  have  already  said  the  j'Oi’tralts  are  in  wax, 
a  medium  which  artists  have  used  from  time  im¬ 
memorial.  In  size  they  are  slightly  under  life,  and 
are,  for  the  most  part,  painted  full-face,  with  some- 
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times  enough  of  the  shoulder  to  indicate  hy  the 
colour  of  the  border  of  the  robe  to  what  rank  the 
wearer  belonged. 

The  portraits  are  by  various  hands,  and  show 
various  degrees  of  art-merit ;  but  the  worst  of  them, 
even  when  the  drawing  is  scarcely  all  we  could  have 
desired,  show  craftsman-like  familiarity  with  the 
materials  in  hand,  and  the  best  of  them  a  strength 
of  modelling  and  a  feeling  for  the  delicacy  and 
witchery  of  colour  as  are  to  be  found  only  in  the 
best  period  of  Italian  practice. 

Even  after  the  publication,  early  in  the  century, 
of  the  mural  paintings  of  Pom¬ 
peii,  we  used  to  read  with  a  smile 
of  incredulity  in  the  pages  of 
Pausanias,  Pliny,  and  others,  the 
marvellous  stories  of  Greek  rea¬ 
listic  art  —  how  birds  were  de¬ 
ceived  by  jiainted  fruit,  and  art¬ 
ists  themselves  by  painted  cur¬ 
tains.  We  used  to  argue  with 
ourselves  in  this  wise:  “Yes;  the 
Greeks  were  doubtless  mighty 
masters  in  the  seulptor^s  art,  for 
brilliant  examples  of  their  achieve¬ 
ments  are  around  us,  and  abound 
in  every  art-centre  in  Europe ; 
but  their  painting  is  quite  another 
thing.  When  shall  we  find  au¬ 
thentic  examples  in  this  branch 
of  art  ?  Phidias  and  his  fol¬ 
lowers  were  Titanic  realities ;  but 
Polygnotus,  Apelles,  Apollodorus, 

Zeuxis,  and  the  rest,  with  all  the 
wonderful  stories  of  their  powers, 
were  to  us  shadowy  names,  fond 
traditions,  and  nothing  else.^^ 

Looking  now  at  those  exhumed  portraits,  and  re¬ 
membering  that  the  palmy  days  of  Greek  art  had 
passed  away  with  the  dominion  of  the  Ptolemies,  we 
are  quite  prepared  to  believe  all  that  was  ever  said  of 
the  surpassing  excellence  of  Greek  art  by  Aristotle, 
Cicero,  Quintilian,  Lucian,  and  the  rest.  When 
art  and  learning  left  Greece  for  its  primeval  home 
in  Egypt,  and  the  intellectual  centre  of  the  world 
changed  from  Athens  to  Alexandria,  this  truly 
naturalistic  art  of  Greece  must  have  struck  the 
Egyptian  mind,  schooled  during  countless  generations 
in  ecclesiastical  trammels  and  traditions  of  the  most 
rigid  kind,  as  something  startlingly  novel  and  out¬ 
rageous.  The  fetters  with  which  the  Church  bound 
art  for  centuries  during  the  Middle  Ages  were  used 
by  the  Egyptian  priesthood  during  long  millennia; 
and  whatever  they  may  have  been  to  the  ruling 
hierarchy  of  the  Delta,  the  arms  and  arts  of  Alexander 
must  to  the  people  at  large  have  been  a  welcome 


change  and  refreshment.  Still,  as  1  have  already 
implied,  the  usages  of  ages  could  not  be  shaken  off 
in  a  day,  and  the  manners  and  customs  of  the  cem- 
querors,  whether  Greek  or  Roman,  became  in  a  great 
measure  absorbed,  or,  at  alt  events,  modilied  by  those 
of  the  conquered. 

These  painted  mummies,  for  example,  were  often 
kept  in  the  houses  of  their  relatives  for  twenty  or 
thirty  years,  and  only  finally  buried  rather  carelessly 
in  the  sand  when  a  generation  arose  whose  iilial 
])iety  did  not  extend  towards  grandfathers,  grand¬ 
aunts,  or  cousins  of  remote  degree. 

The  portraits  are  mainly  of 
Italian  type ;  but  there  is  an 
Oriental  touch  in  the  treatment 
of  the  eyes.  Before,  however, 
condemning  this  enlarging  and 
emphasising  the  organ  of  sight, 
we  must  not  forget  that  in 
the  East  the  eye,  especially  in 
woman,  was  the  feature  ex¬ 
cellence,  and  artificial  means  were 
used — as,  indeed,  is  the  ^u’aetice  in 
our  own  time  with  actresses  and 
others — to  give  it  prominence. 

Apart  from  the  art-merits  of 
the  portraits,  those  concerned 
in  the  archaeology  of  head-gear 
will  find  much  to  interest  them. 
The  wrappings  of  the  dead,  too, 
are  marvellously  artistic  in  their 
arrangement.  The  tissues  are 
crossed  and  re-crossed  diag’onally, 
layer  upon  la3"er,  with  mathe¬ 
matical  precision,  so  as  to  form 
a  sunken  lozenge-shaped  ])attern. 
In  the  case  of  the  bojg  the  fabric 
is  cream-coloured,  and  has  a  remarkably"  rich  and 
soothing  effect ;  while  that  of  the  lady  is  y^ellow 
and  black,  and  the  black  threads  of  the  mateidal 
are  so  utilised  as  to  give  added  depth  to  the  sunken 
pattern  of  the  lozenge.  But  the  body  was  not 
always  swathed  in  this  soft  material.  The  cere¬ 
ments  were  sometimes  plastered  or  stuccoed  over  in 
such  a  way  as  to  imitate  a  mummy-case. 

Here,  for  example,  is  a  figure  purely  Egyptian  in 
form  though  Greek  in  face.  On  the  stuccoed  sur¬ 
face,  which  is  exquisitely"  smooth  and  of  a  bright  red 
colour,  are  depicted  various  hierogly[)hic  forms  cross¬ 
ing  the  body,  and  most  admirably  modelled  in  low 
relief.  One  has  a  certain  pleasure  in  reading  this 
legend  on  the  cincture,  if  we  may"  so  term  it,  of  this 
magnificent  example  :  “  Artemidore  eupsychi,^^  in 
beautifully-formed  Greek  characters,  and  which  may 
be  freely  translated  thus:  “Oh!  Artemidoros  the 
brave  souled."’’  This  well-painted  head  is  encircled 
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witli  a  gold  wreatli,  and  tlie  hiodi-soulod  Artomidoros 
may  liave  ])een  a  ])oet. 

Oreek  art  received  a  givat  eln'ek  on  the  rebiulding 
op  Rvzantium  by  Constantiiu'  in  odd  A.n.,  and  its  iinal 
death-blow  x^ben  the  Arab  Omar  took  ^Vlexandria  in 
()3S  A.l).  After  this  date  it  led  a  miserable  and 
almost  nnrecog'nisable  existence  in  various  parts  of 
iMag'iia  Gnecia  all  tbroug'b  the  IMiddle  Ages;  and  the 
modern  representatives  of  the  arl-jiractiee  fostered  liy 
the  Ptolemies  and  the  Autonines  may  be  found  in 
those  lifeless  conventionalities  wbieb  the  Greek  monks 
manufacture  without  ceasing,  in  those  vast  monaste¬ 
ries  which  crown 
iMount  Atbos. 

Nevi'rtlieless, 
it  was  from  these 
sorry  inheritors 
of  Gra“co-Roman 
art^  when  ])rae- 
tised  liy  them  in 
Southern  Italy, 
that  the  Pisanos, 
theCimahues,and 
the  Giottos  de¬ 
rived  their  tech¬ 
nical  knowledge, 
if  not  their  inspi¬ 
ration,  and  wen* 
thus  enabled  to 
])repare  the  way 
for  that  glorious 
outburst  of  art 
called  the  Reiiais- 
s  a  n  c  e,  w  h  i  c  h 
crowned  the  clos¬ 
ing  years  of  the 
fifteenth  century. 

It  is  earnestly  to  be  hoped  that  this  tomb  of 
the  great  Pharaoh,  on  which  Mr.  Flinders  Petrie 
is  engaged,  will  lie  found  tenanted  and  untouched. 
The  hand  of  the  mere  spoiler  is  profanation  ;  but 
when  tin*  explorer  enters  the  royal  resting-place  and 
breaks  in  upon  the  sepulchral  silence  of  five  thousand 
years,  the  spirit  of  the  embalmed  Amenendiat  may 
well  welcome  the  western  stranger  in  the  assurance- 
that  the  seeker  after  knowledge  may  enter  every 
realm  and  still  be  justified  in  all  his  ways. 

blgypt  in  all  ages  has  been  associated  with  won¬ 
der  and  mystery ;  and  it  presents  to  us  the  curious 
hi.storie  paradox  of  combiuing  the  wisdom  and  hoari¬ 
ness  of  age  with  the  vigour  and  vi\-acity  of  youth. 
Its  individuality,  in  short,  as  already  hinted,  is  much 
more  intense  than  that  of  any  other  countrv  that 
could  be  named.  In  further  illustration  of  this,  I 
would  venture,  in  conclusion,  to  solicit  the  reader's 
attention  to  the  following  apologue  : — 


Once  in  the  long,  long  ago,  the  Sun  in  the  pleni¬ 
tude  of  his  power  entered  into  a  compact  with  the 
Sands  of  Nubia  to  drink  up  the  Nile  and  elface  the 
very  channel  in  which  its  waters  ran. 

The  Sun,  being  a  revealer  rather  than  a  keeper  of 
secrets,  told  this  to  the  Rain-clouds  that  came  sailing 
up  from  the  Red  Sea,  and  they  straightway  whispered 
it  to  the  Mountain-peaks  of  Abyssinia. 

They,  in  their  turn,  entered  into  a  perpetual 
alliance — an  everlasting  covenant — with  the  object 
of  defeating  the  maleficent  purpose  of  the  Sun  and 
the  Sands;  and,  in  token  of  mulual  amity  and  love, 

the  INIountain- 
to])s  an  d  the 
(’louds  kissed 
each  other. 

AY  he  n  e  ve  r, 
then,  the  Nile  is 
at  its  lowest,  and 
the  human  out¬ 
look  of  those 
dwelling  in  the 
Delta  which  its 
u'atei’s  fructify  is 
most  hopeless  and 
gloomy,  a  thou¬ 
sand  hills  in  the 
far-away  south 
(  kg)  their  hands, 
and  ten  thousand 
streams  leap  into 
sparkling  life  and 
bound  down  the 
mountain  -  sides 
in  noisy  jubilance 
to  the  fast  lessen¬ 
ing  Nile. 

Its  shallow  waters,  in  fond  anticipation  of  coming 
joy,  move  uneasily,  the  ])apyrus-leaf  thickens,  the 
lotus-hud  exjrands,  and  presently  they  and  a  multi¬ 
tudinous  plant-life  feel  themselves  rising  in  all  the 
bravery  of  renewed  life  on  the  broadening  breast  of 
the  mighty  river,  whose  swelling  waters  sweep  on 
in  conscious  majesty  to  the  Mediterranean  Sea. 

Year  by  year  this  conflict  is  renewed,  and  year  by 
year,  when  the  waters  sidjside,  the  heart  of  man  is 
gladdened  with  the  revelation  of  a  new  earth,  fruit¬ 
ful  as  Eden, — an  Eden  whose  a])ples  of  knowledge — 
for  it  was  the  Nile  which  taught  men  first  to  see — 
convey  with  their  eating  no  curse.  And  year  by 
year  the  desert  sands  help,  by  their  very  restlessness 
and  proneness  to  conserve  whatever  they  conceal,  to 
guarantee  for  us  the  continuity  of  our  knowletlge ; 
and  Egypt  itself  will  be  held  in  grateful  and  ever¬ 
lasting  remembrance  as  the  Alma  j\[aier  of  the 
western  world. 
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NARCISSE  VIRGILIO  DIAZ.-I. 


By  DAVID  CROAL  THOMSON. 


The  artistic  personality  o£  Diaz  is  not  so  interest¬ 
ing  as  any  of  the  four  other  great  Barbizon 
painters.  Diaz  was  more  limited  in  his  art^  less 
daring  in  his  attempts,  and  not  so  individual  in  his 
results.  He  had  almost  as  much  the  character  of  a 
pupil  as  of  a  teacher,  he  was  better  pleased  to  be  led 
than  to  lead,  and  he  conceived  it  his  greatest  pleasure 
to  try  to  promote  the  happiness  of  the  one  he  called 
his  master,  Theodore  Rousseau.  Nothing,  indeed. 


shows  the  ascendency  of  Rousseau  in  a  stronger  light 
than  the  devotion  of  his  follower  and  supporter. 

Diaz  is  chiefly  known  as  a  painter  of  Oriental 
figures,  gorgeous  flowers,  and  Fontainebleau  land¬ 
scapes.  In  these  landscapes  he  often  chose  stormy 
effects  or  setting  suns,  in  half-unconscious  competition 
with  Rousseau ;  and,  though  it  has  to  be  allowed 
that  he  never  achieved  the  grand  dignity  of  Rousseau 
in  his  landscapes,  he  frequently  produced  pictures  of 
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extraordinary  merit  and  quality.  In  some  instances 
he  approached  very  closely  the  masterliness  of  his 
teacher. 

As  a  painter  nf  Oriental  figures,  Diaz  has  for 
rivals  the  two  great  artists,  iMonticelli  and  Tsabey, 
and  amongst  the  tliree  there  has  been  a  kind  of 
competition,  of  which  even  yet  we  do  not  quite 
sec  the  end.  iMonticelli,  wlien  not  too  extravagant, 
jiroduced  some  compositions  of  an  order  never  ac¬ 
complished  l)y  Diaz;  and  even  Tsabey — who,  how¬ 
ever,  is  a  little  piixse- — has  given  the  world  several 
large-size  pictures  such  as  Diaz  attempted  very 
seldom,  aud  never  with  distinct  success.  The  small 
lignre-subjects  by  Diaz,  however,  are  often  of  the 
supremest  merit  in  colouring’ ;  rich,  gladsome,  and 
beautiful,  composed  of  choice  harmonies  of  the  finest 
([iiality,  and  painted  with  exquisite  taste  and  feel¬ 
ing;  and  from  them  he  sometimes  was  called  the 
Correggio  of  FontaineT)leau.  Romarkal)ly  enough, 
Hiaz  never  was  in  the  East,  and  his  women  of  the 
-Mai  lommedans  were  known  to  him  only  in  imagina¬ 
tion.  Yet  his  ])ictures  are  admitted  to  be  more 
really  T'lasteru  in  character  aud  effect  than  manj^  by 
those  who  have  gone  farther  afield.  He  caught  the 
correct  and  luxurious  harmonies,  usually  revealed 
only  to  an  klastern  weaver,  and  he  employed  his 
instinct  for  colour  in  producing  scores  of  their 
luscious  little  gems. 

M’ith  this  feeling  for  colour  he  naturally  excelled 
in  painting  flowers;  and  many  admirers  of  Idiaz  con¬ 
sider  that  a  perfect  example  of  his  work  can  be  ob¬ 
tained  only  in  one  of  his  flower  pieces.  These  have 
all  the  richness  of  the  Oriental  subjects,  they  are 
usually  less  extravagant,  while  they  are  always  grate¬ 
ful  to  the  eye  trained  to  ])erceive  colour. 

Eut  if  Diaz  is  less  interesting  as  an  artist  he  is 
quite  as  interesting  as  a  man,  and  his  story,  at  least 
at  its  beginning,  reads  more  like  romance  than 
reality.  Seldom,  indeed,  did  more  trouble  crowd  it- 
.self  into  a  young  maids  life.  Narcisse  Virgilio  Diaz 
was  born  at  ITordeaux  of  Spanish  parentage.  His 
father,  a  resident  of  Salamanca,  had  become  involved 
in  treasonable  practices,  and  had  been  compelled  with 
his  wife  to  flee  from  his  native  country.  Like  all 
political  refugees,  they  were  making  for  Thigland ; 
but  the  troubles  endured  in  passing  the  frontier,  in 
the  mountains  between  Spain  and  France,  were  too 
much  for  the  mother,  and  a  halt  had  to  be  made 
at  Jlordeaux,  where  her  only  child,  Narcisse,  was 
born  on  August  20th,  1808.  Leaving  his  wife  in 
Bordeaux,  Thomas  Diaz  de  la  Pena  jiroceeded  to 
Thigland,  where  he  died,  after  three  years^  constant 
struggle  against  adverse  circumstances. 

iMadanie  Diaz,  a,  woman  of  considerable  character, 
did  nut  lose  heart  nnder  her  many  alllictions,  but 
resolved  to  earn  a  respectable  living  for  her  son  and 


herself.  She  left  Bordeaux  for  iMontpellier,  then 
went  to  Lyons,  and  ultimately  got  to  Paris,  where, 
in  the  suburb  of  Sevres,  she  taught  Spanish  and 
Italian  to  the  children  of  an  English  resident.  There 
she  appears  to  have  made  some  firm  friends.  But 
the  boyY  misfortunes  were  not  over,  for  Madame 
Diaz  died  in  1817,  when  her  son  was  only  ten  years 
old.  A  retired  Protestant  clergyman,  JMichael  Paira, 
living  at  Bellevue,  close  to  Sevres,  undertook  to  look 
after  the  orphan  ;  but  it  is  to  be  feared  that  worthy 
man  and  his  wife  allowed  young  Diaz  too  much  of 
his  own  way.  The  boy  was  permitted  to  spend  the 
day  in  the  woods  of  YIeudon,  St.  Cloud,  and  the 
neighbourhood;  and  altogether  he  appears  to  have 
done  pretty  much  as  he  liked.  But  Diaz  had  occa¬ 
sion  bitterly  to  repent  this  licence.  One  day,  un¬ 
thinkingly,  ho  lay  down  on  the  grass  in  YTeudon 
wood  and  fell  asleep,  and  his  foot  was  bitten,  it 
was  supposed,  by  some  venomous  animal,  so  that 
when  he  awoke  he  found  his  leg  had  become  greatly 
swollen.  AVith  bad  nursing,  gangrene  set  in,  and 
the  boy  had  to  l)e  removed  to  a  hospital.  Another 
misfortune  befell  tbe  unha[)]iy  youth  :  his  foot  was 
cut  off,  but  it  was  so  badly  done  that  a  second 
operation  had  to  be  performed,  and  nearly  his  whole 
leg  was  sacrificed'. 

Diaz  is  always  remembered  by  his  wooden  leg. 
He  treated  the  matter  as  a  joke,  and  many  anecdotes 
are  hdd  about  it.  ‘‘  Ylon  pilon,^'’  my  stamper,  was 
the  constant  motive  for  humorous  witticisms.  He 
used  to  say  he  feared  his  Ihiglish  admirers  would 
walk  off  with  it  some  day,  and  leave  behind  a  con¬ 
sideration  as  if  it  were  a  picture.  But  these  numerous 
disasters  did  not  dispel  Diaz’s  lively  nature,  and, 
wooden  leg  and  all,  he  was  one  of  the  most  active 
of  men  ;  exercising,  swimming,  riding,  hunting,  even 
dancing,  were  all  entered  into  with  zest  and  pleasure. 

Brought  up  close  to  Sevres,  it  was  natural  that 
when  young  Diaz  got  over  his  amputation  his 
guardians  should  think  of  making  him  an  appren¬ 
tice  to  a  porcelain  manufacture,  and  in  due  time  he 
was  entered  with  the  uncle  of  Jules  Dupre,  and  he 
commenced  his  artistic  career  by  painting  dishes  of 
various  kinds.  Apprentices  to  this  business  at  the 
same  time  were  Jules  Dupre,  Cabat,  and  Raffet,  all  of 
whom  afterwards  became  painters  of  recognised  merit. 
Diaz  decorated  all  sorts  of  dishes,  and  although  he 
appears  to  have  remained  at  the  work  for  some  years, 
he  really  disliked  its  monotony,  and  he  wearied  for 
greater  liberty.  He  enqtloyed  all  his  leisure  time 
in  practising  painting  on  canvas,  and  in  1831,  when 
he  was  in  his  twenty-third  year,  he  was  far  enough 
advanced  to  have  a  picture  hung  in  the  Salon.  This 
was  tin;  same  year  that  Rousseau,  four  years  younger 
than  Diaz,  also  had  a  picture  exhibited  there. 

The  apprentice  years  of  Diaz  seem  to  have  been 
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passed  in  working  hard  at  decorating  various  kinds  of 
porcelain  during  the  day,  and  in  going  to  the  Parisian 
theatres  in  the  evening.  He  read  enormously  also, 
and  was  particularly  fond  of  Victor  Hugo’s  “Notre 
Dame  de  Paris  ”  and  “  Luerece  Borgia.”  He  was  a 
wilful  youth,  and  was  the  cause  of  some  trouble  to 
his  master;  but  the  Protestant  pastor  stuck  to  him 
throug’li  thick  and  thin.  On  February  15,  1831, 
wo  find  this  clergyman  writing  a  letter  expressing 


18.3 

designs  on  the  porcelain,  instead  of  the  insipid  ])retty 
things  of  the  period.  He  had  his  own  will,  however, 
after  hours,  and  j)ainted  what  he  would,  and  for  very 
small  i)ayments.  At  from  five  fj-ancs  upwards,  to 
twenty  and  twenty-live  francs  at  the  outside,  he 
sold  sketches  of  Oriental  figures  and  of  flowers. 
These  were  of  such  (piality,  that  many  years  after¬ 
wards  a  connoisseur  came  to  see  him  and  said  he  had 
purchased  a  number  of  these  early  w'orks,  “  which. 


‘■THE  CHACE.” 

(From  the  Painting  by  A'.  F.  Diaz,  in  the  Collection  of  D.  Cottier,  Esq.  Engraved  by  C.  Carter.) 


his  satisfaction  with  the  first  large  work  of  his 
protege — a  large  picture  of  the  Saviour — and  seek¬ 
ing  for  a  reasonable  payment  of  it ;  concluding  that 
he  was  glad  to  do  everything  in  his  power  for  the 
young  artist,  “  whom,”  he  says,  “  I  love  very  much, 
and  who,  for  a  long  time,  has  had  no  other  supporter 
except  oui’selves.” 

Young  Diaz’  trouble  with  his  employer  arose 
chiefly  from  his  desire  to  paint  strong  and  strange 


in  my  opinion,”  said  this  honest  but  mistaken  patron, 
“  are  more  valuable  than  those  you  paint  now.” 
It  is  curious  to  note  that  in  these  early  sketches 
Diaz  represented  his  figures  as  in  a  desert,  as  trees 
embarrasaed  him  in  painting,  and  he  steadily  avoided 
them  ;  although  his  later  years  were  spent  principally 
in  studying  and  painting  them. 

Neither  in  his  life  nor  in  his  art  can  Diaz  be 
dissociated  from  Rousseau,  and  only  by  studying  this 
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inlluenee  can  Diaz  be  thorouo'hly  understoocE*  It 
was  while  Diaz  was  still  a  jiaiiiter  on  porcelain  that 
he  first  encountered  Rousseau.  This  was  jirobaldy  in 


l)ecaine  deeply  attached  to  liim.  Some  time  later 
D  iaz  went  to  Barbizoiy  for  wliicb  ])lace  Ronsseaids 
strong'  liking  was  becoming  pronounced.  He  longed 


TUB  FOEEST  OP  FONTAINEBLEAU. 
(From  the  raiiitinr/  hi;  X.  U.  Diaz.) 


183U,  or  at  latest  18-31,  when  Rousscaig  although 
only  nineteen^  was  already  jn'oclaimed  the  greatest  of 
the  new  school  of  painting.  In  the  evenings  a  large 
com})any  met  at  an  etsfaminet  in  the  Faubourg  St. 
Denis,  where  Decamps  led  the  revolt  against  the 
classicists.  Diaz  met  Rousseau  there  frequently, 
and  it  is  recorded  how  much  he  was  struck  with 
the  grave  dignity  of  Rousseau,  so  different  from 
the  usual  swagger  of  successful  youth.  He  recog¬ 
nised  the  groat  man  from  the  beginning,  and  be  soon 


to  rid  himself  of  the  pots  and  dishes,  and  when  he 
saw  the  exquisite  studies  by  Rousseau,  he  felt  as  if 
he  had  had  a  revelation  from  another  world,  and  his 
admiration  for  Rousseau  became  so  strong  as  to  last 
his  whole  lifetime.  Sensier  wrote  while  Diaz  was 
still  living :  “Let  any  one  speak  to  Diaz  and  he 
will  see  his  face  lighten  as  at  the  remembrance  of 
a  great  chief,  who  had  conducted  him  to  victory,  and 
he  will  feel  that  his  heart  swells  at  the  memory  of 
Rou.sseau.” 


SELF- PAIN  TED  PIC  TUBES. 

By  FORI)  MADOX  BROWN. 


IT  is  a  good  many  years  since  I  saw  the  first  of 
these  pictures  and  was  tempted  to  copy  it;  but 
refrained.  I  came  upon  it  after  tins  fashion.  I  was 
jiainting  the  2)ortrait  of  Mr.  Leathart,  who  has  the 
tine  collection  of  pictures  at  Bracken  Dene,  and  had 

*  Compare  article  on  Theodore  Itousscaii  in  The  IMagazine  of 
Akt,  vol.  ii.,  p.  38.0. 


promised  to  pint  in,  as  background,  his  works  and  their 
high  chimney  at  St.  Anthony^s-on-Tyne.  For  this 
purpose  I  had  to  sketch  them  from  the  opposite  or 
south  side  of  the  river.  Here  T  remember  I  was 
ensconced,  as  sheltered  from  the  cindery  wind  as  I 
could  make  myself,  on  the  eastern  end  of  a  long 
wooden  cottage,  just  making  my  first  scratch,  when 
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of  a  sudden  my  ear  was  struek  with  a  babel  of  sounds, 
a  clatter  as  of  a  table  ddiote  or  excursionists’  repast. 
It  was  noon,  and  a  large  family  were  taking  their 
mid-day  meal;  and  the  plank-walls  being  thin  I  was 
the  involuntary  recipient  of  every  word  they  said.  I 
heard  every  word — true,  I  understood  not  one  of  it  all ; 


gained  by  eavesdropping  (literally  at  the  eaves)  when 
the  language  spoken  is  like  the  following  specimen. 
Writer  {to  harlij -loohhin  native  Northembrian)  : 

‘'Can  you  oblige  me  witli  the  way  to - ?” 

Burltj  Nortkniiibrian  Jirst  stares ;  then  seems  to 
decide  that  a  stranger  deserves  some  kind  of  en- 


FOED  MADOX  BEO'WX. 


{From  the  Picture  painted  'oy  Himself  in  1S76.  In  the  Possession  of  Tkeocloie  Watts,  Esq.  Engraved  by  J.  M.  Johnstone.) 


but  the  position  was  none  the  less  that  of  a  spy,  which 
during  the  first  French  Revolution  might  have  en¬ 
tailed  my  exaltation  to  a  lantern,  had  there  been  such 
a  thing  in  that  cindery  neighbourhood.  However, 
the  windows  and  door  of  that  elongated  cottage  were 
all  at  the  further,  the  western,  end,  and  I  escaped 
unnoticed;  but  had  I  been  of  a  curious  disposition 
I  leave  the  reader  to  imagine  what  I  should  have 


couragemeut — suddenly  with  his  right  hand  he  seizes 
hold  of  questioner’s  left  shoulder,  and  bearing  with 
his  whole  weight  on  it,  swaying  slightly  the  'while,  he 
shouts  right  in  his  ear,  waving  his  left  hand  vaguely 
in  front,  “  Streetoon  doon  ti-o-ad.” 

Not  taking  kindly  to  the  duties  of  a  weigh¬ 
ing  machine  I  politely  thanked  him  and  got  away. 
But  it  was  not  without  reHecliou,  I  can  assure  the 
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reader^  that  I  determined  the  instruction  meant  what 
in  plain  Engdish  may  be  translated — wtdl,  follow  your 
nose.  Aly  sketching-  done,  I  strayed  on  in  desultory 
mood.  The  northern  side  of  the  Tyne  I  knew,  and 
the  g-randeur  of  the  effects  there  to  l)e  snatched  from 
its  railway  about  the  hours  that  Americans  name 
“  sun-down  when  the  red  lires  of  the  AValker 
smelting'-furnaces  mingle  with  the  scarlet  of  the 
setting  sun,  and  when  steam  and  smoke  hanging 
over  the  river  are  alike  informed  w'ith  the  hues  of 
d’artarus.  But  the  south  side  at  noon  was  more 
novel  to  me.  I  liked  its  waste  of  dreary  cinder 
mounts.  AVith  the  now  blue  Tyne  seen  rushing  be¬ 
tween  them  with  its  numberless  craft  and  steamboats  ; 
and  glimpses  of  the  red  tiles  of  North  and  South 
Shields  in  the  distance.  Insensibly  I  wandered  on  till 
I  found  myself  in  South  Shields  itself — the  dingiest, 
grimmest-looking  ])laee  that  perhaps  ever  a  searcher 
for  the  heautiful  found  himself  in.  I  have  been  in 
Deptford,  I  know  Sheerness,  T  have  often  jiassed  the 
Isle  of  Dogs,  I  know  the  approaches  to  Salford — and 
I  believe  South  Shields  for  grimness  and  griminess 
would  snatch  the  ])rizo;  and  yet  turn  your  back  on  it, 
and  on  a  sunny  afternoon  look  over  its  scarlet  roofs, 
descending  to  the  Inisy  river,  and  again  at  the  op- 
])Osing  scarlet  roofs  of  North  Shields  climbing  from 
the  busy  river.  North  Shields  with  its  one  red-tiled 
tower  i)rojecting  out  among  the  watens — shot-tower 
or  whatever  it  nniy  be  —  and  you  are  aware  of  a 
]ianorama  such  as  i-arely  falls  to  the  lot  of  traveller 
wherever  he  may  stray  to.  But  I  felt  that  I  wanted 
an  elevation  of  somej-ards  to  secure  me  the  scene  in  all 
its  harmony  of  line  and  colour.  Looking  round  I  saw 
an  inn  or  “  pub.,^^  more  familiarly  called,  projecting 
from  between  two  streets,  with  a  convenient  balcony 
for  me  to  lounge  in  and  enjoy  the  scene.  Into  the 
''Pilot’s  Arms”  therefore  I  tresjiassed  and  inquired: 
first,  could  I  be  allowed  to  paint  a  view  of  the  scene 
from  the  room  with  the  balcony  ;  and  secondly,  could 
I  have  something  to  eat?  Both  questions  seemed  to 
raise  boundless  admiration  in  the  simple  landlady’s 
mind.  The  room  in  question  was  the  club  room  of  all 
])ilots  of  North  and  South  Shields  and  Tynemouth,  and 
the  question  of  food  seemed  never  before  to  have  been 
broached  in  that  hostelry.  "Vitals  and  drink,”  as  the 
song  says,  did  not  seem  the  chief  of  its  customers’  fare, 
but  rather  drink  alone;  I  know  that  in  an  English 
house  of  entertainment  in  country  parts  to  ask  for 
food  is  almost  as  much  an  insult  as  to  ask  for  tea. 
The  room  itself  displayed  shiny  chairs  of  wood,  shiny 
tables,  a  shiny  bagatelle  board,  several  pipe-racks,  and 
endless  sjdttoons,  and  in  general  all  the  accommoda¬ 
tion  necessary  for  upright  sitting  and  projecting  clouds 
of  smoke  from  horizontal  clay  pipes  held  out  grace¬ 
fully  at  an  angle  of  90°.  But  the  view  from  the  bal¬ 
cony,  never  perhaps  before  had  it  ravished  mortal’s 


gaze.  But  there,  looking  west  by  nor’-west  it  lay,  a 
large  ship-breaker’s  yard  filling-  up  the  foreground 
next  the  scarlet  roofs — then  the  Tyne  with  steamers 
and  crafts  of  various  builds.  The  ruins  of  Tynemouth 
Priory  standing  ont  "with  its  case  of  eyes”  (once 
windows)  staring  blankly  on  the  German  Ocean. 
Air.  Leathart  would  have  commissioned  me  to  jniint 
this  Tyne  view,  and  richly  I  should  have  enjoyed  it, 
only  it  would  have  kept  me  months  away  from  my 
London  studio  and  other  works  there  then  awaiting:  me. 

Toward  evening  as  I  crossed  the  high-level  bridge 
on  my  return  to  Newcastle,  jheture  number  two 
was  exhibited  for  me.  This  was  a  twilight  scene. 
High  to  your  right  looking  over  the  misty,  many- 
vapoured  Tyne,  rose  a  church,  I  forget  its  name, 
forming  the  apex  of  a  group  of  old  strangely- 
fashioned  and  ghostly-looking  houses  of  Gateshead- 
on-Tyne.  The  part  of  the  church  seemed  to  be  to 
play  7nofl]i  to  this  twilight  lalidscape — for  then  its 
just  lighted  clock-face  looked  like  the  just  risen  orb 
of  the  queenly  mistress  of  the  night.  On  the  fur¬ 
ther,  the  north  side  of  the  river,  were  the  wharves 
and  otiices  of  Newcastle  jiroper,  somewhere  behind 
which  stood  on  its  four  l)uttresses  the  spire  of  St. 
Nicholas,  now  the  cathedral.  Low  down  beneath  me 
paddled  and  churned  or  glided  steam-launch,  or  coal- 
l)ai'ge,  or  bilander,  in  vaporous  fashion  darkly,  or 
every  now  and  then  aflame  wdth  the  red  ra\s  that 
still  stole  from  under  the  bridge  I  stood  on. 

Our  ])icture  visions  now  lead  us  far  south  ;  into 
Devonshire,  again  by  the  sea.  The  reader  must  climb 
with  me  some  1:2,090  feet  up  to  the  rounded  cone 
of  a  mossy,  heathery  hill,  overlooking  the  mouth  or 
make-believe  harbour  of  the  Lyn  ;  that  noisy,  restless, 
seemingly  useless  little  river.  In  summer  she  wdll 
toy  with  the  vari-coloured  rocks  and  boulders,  and 
like  a  Hirt  a])pear  aLvays  stepping  backwards  from 
them.  In  wdnter  she  will  decorate  herself  for  miles 
with  snow  arcades,  as  if  for  the  triumphal  passage 
of  King  Boreas.  The  farther  side  of  her,  as  high  and 
as  hilly  as  this,  is  for  a  mile  or  twm  lined  with  young 
oaks,  delicately  yellow  in  spring,  warmly  russet  in 
autumn.  Up  at  this  height  the  stream’s  voice  is  but 
a  muffled  roar,  her  asjject  but  as  a  woolly  pathway  to 
the  sea.  Beautiful  are  the  upward  leading  lines  of 
her  hill-like  banks  on  either  side ;  on  this  side  level 
with  the  Castle  rock  and  Devil’s-Cheese-Press,  those 
natural  formations  that  overlook  the  northern  Devon¬ 
shire  coast,  nearing  Ilfracombe,  and  on  the  farther  side 
joining  the  steep  sandy  stage-coach  road  that  leads 
from  Lynmouth  to  Alinehead,  past  that  curious  mist- 
capped  day-beacon,  which  is  rarely  caught  wdthout  its 
cloud-cap  even  in  the  brightest  or  blowdngest  weather. 
Between  these  beautifully  coloured  and  nature-planted 
heights,  the  Lyn  dashes  and  splashes  and  coquets 
till  the  point  nearer  the  harbour  w-here  twice  daily 
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she  does  battle  with  the  foam-crested  sea^  aud  twice 
daily  triumphs  and  sees  it  retire  humbled.  From  the 
height  where  we  are  sitting,  this  point  is  the  small 
but  distinctly-featured  centre  of  interest  of  the  pic¬ 
ture.  Here  we  have  the  curious  miniature  jetty-like 
projection  from  the  hither  bank  of  the  stream,  ended 
by  the  small  Italian-looking,  Italian-roofed  tower — 
out  among  the  breakers  ;  meant  to  favour  the  impres¬ 
sion  of  its  being  a  harbour,  but  surely  intended  more 
to  attract  landscape-painters  than  ship-pilots  •  built 
of  many-coloured,  many-shaped  lumps  of  sandstone. 
Near  here  also  are  seen  dot-like  cottages  or  houses 
sustaining  the  use  of  a  name  '' Lynmouth  for  the 
place — and  tiniest  of  craft,  sticking  about  at  all  angles 
when  the  tide  is  out,  or  reposing  trimly  when  it  is 
in  again.  An  anchor  or  two  red  with  age  suggest¬ 
ing  some  forgotten  shipwreck  completes  the  pictures. 
Sprinkle  in  a  few  figures  like  flies  crawling  about  the 
saiid;  add  mist  where  required  and  plenty  of  atmo¬ 
sphere,  and  depth  of  tone. 

Our  next  landscape  must  take  the  reader  and  me 
into  Wales  ;  unfrequented  South  Wales.  About  five 
miles  north  of  Cardiff,  not  far  from  Llandaff  Cathe¬ 
dral,  stand  the  ruins  of  Coch  Castle,  a  mediaeval 
fortress ;  or  I  should  rather  write  stood — for  the  late 
William  Burges  so  thoroughly  restored  these  ruins 
for  Lord  Bute,  that  ruins  they  no  longer  are,  but  a 
perfect  modern  nineteenth-century  fourteenth-century 
castle,  furnished  and  appointed  with  all  muniments 
and  requirements  of  war  according  to  the  ideas  of 
those  early  times.  When  I  saw  it,  it  was  chiefly  open 
to  the  sky.  Rooms  measuring  about  18  feet  square 
had  walls  18  feet  thick  :  the  window  embrasures  were 
like  tunnels  of  the  same  length.  Small  must  have 
been  the  amount  of  light  admitted. 

But  walk  with  me  to  the  end  of  this  window- 
tunnel  and  look  forth,  taking  care  not  to  “crumble’^ 
forward  with  the  ruinous  masonry  while  peering. 

First  we  gaze  forth  over  the  tops  of  a  young 
forest  reaching  up  to  the  sides  of  the  castle,  trees  in 
the  early  summer  as  it  then  was,  yellow  of  leaf  and 
whitish  of  bough  j  a  pair  of  ancient  birds,  ravens,  I 
believe,  had  built  a  large  dark  and  unsymmetrical  nest 
in  these  young  trees — especially  bent  on  effect  to  all 
appearance.  Beyond  these  lies  the  vast  outstretching 
cloud-like  scene  that  I  must  now  try  to  render.  To 
your  right,  looking  south,  runs  a  long  level  tract  of 
alluvial  soil,  green  fields  beyond  green  fields  till  they 
reach  to  Cardiff  itself,  built  with  all  its  houses  on  the 
sea,  aud  its  forests  of  masts  or  docks  behind  them — 
the  Bute  Docks.  Along  this  alluvial  tract  two  roads, 
almost  contiguous,  lead  to  the  busy  city,  one  a  water- 
road  with  (from  where  we  look)  its  tiny  bridge  anil 
lock-house  and  group  of  nondescript  buildings  at¬ 
tached  ;  and  almost  following  the  same  track  a  thread 
of  iron  or  rail-road — no  embankments,  simply  laid  out 


over  the  grass  beside  the  canal;  notlimg  unpictorial 
are  these  owing  to  the  distance.  Beyond  this  level 
tract  to  the  west  of  Cardiff  the  soil  rises  and  breaks 
up  into  wild-looking  uneven  cliffs,  or  rather  what 
might  be  cliffs  if  seen  from  their  outside.  To  the 
left  of  the  alluvial  space  aud  east  of  the  city  the  soil 
rises  with  a  bold  curve  or  sweep  of  browned  plowed 
land.  Thousands  of  acres,  perhaps,  uninterseeted  by 
hedges ;  a  bold  rich  background  over  which  one  could 
just  distinguish  the  plows  moving.  Behind  Cardiff, 
behind  all  this,  the  Bristol  Channel  with  two  flat 
islands  in  it.  Steep  Holm  and  Flat  Holm,  and  steam¬ 
ers  leaving  their  long  banners  of  smoke  trailing  after 
them — and  behind  them,  faintly  perceptible,  the  coast 
of  Somerset.  The  most  remarkable  feature  of  this 
vast  and  varied  scene  was  its  breadth,  speaking  pic- 
torially,  and  even  more  its  simplicity.  It  was  not 
one  of  those  “  fine  open  views  ’’  that  the  unprac¬ 
tised  mind  delights  so  in,  cut  up  into  hundreds  of 
pieces  like  portions  of  a  puzzle,  and  all  spoilt  with  ill 
planted  trees.  Of  trees  there  was  an  unusual  dearth. 
Everything  might  be  laid  in,  in  this  picture,  with 
simple  bold  sweeps  of  the  brush.  The  distant  sea 
seemed  to  form  part  of  the  sky.  The  brown  middle 
distances  gi'ew  broadly  out  of  the  green  of  the  middle 
fields.  The  young  trees  of  foreground  woods  formed 
only  a  frame  to  the  picture.  What  would  I  not  have 
given  to  have  seen  Mark  Anthony  at  work  upon  it 
with  his  copious  deep-toned  brush  ! 

But  again  we  must  change  the  spirit  of  our 
dream,  and  the  reader  must  fly  with  me  to  Scot¬ 
land,  Perthshire,  where  the  waters  of  Loch  Tummell 
emptying  themselves,  form  a  very  striking  cataract  of 
the  brown  stout  and  froth  kind,  common  to  the  land 
of  cakes.  There  is  nothing  very  unusual  about  the 
scene,  nor  would  it  tax  the  beholder^s  imagination  to 
reconcile  it  with  the  most  academic  canons  of  art. 
It  fulfils  most  accurately  Byrop^s  verses  : — 

‘  ‘  The  hell  of  waters,  how  they  howl  and  hiss, 

And  boil  in  endless  torture  ; 

only  it  would  have  been  more  accurate  had  it  been 
“  the  Hell  of  brown-stout,^^  for  in  colour  and  con¬ 
sistency  such  this  waterfall  exactly  is,  after  cross¬ 
ing  the  peat- mosses  in  rainy  weather.  You  survey 
the  scene  from  a  broad  ledge  of  moss-covered  rock, 
capable  of  accommodating  any  sort  of  foreground 
figure — Highland  deer.  Highland  children,  or  High¬ 
land  tourists.  The  porter  in  front  of  one,  seething  and 
churning,  rushes  over  from  the  channel,  the  dancing 
surface  of  which  is  just  on  a  level  with  the  eye,  and 
advances  with  a  bold  sweep  between  two  overhanging 
walls  of  rock,  covered  with  Highland  verdure.  The 
chiaroscuro  of  this  scene  was  only  too  perfect,  sug¬ 
gesting  the  photographer’s  toning  down  at  the  four 
corners.  I  only  witnessed  it  for  a  short  period  in 
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wrev  raiuy  weather;  what  the  hazard  of  sunset-raiu- 
bows  over  mist  {Scoiice,  mnst)j  and  the  various  eifects 
of  morning-,  noon,  and  night  bring  round,  I  leave 
to  the  budding  Turner  to  imagine. 

Another  “  llielaiid  ”  scene  now  recurs  to  me,  of  a 
very  dissimilar  character — in  Arran,  this  time,  on  a 
lovely  Aug-ust  afternoon,  tejud  with  sunshine.  e 
were  returning  from  Lamlash  Deep,  where  it  hides 
down  the  circular  tree-sheltered  road,  beside  its  placid 
small  harbour,  locked  in  from  harm  Ijy  the  opposing 
Holy  Island.  Returning  to  Brodick  about  5  p.m., 
we  were  sto})ped  and  made  to  alight  and  deliver  up 
our  admiration  by  the  sudden  glory  of  the  view  in 
front  of  us.  The  Goat  Fell,  or  “  Hill  of  the  Winds,'’'’ 
was  reared  there  in  beauty  and  in  majesty  some  three 
miles  to  the  north  of  us — warm  and  gay  with  after¬ 
noon  sun-tints,  vapourous  with  tender  grey  shadows. 
To  our  right,  or  cast,  between  our  road  and  the  sea, 
lay  hilloeky  ujilands,  to  our  left  appeared  a  wide- 
spreading  valley  bisected  by  that  serpentine  growth 
of  white  birks  that  invariably  denotes  water  in  these 
parts,  water  deep  running  beneath  them  and  its 
banks.  Glowing  with  many  rich  and  golden  tints 
were  the  ferns  and  bushes  that  clothed  this  valley ; 
unfortunately  no  spot  of  water  shone  in  it  owing, 
of  course,  to  the  vigorous  draining  pursued  over  the 
island  by  the  duke’s  agents ;  the  only  substitute  for 
these  nature-mirrors  lieing  accursed  trenches  cut  at 
regular  intervals,  whereby  the  moisture  might  dis¬ 
creetly  escape.  A  three-quarter  moon,  like  a  very 
steady  kite,  lloated  to  left  of  the  Goat  Fell,  amid 
the  fleecy  atmosphere  behind  it.  IMany  shapes  of 
fairly  coloured  hills  led  the  eye  up  to  the  Alother 
Hill.  She  ‘^‘’of  the  winds,”  the  “'Goat-Fell,”  showed 
her  grey  serrated  summit  of  bare  basaltic  rock,  look¬ 
ing  as  though  some  mile-long  ichthyosaurus  skelebju 
still  reared  its  verLebrte  across  the  mountain-tops, 
christened  as  they  are  by  some  prehistoric  poet, 
“  The  Old  Wife’s'  Steps.” 

But  leaving  Arran  now,  we  must  together  climb 
the  path  that  leads  to  Edinburgh  Castle,  and  survey 
the  city  of  Arthur  all  shrouded  in  snow  and  bi-lighted 
together  by  the  yellow  gas  and  the  tender  violet 
twilight.  An  unsubstantial  and  fairy-like  scene, 
that  one  would  almost  fear  to  close  one’s  eyes  on,  lest 
it  should  have  vanished  on  reopening  them.  I  am 
sorry  to  have  missed  Mr.  MacWhirter’s  picture  of 
Edinburgh,  last  year,  as  I  fancy  it  had  something  of 
the  same  illusory  quality ;  and  Air.  AlacW  hirter’s 
pictures  have  always  to  me  the  charms  of  luminous 
colour,  and  “poeticality.” 

But  from  the  pure  luting  air  of  Edinburgh  Castle 
and  King  Arthur’s  Seat  the  reader  must  come  with 
me  for  our  eighth  picture  to  smoky  Alanchester, 
and  even  beyond  that,  he  must  visit  Salford,  of 
all  dirty  places;  for  Salford  is  to  Alanchester  what 


Deptford  is  to  Greenwich,  what  Rotherhithe  is  to 
Regent  Street,  what  Alontfaueon  with  its  dead 
horses  used  to  be  to  the  Chaussee  D’Antin,  with 
all  its  “  cocottes  ”  and  “  gandins.”  Grimier  for 
sure  it  eoidd  hardly  be ;  and  yet  tread  your  Avay 
with  me  as  far  as  its  crescent  of  old-looking  George 
IE  or  George  III.  houses,  which  curves  gently  round 
your  left  hand — and  then  look  sharply  round  to  your 
right ;  and  your  eyes  will  embrace  a  view,  for  fore- 
gi'ound  and  background,  ay  and  for  middle  distance,  a 
scene  hardly  to  be  outdone — well,  no  matter  where. 
Very  dirty  places  seem  to  delight  in  these  contrasts, 
as  at  South  Shields  we  have  already  together  noticed. 
Shelving  down  from  the  crescent  road,  the  steep 
banks  of  the  Irwell  first  exhibit  a  straggling  line  of 
young  limes  or  birches,  over  the  light  pale  leafage  of 
which  one  looks.  Deep  at  the  bottom  flows  the  sombre 
Irwell,  sweejnng  in  a  huge  horseshoe  from  your  left 
in  the  distance  towards  your  right;  and  back  into 
the  distance  again.  The  middle  distance  is  all  hay- 
lields,  somewhere  amid  which  shows  a  lozenge-shaped 
raised  reservoir  of  water  that  placidly  reflects  the  sky. 
At  the  far  end  of  this  artificial  lakelet  a  queer  old  mill 
still  towers  and  looms  in  all  weathers,  but  sailless  long 
since.  Once  no  doubt  its  .sails  helped  to  fill  this 
reservoir,  but  for  many  years  it  has  no  doubt  resisted 
destruction  solely  through  the  valuelessness  of  its 
stones  and  roof.  Behind  it,  in  the  extreme  distance, 
is  Lower  Broughton,  a  suburb  of  Alanchester,  with 
some  of  its  foremost  tiny  houses  telling  out  white¬ 
washed  in  the  sun,  when  there  is  any.  To  the  left 
the  trees  and  museum  of  Peel’s  Park  frame  the  pic¬ 
ture  ;  on  the  right  the  receding  Irwell  is  banked  up 
high  with  strong  irregularly  built  walls  supporting 
factories.  Erom  these  walls  jet  forth  at  all  times 
streams  of  boiling  water — and  the  curving  river  is 
henceforth  nothing  but  white  foam  tilt  it  disappears 
somewhere  into  Lower  Broughton,  through  a  steamy 
background  from  which  issues  a  lleet  of  fall  chimney- 
masts,  each  with  its  pennon  of  smoke  all  blowing  one 
\vay.  And  of  all  I  have  here  described  nothing  looks 
vulgar,  because  it  is  all  so  small  with  distance  and  ap¬ 
parently,  therefore,  put  in  with  the  brush  of  Claude 
Lorraine,  filled  with  Italian  cerulean  atmosphere. 

When  I  last  surveyed  this  life-stirred  scene  it 
was  from  the  open  windows  of  Kendrick  Pyne’s — 
the  renowned  organist — music-room,  all  aglow  as 
it  was  with  the  sunset,  and  a  gorgeous  William 
Alorris  yellow  wall-paper  setting  off  the  dark-hued 
cabinets,  and  well-known  rare  old  instruments,  spin- 
nets  and  harjisiehords,  and  Turkey  carpets,  and  a 
cymbal  that  hail  belonged  to  Alary  Stuart,  and, 
rarer  still,  a  clavichord  that  might  have  belonged 
to  Bach  or  Beethoven.  This  strange  instrument 
these  great  masters  would  use  for  the  first  warbling, 
so  to  speak,  of  their  inventions,  when  they  eared  not 
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those  in  the  next  room  should  heur.  The  rich,  low 
chords  under  our  young  master’s  fingers,  sounded  soft 
and  distant  as  if  up  in  heaven  ;  and  to  this  was  joined 
the  distant  voices  and  laughter  of  the  hay-makers, 
within  the  meadows  of  the  horseshoe  of  the  river, 
and  the  pungent  ineffable  odour  of  the  new  hay  en¬ 
tered  the  window  simultaneously,  and  mixed  with  the 
sounds. 

So  even  a  Salford,  decried  by  its  own  Lanca¬ 
shire  Edwin  Waugh,  can  brim  over  with  poetry  for 
such  as  want  it.  But  now  the  last  of  our  pictures 
beckons  us  to  it  not  very  far  off — to  Urmston,  a  few 
miles  down  in  Cheshire.  I  had  been  searching  for 
a  stagnant  duckweed-grown  pond,  for  my  fresco  of 
Dalton,  in  the  Manchester  Town  Hall — Dalton  col¬ 
lecting  marsh-fire  gas  for  his  experiments.  I  was 
unsuccessful  in  this  neighbourhood,  and  found  later 
the  pond  I  did  paint  within  a  stone^s  throw  of  my 
own  house  in  the  Manchester  Victoria  Park.  But 
if  unsuccessful  in  the  matter  of  standing  waters,  I 
found  flowing  waters,  of  a  more  gloomy  and  more 
renowned  description — I  found  the  River  Acheron.  At 
least,  if  it  was  called  the  Mersey  it  oxight  to  have  been 
called  Acheron  or  Styx,  for  never  was  gloomy  grandeur 
more  sternly  portrayed  than  here  in  this  Lancashire 
river  at  Urmston.  It  was  closing  evening  when  Elias 
Bancroft,  the  Manchester  painter,  who  was  kindly 
my  cicerone,  and  I  under  his  guidance  reached  the  top 
of  a  high  bank  in  a  richly  wooded  part,  and  looking 
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down  saw,  some  thirty  feet  beneath  us,  an  ebony 
coloured  river,  swooping  round  in  a  mighty  curve 
from  high  tree-grown  banks  approaching  us,  to  others 
receding  into  the  distance.  Many  ominous  looking 
dead  tree-trunks  stood  out  against  the  sky,  in  which 
in  place  of  moon  glimmered  a  strange  constellation,  I 
believe  the  very  southern  cross  described  by  Dante  in 
his  “  Commedia.”  Near  the  farther  bank  a  couple  of 
harsh  circular  streaks  of  white  foam  showed  where 
the  waters  ground  uneasily  over  the  pebbly  bottom  ; 
a  large  ferry-boat  of  antique  pattern  was  approaching 
this,  filled  with  a  most  wretched  crew  of  emigrants, 
looking  so  scared  that  they  hardly  seemed  to  care 
whether  their  tunics  clung  to  their  figures  or  not.  I 
noticed  that  each  one  held  in  his  distended  right 
palm — a  penny.  He  who  conveyed  them  across  was 
old,  with  a  long  beard,  and  his  harsh  careworn  fea¬ 
tures  were  strongly  lined  with  the  grime  of  that 
region.  He  pulled  the  ferry-boat  across  by  means  of 
a  line  half-submerged  in  the  stream,  and  as  he  neared 
the  farther  bank  he  shouted  at  some  shadowy  forms 
up  there  among  the  trees :  “  Ho  ye  there,  loiterers, 
clear  the  gangway  !  ”  All  these  must  be  landed  forth¬ 
with,  and  there  are  many  more  pennies  to  be  earned 
ere  night,  and  the  stars’  light  renders  crossings  not 
to  be  attempted. 

And  all  this  may  be  seen  not  more  than  five 
miles  from  Manchester,  near  Urmston,  for  a  sixpenny 
fare — by  the  help  of  a  little  imagination. 


“THE  TEIUMPH  OF  SPEING.” 

By  G.  P.  Jacomb-Hood. 


RIAL  decoration  in  its  highest 
n,  as  distinct  from  pictorial  illus¬ 
ion,  is  an  art  not  well  understood 
England  till  within  quite  recent 
rs.  Indeed,  with  the  exception  of 
few  noteworthy  artists,  it  was  a 
of  art  almost  uncultivated,  and 
quite  untaught  in  our  schools ;  and  it 
cannot  be  denied  that  to  that  section  of  artistic 
“Young  England”  which  has  studied  abroad  we 
owe  much  of  the  improvement  that  is  one  of  the 
features  of  the  art-movement  of  the  day.  “  The 
Triumph  of  Spring,”  which  forms  our  frontispiece, 
is  a  happy  example  of  the  style  of  work  we  refer  to. 
Delightful  in  its  subject — which,  be  it  remembered, 
is  a  subject  rather  of  imagination  than  of  fact — 
fresh  in  treatment  and  colour,  with  just  enough  of 
realism  to  remove  it  from  the  region  of  conven- 
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tionality,  good  in  composition  and  grouping,  and 
capital  in  drawing,  it  charms  us  mainly  from  its 
eminently  decorative  qualities.  The  purity  of  feeling 
in  this  bright  procession  of  youths,  maidens,  and 
children,  happy  to  find  the  blossoms  of  S2:)ring  burst¬ 
ing  forth  at  their  approach,  and  attended  by  doves 
and  kids,  is  entirely  characteristic  and  delightful. 

Mr.  Jacomb-Hood,  one  of  the  most  promising  of 
the  younger  school  of  English  painters,  made  his 
debut  in  the  Academy  only  ten  years  ago,  when  his 
picture  was  hung  upon  the  line.  Since  that  time  he 
has  studied  in  the  studio  of  Jean  Paul  Laurens,  who 
completed  the  education  of  the  young  Slade  student, 
and  directed  him  along  the  road  to  fame,  towards 
which  he  is  certainly  advancing  with  rapid  strides. 
“The  Triumph  of  Spring”  was  one  of  the  principal 
attractions  at  the  summer  exhibition  of  the  Grosveuor 
Gallery  in  1888. 
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By  FRKDEBICK  WED JIOIU':, 


AT  the  Grosvenor  (hilleiy  tlie  exhil)ition  of  early 
Ensj^lish  ]>astels  came  to  very  little.  Ilespect- 
ablo  family  portraits  of  the  stolid  Georg'ian  period 


where  it  lay  last  year:  in  the  assemblage  of  our 
earlier  oil  paintings. 

I  will  begin  by  naming  some  of  the  great  men  of 


THE  MASTEES  GAWLEE. 

{From  the  Painting  bg  Sir  Joshua  Jiegiiolds.  Jii  the  Possession,  of  Lord  Barton.  Engraved  bg  A.  Bloss^.) 


were  unearthed  from  remote  country  houses^  and 
fancy  heads  it  may  1)6  from  the  chamliers  of  dealers  ; 
and  most  of  them  were  opulent  in  their  possession 
of  a  varied  didness,  rich  in  suggestions  of  the  art  of 
“bow  not  to  do  it.'’^  The  strength  of  the  Grosvenor 
Exhibition — in  reality  a  very  interesting  one — lay 


whom  the  representation  was  at  the  least  inadequate. 
Hogarth  was  certainly  one  of  them.  Turner,  !  think, 
was  another.  The  representation  of  the  lirst,  however 
genuine  as  far  as  it  went,  Itardly  requires  discussion; 
and  when,  ont  of  four  Turners,  one  was  an  exceedingly 
formal  architectural  [)icture  of  the  High  Street  of 
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Oxfoi'clj  and  another  tlie  exquisite  but  nearly  ruined 
“  Pope^s  Villa/^  it  can  scarcely  be  imao-ined  that  the 
master  was  beheld  in  force.  Yet  no  one  who  really 
appreciates  him  will  deprecate  the  exhibition  of  a 
canvas  so  charged  in  its  composition  with  the  grace 
of  quietude  as  the  last  that  has  been  named.  For,  if 
‘^Pope^s  Villa”  showed  the  havoc  which  time  and 
rough  usage  may  make  of  Turner’s  colour,  it  showed 
also  his  easy  pre-eminence,  in  his  own  day,  in  compo¬ 
sition — his  assured  command  of  a  science  now  almost 
vanishing  from  our  school.  The  picture  is  of  his  early 
middle  period.  John  Pye — whom  Turner  ever  after¬ 
wards  valued — engraved  it  in  the  year  1810,  carrying 
into  the  plate  the  distinction  and  the  seeming  simpli¬ 
city — nay,  the  very  illumination  too — of  the  canvas. 

An  important  Scotchman  must  be  reckoned 
among  the  artists  to  whom  scanty  justice  was  done. 
Raeburn’s  power  of  mere  likeness-taking  is  of  itself 
enough  to  satisfy  the  demands  of  those  who  do  not 
want  in  art  the  qualities  of  the  artist,  but  the  quali¬ 
ties  of  the  photographer.  But  his  draughtsmanship 
and  modelling  had  characteristics  of  their  own,  beyond 
their  capacity  for  faithfulness.  His  work  could  be 
luminous  too,  and  transparent — it  bad  great  painter’s 
qualities.  These  were  best  shown  in  Mr.  Orrock’s 
by  no  means  highly  finished,  but  profoundly  artistic 
possession,  “  A  Lady’s  Portrait.”  They  were  not 
shown  at  all  in  another  portrait  of  a  lady,  hanging 
in  the  same  large  room — a  portrait  which  may  con¬ 
ceivably  have  been  wrought  by  William  Owen — while 
as  for  the  portrait  said  to  be  of  Sir  Walter  Scott  in 
boyhood,  the  method  is  wholly  unlike  that  of  the 
master ;  it  is,  to  boot,  I  think,  unlike  any  method 
practised  in  the  days  when  Scott  was  so  young  ;  and, 
to  crush  it  with  yet  a  third  blow,  the  researches  of 
Mr.  Lionel  Robinson  prove — am  I  free  to  say  ? — that 
at  the  period  of  Scott’s  life  at  which  the  picture  is 
supposed  to  represent  him,  Raeburn  and  the  future 
author  of  “^WYaverley”  could  not  by  any  possibility 
have  come  together.  At  the  Grosvenor  Gallery,  Mr. 
Walter  Armstrong — a  critic  who  knows  his  own 
mind  with  promptitude — took  his  share  in  the  hang¬ 
ing.  It  is  understood  that  he  experienced  consider¬ 
able  satisfaction  in  having  confined  the  bad  ^^ictures 
pretty  much  to  the  second  room.  Another  year,  if  he 
should  help  Sir  Coutts  again,  may  his  ambition  be 
less  modest.  Let  him  stand  resolutely  at  the  very 
gates,  barring  the  way  to  the  false,  in  the  first  place, 
and  next,  to  the  mediocre. 

Perhaps  on  the  whole,  among  our  landscapists,  it 
was  Wilson  and  Constable  who  rvere  the  best  repre- 
seirted.  For  though  by  \Y"ilson  there  was  nothing 
of  quite  the  glory  of  the  two  great  pictures  which 
compelled  attention  last  year,  there  was  the  restful 
tranquillity  of  Mr.  Hollingsworth’s  “  Sion  House 
the  gorgeous  vision  of  Mr.  Orrock’s  picture,  in  which 


a  temple  was  reflected  in  a  serene  lake ;  and,  lastly,  the 
exquisite  refinement  of  a  little  picture  of  Mr.  Joseph’s 
in  which  a  silvery  and  tea-green  woodland  stretched 
itself  around  turquoise  waters.  By  Constable  there 
was  a  very  masterpiece  of  the  higher  realism— the 
commonest  forms  of  nature  wrought  somehow  into 
charm,  and  the  whole  scene  sparkling  and  alive — I 
mean,  of  course,  Ylr.  C.  Morrison’s  “  The  Lock.” 
And  then,  at  the  end  of  the  narrow  gallery — where 
the  senile  art  of  the  professional  was  wont  to  find 
itself  fitly  cheek-b3-jowl  with  the  amiable  endeavour 
of  the  well-connected  amateur — there  was  a  numerous 
group  of  Constable’s  slighter  works,  lent  by  the 
executors  of  the  late  Miss  Isabel  Constable;  and 
while  some  of  these  were  crude  to  the  last  degree, 
others  were  admirable  instances  of  the  painter’s 
power.  There  was  a  vivid  sketch  for  the  Waterloo 
Bridge  picture,  for  example  j  there  was  a  Dedham  ” 
in  which  the  four-square  church-tower  lay  placidly 
beyond  the  windings  of  the  river ;  there  was  a 
“  Landscape  ”  in  which  the  artist  had  made  a  villa 
interesting,  and  had  so  seen  a  suburb  that  it  wore  the 
colours  of  Romance. 

Morland,  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds,  Gainsborough, 
and  Romney  are  the  only  painters  left  of  whom,  in 
this  brief  writing,  I  shall  think  it  well  to  speak. 
Several  canvases  witnessed  to  Morland’s  happy 
fashion  of  pourtraying  the  simple-minded  gentle¬ 
woman  as  well  as  the  peasant-girl.  He  was  no 
profound  student  of  various  character.  To  discrimi¬ 
nate  subtly  was  no  metier  of  Morlaud’s  ;  but,  in  his 
day,  did  anyone  more  truly  appreciate  the  typical 
English  healthiness  and  the  typical  English  grace  ? 
The  Grosvenor  held,  too,  several  pictures  in  which  the 
early  correctness  of  his  vision  of  landscape  was  de¬ 
lightfully  evinced.  Two  little  pictures  in  particular 
— both  of  them  of  “  Partridge  Shooting  ” — seemed 
to  me  to  be  singularl}^  perfect  records  of  the  sports¬ 
men  and  the  stubble-field  and  the  crisp  autumn 
morning:  the  figures  giving  vivacity  to  the  scene, 
the  fields  stretching  away  under  the  breaking  morn¬ 
ing-skies,  and  the  scent  of  the  earth  rising  into  the 
freshness  of  the  keen  air.  “  The  Masters  Gawler,” 
with  their  “  grave  reality  ” — the  two  boy-faces  clus¬ 
tered  together — showed  Sir  Joshua  quite  at  his  most 
manly.  And  did  he  ever  bend  more  graciously  to 
the  record  of  childish  mood — nay,  to  the  very  soul 
of  infancj" — than  in  the  fascinating  canvas  called 
“  Crossing  the  Brook,”  in  which  an  overburdened 
damsel,  a  little  Miss  Cholmondeley,  all  earnestness 
and  all  attention,  bears  her  favourite  beast — passive 
and  affectionate,  shaggy  and  submissive  —  to  the 
other  side?  Such  a  painting  of  childhood  lives  in 
the  real  student’s  memory,  not  so  much  with  the 
facile  suggestions  of  prettiness  which  have  ever 
been  most  admired,  as  with  those  entirely  masterly. 
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euti;-ely  iiuen-iiig,  studies  of  the  true  ehikl-life  wliieli 
were  only  a  part  of  the  boon  vouchsafed  to  us  by 
WatteaiFs  genius,  and  by  Jan  Steen’s. 

Of  Gainsborough’s  work  in  portraiture,  the  pre¬ 
sentment  of  “Admiral  Earl  Howe” — a  full-length 


foliage  is  dashed  in  with  rapidity.  Its  colour  is 
arbitrary.  With  the  truths  of  tree-structure  it  is 
little  concerned.  Jet  who  wants  more  than  the 
facility  of  its  elegance,  when  the  real  theme  is  in  the 
folk  who  pace  and  promenade !  The  picture,  with 


LADY  HAMILTON  AS  EUPIIHOSYNE. 

(From  the  ricture  by  George  Romney.  In  the  Possession  of  J.  Whitehccul,  Fsq.  Engraved  by  .Tonnard.) 


with  tlu'  head  studied  very  completely,  and  somehow 
dominant,  notwithstanding  that  the  highest  light 
lalls  on  the  calf  of  the  Admiral  Flail  Howe’s  leg — and 
the  beautiful  half-length  of  “  i\Irs.  Lowndes  Stone,” 
a  woman  of  relinement,  with  powdered  hair  and 
deftly  twisted_//e/ /I,  are  typical  examples.  His  figures 
in  “The  Alall  ”  —  albeit  slight  and  not  particularly 
modelled — have  at  least  Lord  Bacon’s  beauty,  of 
“  decent  and  gracious  motion.”  The  background  of 


its  ease  and  grace,  its  elegant  suggestive  looseness, 
belongs,  of  course,  to  Gainsborough’s  later  time. 
Romney’s  somewhat  famous  portrait  of  an  artist  in 
comedy,  Mrs.  Jordan,  has  had  to  bo  accounted  dis- 
apipointing,  but  it  was  still  ]>ossible  that  Romney 
could  make  honourable  mark  in  an  exhibition  which 
contained  the  blond  and  silvery  record  of  his  own 
countenance  in  youth  and  the  rose-coloured  and  golden 
beauty  which  Lady  Hamilton  had  ever  in  his  eyes. 


MRS.  LOWNDES  STONE. 

(From  the  Picture  by  Gainsborough.  In  the  Possession  of  Sir  Richard  Garth.  Engraved  by  .Tonnard.) 
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ART  IN  THE  THEATRE. 

THE  PAINTING  OF  SCENERY. 

By  william  TELBIN. 


Y  are  we  scene-painters  ?  What 
are  the  inducements  and  tempta¬ 
tions  that  lead  to  onr  adopting 
scene-2)aintiug  as  a  profession? 
Is  our  reward,  all  things  con¬ 
sidered,  ])Foportionate  to  the 
amount  of  time  and  continued 
apjilication  bestowed  upon  our  work?  We  are  scene- 
jiainters,  many  of  us,  Itecause  our  fathers  were  so, 
just  as  actors^  sons  are  actors,  and  lawyers’  sons, 
lawyers.  A  ready-made  road  is  thus  found,  and  a 
])rotected  path  through  struggling  humanity  formed 
by  years  of  paternal  labour ;  sometimes  because  the 
energy,  the  “go,”  and  the  force  of  character  to  incite 
us  to  hew  for  ourselves  a  fresh  course  are  wanting, 
or  perhaps,  again  (though  the  cases  are  few  when 
this  is  the  directing  power),  because  we  have  a  sincere 
inherited  taste  for  the  profession  amongst  the  asso¬ 
ciations  of  which  we  have  grown  up. 

Some  young  men  enter  with  a  very  mistaken  idea 
of  the  business  they  have  entered — for  business,  and 
by  no  means  play,  is  it.  All  the  Bowers  of  Boses, 
the  Paradises  with  their  Peris,  and  the  Haunts  of  the 
Fairies,  peopled  with  a  teeming  population  of  lovely 
nymphs  in  an  almost  Adamless  Eden,  are  delights 
that  bear  a  very  different  aspect  when  seen  from  the 
wrong  side  of  the  proscenium  wall.  The  theatre  is 
found  to  be,  after  all,  as  much  a  place  of  business  as  a 
banking-house  or  a  lawyer’s  office;  for  loafers  there 
is  no  room.  All  the  funny  men  become  serious,  the 
natural  lines  of  the  face  crossing  and  contradictins'  the 
levity  and  grotesqueness  of  their  assumed  character; 
all  have  their  serious  business  to  do. 

Between  the  acts,  though  all  is  confusion  to  the 
uninitiated,  each  man  has  his  allotted  task,  and  but 
little  time  to  complete  it  in.  Order  is  evolved  out  of 
chaos  in  five  minutes.  “  Beg  pardon,  sir ;  ”  “  Mind  yer 
feet,  sir;”  “Mind  yer  hat;”  “Mind  yer  head” — 
and  mind,  too,  you  don’t  lose  it,  or  you  may  break 
your  neck.  Things  coming  down,  things  going  up, 
huge  arms  of  trees  struggling  to  reach  the  parent- 
stem,  marble  staircases  and  columns  weighing  tons 
(apparently)  are  being  handled  with  great  facility 
by  a  couple  of  men,  or  swung  into  position  with 
moderately-sized  ropes, — all  this  hardly  constitutes  a 
place  in  which  to  spend  a  happy  ten  minutes. 

It  has  often  occurred  to  me  that  the  habit  of 
accepting  young  men  or  boys  as  articled  pupils  in 


scene-i)ainting  is  not  quite  as  it  should  be.  It  is 
neither  fair  to  those  who  propose  painting  as  a  profes¬ 
sion,  nor  is  it  to  the  best  interest  of  our  branch  of  art 
in  the  theatre.  A  ])reparatory  education  in  art  should 
most  certainly  precede  their  technical  education  in 
scene-painting ;  otherwise  in  few  cases  will  any  solid 
foundation  be  laid,  and  in  consequence  any  superlicial 
dexterity  acquired  is  really  all  but  worthless  in  com¬ 
petition  with  those  who  know  thoroughly  how  to 
draw,  and  have  been  taught  that  there  is  a  difference 
between  the  leaf  of  the  oak,  the  elm,  the  birch,  and 
the  chestnut ;  and  that  there  is  also  a  most  obvious 
distinction  between  the  formation  of  one  rock  and 
that  of  another.  To  teach  him  this  we  scene-painters 
have  no  time ;  nor,  in  many  cases,  have  we  the  know¬ 
ledge.  But  we  can  assist  him  in  acquiring  that  which 
may,  if  the  raw  material  is  there,  make  of  it  a 
marketable  commodity. 

In  the  past  the  scene-painters  must  have  been  a 
happier  class  of  men ;  their  lives  were  spent  from 
week  to  week  in  a  less  anxious  state  than  is  now  the 
case.  The  majority  of  theatres  then  kept  a  resident 
artist  or  artists.  Now  only  two  do  so.  Drury  Lane 
Theatre  in  Macready’s  time  employed  many :  Stan¬ 
field,  Danson,  Marshall,  Tompkins,  and  my  father, 
besides  others,  were  retained  during  the  entire  season. 
Covent  Garden  and  “  Her  Majesty’s,”  also,  employed 
for  many  years  the  Grieves,  father  and  sons,  and 
Mai'shall.  Now,  with  the  system  of  “contract” — ■ 
that  is,  jiainting  each  scene  for  so  much — the  painter 
has  increased,  as  the  manager  has  decreased,  his  re¬ 
sponsibility.  We  in  our  turn  have  become  managers 
on  a  small  scale.  With  the  rent  of  the  vast  studio, 
the  gas  and  colour  bills,  the  assistants  and  the  servants 
— our  expenses  are  heavy.  We  must  push  on  early 
and  late,  or  time  and  outlay  will  defeat  us  and  absorb 
all  our  income.  There  is  no  leaving  off  nowadays 
and  listening,  brush  in  hand  (in  hand  always),  to  an 
amusing  anecdote  or  to  some  long  and  interesting 
personal  experience. 

The  last  generation  of  scene-painters  were,  from 
all  we  hear,  a  “jolly  set,”  and  true  Bohemians.  The 
last  of  the  school,  and  a  persona  grata  amongst  us  all, 
was  called  away  some  months  ago — Henry  Cuthbert. 
He  was  the  chronicler  of  the  deeds  and  misdeeds  of  a 
departed  host  of  our  profession — which  misdeeds,  as 
kindly  and  genially  related  by  Cuthbert,  did  not  hang 
heavily  upon  them.  They  and  their  quaint  sayings. 
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their  amusing  and  ingenious  shifts  in  times  of  ad¬ 
versity,  are  now  a  lost  history  with  ns.  From  him, 
as  from  a  ])honogra[)h,  wei'e  to  he  heard,  wdtli  much 
humour  and  subtlety,  and  true  apiireeiation  of  personal 
])ecnliaritles,  the  voices  and  sayings  of  Ducrow,  Kean, 
iMacready,  Maddox,  Stanlield,  Fitzhall,  and  Flexmore. 
As  I  have  said,  in  the  past,  w'hcn  but  few'  theatres 
existed,  scene-i)ainters  were  a  gregarious  people — 


two  feet  by  seventy  feet.  This  enormous  stretcher 
is  worked  up  and  down  by  means  of  a  very  ]ww'erful 
windlass  with  multiplying  gear,  and  hung  by  iron 
chains.  The  canvas  to  cover  such  a  frame  would  cost 
about  £15  with  the  sew'ing.  The  physical  strain  in 
covering  so  large  a  surface,  and  in  walking  backw'ards 
and  forwards  from  one  end  of  the  room  to  the  other 
to  judge  of  the  effect,  is  exceedingly  severe.  Perhaps 


P.4.IXTINO-IIOOJI  OF  THE  OLD  “HER  MAJESTY’S  TIIEATEE.” 
(From  a  Draw'inrj  by  K'.  Tclhiv.) 


almost  a  happy  family.  Now',  w'ith  the  great  increase 
in  the  number  of  theatres,  with  the  consequent  greater 
demand  for  painters,  the  circle  has  become  so  enlarged 
that  tlie  feeling  of  brotherhood  has  ceased  to  exist. 
Then,  again,  very  few  of  the  more  recently-built 
theatres  have  painting-rooms  that  anyone  who  valued 
health  and  sight  would  cai-e  to  paint  in ;  hence 
any  painting  that  has  to  be  done  is  painted  outside 
in  rooms  specially  built  and  fitted  with  all  the  neces¬ 
sary  apjiaratus  for  raising  the  scenery  and  stretch¬ 
ing  the  large  canvases.  There  are  three  very  fine 
rooms  in  the  older  theatres — Covent  Garden,  Drury 
Lane,  and  Her  Majesty^s  (the  latter  for  some  reasons 
is  the  most  agreeable  to  paint  in  of  the  three,  as  there 
is  no  thoroughfare  through  it;  across  Co  vent  Garden 
and  Drury  Lane  rooms  w'orkers  in  other  departments 
have  a  right  of  way).  The  room  at  Covent  Garden 
is  of  vast  proportions  (ninety  feet  long  by  thirty  feet 
wide  and  about  fifty-live  feet  high),  and  possesses 
four  separate  stretching-frames — the  largest,  forty- 


tins  great  physical  exercise  is  conducive  to  a  healthy 
action  of  the  liver,  and  compensates  to  some  extent  for 
the  loss  of  purer  atmosphere. 

The  present  arrangements  in  England  are  a  great 
advancement  upon  the  older  method  of  spreading  the 
canvas  out  upon  the  lloor,  and  painting  it  standing 
up  with  long-handled  brushes  reaching  to  the  ground. 
Scenery  in  France,  and  on  the  Continent  generally, 
is  still  painted  so ;  in  the  old  Her  Majesty^s 
the  painting  w'as  done  on  the  lloor  over  the  audi¬ 
torium.  Within  half  an  hour  of  the  ojiera  02)en- 
ing,  the  scene-setters  used  to  arrive  and  roll  the 
scene  up  to  light  the  chandelier,  the  circular  opening 
above  which  had  been  during  the  day  filled  in  to 
make  an  even  and  sound  surface  upon  which  to 
paint.  In  the  illustration  annexed,  the  artists,  having 
set  aside  the  brushes,  are  enjoying,  from  this  very 
elevated  “  location,”  t  he  sister  art — ])erhaps  on  the 
debut  of  Mile.  Nilsson  in  “Traviata,”  or  the  pro¬ 
duction  of  Cherubini’s  “  Medea,”  in  whicb  Mile. 
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Tietjens  created  such  a  memorable  impression.  On 
one  occasion  I  recollect  an  old  friend  of  my  father’s 
dropping-  in — or,  to  speak  literally,  climbing-  up  to 
our  crow’s-nest — for  a  chat,  and  to  catch  a  few 
of  the  more  ambitious  notes  that  had  the  power  to 
soar  as  high,  relating  how  many  years  previously  he 
had  had  occasion  officially  to  examine  the  roof  of  the 
theatre,  and  to  report  thereon.  The  substance  of  his 
repoi’t  was  that  the  principals  forming  the  roof  were 


night  just  referred  to,  the  picturesque  old  barn  of  a 
place  succumbed  to  the  element  that  mostly  claims 
the  theatre  as  its  prey.  I  was  almost  the  last  person 
in  the  old  theatre ;  leaving  off  work  I  crossed  the 
stage  in  utter  darkness  at  nine  o’clock,  it  being  an  off- 
night  of  the  opera.  The  fire  must  tlien  have  been 
burning  in  the  cellars  beneath  me,  for  at  midnight 
nothing  but  the  two  end  walls  remained  standing. 

I  may  now,  perhaps,  be  expected  to  devote  a  few 


MODELLING  A  SCENE. 

(From  a  Drawing  bi/  IV.  Tclbin.  Engraved  by  C.  Carter.) 


in  a  very  unsound  condition  at  the  point  where  they 
rested  on  the  wall-plates ;  but  from  the  time  the 
result  of  his  inspection  was  handed  in,  to  the  hour  in 
which  we  listened  to  his  statement,  nothing  had  been 
done  to  repair  the  mischief.  However,  Providence 
nightly  watched  over  the  unsuspecting  audiences, 
and  no  disaster  happened ;  but  shortly  after  the 
680 


words  to  the  financial  aspect  of  our  profession,  though 
it  is,  of  course,  impossible  for  me  to  say  in  a  general 
way  whether  we  are  well  or  ill  paid  for  our  work. 
This  I  may  say,  however — that  the  income  of  the 
most  successful  scene-painter  is  certainly  very  much 
smaller  than  that  of  a  very  second-rate  cabinet-picture 
painter,  or  even  of  a  tolerably  successful  draughtsman 
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for  the  cliief  illustrated  journals.  A  et,  considering  the 
amount  each  scenic  [)icture  costs  the  management — 
for  it  must  be  borne  in  mind  that  the  frame-maker, 
the  canvas,  and  the  scene-setter  are  all  included  in 
the  cost  of  the  picture — it  will  be  readily  understood 
that  the  scenic  picture  would  not  amount  to  less 
than  the  work  of  a  highly  successful  ])icture-painter. 
Thus  a  heavy  “  set  ”  at  Covent  Garden  or  Drury 
Lane  would  cost  £7nt)  or  ,£8UU,  and  at  other  theatres 
in  proportion,  according  to  their  size.  Then,  again, 
we  never  paint  on  speculation  as  a  i)icture-painter 
does  ;  we  only  paint  when  we  receive  a  commission, 
the  monetarv  risk  remaining  with  the  management. 
Whence,  I  take  it,  considering-  all  the  circumstances 
of  the  case,  we  are  paid  according  to  our  deserts — 
often  escaping  the  proverbial  whipping  through  the 
leniency  of  our  critics  and,  may  be,  the  indifference 
of  the  public. 

On  a  tine  summer^s  morning-  passing  through  the 
stage-door  the  heart  is  heavy  at  leaving  the  sunshine 
and  the  fresh  air,  and  having  to  dive  into  a  zone  of 
comparative  darkness,  where  the  atmosphere  is  gas- 
polluted  and  excessively  dry  and  hot.  Eirt  in  the 
winter-time  the  condition  of  things  is  entirely  re¬ 
versed;  for  passing  from  the  damp,  cold,  and  foggy 
streets,  the  visitor  who  ascends  to  the  painting-room 
Hnds  much  to  interest  him  (where  all  is  warmth, 
light,  and  glitter)  in  these  realms  of  eternal  sun¬ 
shine’^  or  perennial  greenness.”  In  all  corners  of  the 
room  plenty  of  foil  paper  is  to  be  seen,  if  the  subject 
in  progress  should  be  a  transformation  scene.  This  is 
a  paper  with  a  highly  reflective  surface  of  every  tint, 
capable  of  producing  much  excellent  effect  when  used 
as  colour  with  painting  upon  it.  The  subject  to  be 
represented  with  its  aid  gains  greatly  in  effect  when 
in  bas-relief,  for  with  them  are  obtained  an  elabora¬ 
tion  and  a  richness  of  colour,  as  the  one  surface  is 
retlected  in  the  other.  I  recollect  seeing  a  Scotch 
artist  illustrating  the  wild  poppy  with  foil  papers. 
It  was  an  excprisite  piece  of  work,  as,  with  delicate 
touches  of  colour,  be  emphasised  the  petals  of  it,  and 
made  them  look  as  fragile  and  tender  as  the  real 
thing — showing  me  for  the  first  time  of  what  foil 
paper  was  capable.  But  it  is  an  expensive  material, 
as  may  be  judged  when  I  say  that  the  paper  used 
upon  the  scene  so  decorated  at  Covent  Garden  would 
cost  about  £200. 

When  the  scene-painter  receives  his  commission 
from  the  manager,  he  receives  with  it  some  sort  of 
particulars  of  what  is  wanted.  Some  managers  can 
graphically  illustrate  their  requirements ;  others,  not 
possessing  this  happy  faculty,  give  the  key  to  the  idea 
and  requirements  of  the  situation  by  word  of  mouth. 
Others  can  only  explain  the  situations  and  “  ])ra.etie- 
abilities,”  leaving  the  artist  absolutely  free-handed, 
reserving  to  themselves  the  right  of  alteration  when 


they  have  a  tangibility  before  them,  either  in  the 
scene  itself  or  in  the  model.  But,  when  all  is  said, 
the  material  generally  furnished  us  is  of  the  slightest 
— jierhaps  all  the  better  for  that,  for  it  is  extraordinary 
how  little  will  inlluence  the  mind  and  hamper  the 
imagination. 

The  most  satisfactory  way  to  proceed  is  to  spend 
time  on  the  model  (which  is  a  representation  of  the 
stage  to  scale),  and  thoroughly  to  imderstand  from 
it  what  you  propose  doing — not  only  the  ‘^praclic- 
abilities,”  bnt  also  your  composition,  colour,  and 
scheme  of  lighting-.  Any  alterations  considered 
necessary  are  then  easy  to  make.  For  according  to 
the  scale — perhaps  half  an  inch  to  the  foot,  pieces  of 
jraper  in  the  model  representing  canvas  and  frame¬ 
work — a  piece  which  in  the  model  represents,  say,  a 
tree  or  a  column  fifteen  inches  high,  would,  in  the 
actuality,  be  thirty  feet  high;  to  re -make  or  to 
alter  and  re-paint  this  wonld  mean  considerable 
labour  and  expense. 

The  uninitiated  in  affairs  theatrical  would  be 
greatly  amused  to  see  the  collection  of  miscellaneous 
articles  in  modelling  that  are  scattered  aroirnd  ns — 
bits  of  silk,  gelatine,  tissue  papers,  muslin,  coal,  birch 
brooms,  plaster  of  Paris,  books,  sticks,  and  the  indis¬ 
pensable  glue-pot,  photographs,  tools,  colour-box,  and 
scissors.  With  coal  and  plaster  we  create  our  mimic 
rocks  and  beetling  crags  ;  from  selected  portions  of 
the  broom  dipped  in  and  modelled  with  plaster  we 
construct  our  trees,  clothe  in  verdure  our  bill-sides ; 
and  with  silk,  coloured  gelatines,  &c.,  we  make  our 
atmosphere  ;  and  night  or  day  is  according  to  the 
density  and  colour  of  the  medium  in  which  we  clothe 
it.  Over  a  ledge  of  rock  pours  a  torrent  of  floss  silk ; 
the  more  distant  portions  of  course  are  painted.  The 
books,  photographs,  sketches,  and  print  furnish  us 
with  our  authorities  for  detail. 

Strange  to  say,  no  material  you  may  possess,  how¬ 
ever  good,  ever  fits  exactly  the  requirements  or  spirit 
of  the  subject  to  be  represented  ;  introductions  and 
alterations  are  found  to  be  necessary.  This  sketch 
will  not  lend  itself  to  dissection  into  set-pieces,  wings, 
&c.,  so  as  to  cover  the  entire  stage;  that  affords  no 
o])portunity  of  overcoming  the  ever-jiresent  difficulty 
of  the  borders  (portions  of  the  scene  screening  the 
top  lights  and  masking  the  roof  of  the  theatre)  ; 
another  will  not  furnish  ns  with  the  opportunities  for 
the  necessary  entrances  and  exits,  platforms,  &c.,  for 
arranging  people  upon ;  but  having  read  up  and 
mentally  digested  the  material  around  us  we  com¬ 
mence  to  build  our  palace  (regardless  of  expense), 
pile  up  our  mountains,  regardless,  we  are  afraid,  of 
geological  correctness,  or  distil  from  our  imagina¬ 
tion  the  spirit  of  the  “  valley  of  roses.” 

The  creation  of  the  scene  in  the  model  is  certainly 
one  of  the  most  interesting  of  the  many  processes 
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that  in  the  aggregate  constitute  the  scene-painters’ 
art.  Here  all  is  under  yonr  finger  and  thumb ;  you 
can  place  your'  trees  at  any  angle,  light  the  scene 
with  much  delicacy  and  point,  and  besides  being 
your  own  painter  you  are  without  much  exertion 
your  own  carpenter  and  scene-shifter.  (See  p.  197.) 

The  model  completed,  after  being  duly  inspected 
and  approved  by  the  management,  the  master-car¬ 
penter  comes  to  see  it  with  respect  to  the  construc¬ 
tion  of  it  mechanically,  and  to  hear  your  sugges¬ 
tions  as  to  settiiiir  and  striking:  it  in  some- 
thing’  like  reasonable  time  (English  time, 
not  French).  At  the  English  plays  we  wait 
only  while  the  scene  is  being  changed;  at 
the  French,  while  the  actresses’  dresses  are — 
the  interval  is  theirs  !  When  all  is  under¬ 
stood  he  traces  the  various  portions  of  the 
model,  and  from  the  duplicates  constructs  the 
actual  scene,  one  foot  to  every  half-inch  of 
the  model. 

A  few  days  after,  almost  acres  of  frame¬ 
work  and  bales  of  canvas  are  brought  in ; 
one  great  surface  is  stretched  on  the  frame, 
and  having  been  duly  prepared,  upon  it  you 
first  start — this  generally  represents  the  back 
portions  of  the  scene.  Then  you  paint  the 
different  pieces  in  order  till  you  arrive  at 
the  foreground,  gaining  in  strength  as  you 
advance. 

A  splendid  material  distemper — of  what  is 

it  not  capable !  For  atmosphere  unequalled,  and 
for  strength  as  powerful  as  oil,  in  half  an  hour 
you  can  do  with  it  that  which  in  water  or  oil 
would  take  one  or  two  days.  But  how  little 
we  understand  the  merits  of  this  beautiful 
material  at  our  service ;  our  greatest  mistake 
in  using  it  is  that  we  make  no  mistakes,  or 
rather  admit  none,  by  sweeping  our  work  out 
and  getting  a  base  upon  which  to  model  and 
build  up.  One  may  say  to  a  thinly-painted 
landscape,  or  perhaps  a  sky  and  sea  with  high 
horizon,  that  the  stage  is  forty  feet  deep, 
ignoring  entirely  the  deeej)tion  intended.  If 
the  colour  is  thick  and  the  sky  has  really 
been  manipulated  and  gradated”  by  the  artist,  and 
not  blue-washed  by  the  painter’s  labourer,  it  would 
be  most  difficult  to  guess  how  far  it  recedes  or  the 
proportions  of  the  stage  upon  which  it  was  set ;  but 
the  material  capable  of  producing  such  effect  plays 
sometimes  very  strange  antics  with  its  greatest  ad¬ 
mirers.  With  the  amateur  it  appears  to  be  devoid  of 
all  sense  of  responsibility.  Leaving  it  after  diligent 
and  well-intentioned  work  of  three  or  four  hours,  he 
returns  to  find  a  singular  and  most  unintelligible  sur¬ 
face  of  smears  and  mildewed  greys ;  the  entire  plan 
of  his  work  in  the  process  of  drying  has  been  reversed. 


most  painful,  most  ludicrous  to  witness;  the  fore¬ 
ground  all  disintegrated,  over  the  sky  jiatches  of 
dense  fog  have  spread ;  when  wet  the  effect  was 
capital — the  work  of  one  who  knew  at  what  he 
was  aiming;  but  this  treacherous  distemper  has 
robbed  liis  work  of  all  evidence  even  of  a  good  in¬ 
tention. 

The  model  completed,  the  scene  painted,  for  a 
day  or  two  the  stage  is  given  uj)  entirely  to  the 
artist  for  the  scene  to  be  set  and  lighted.  This 


setting  is  the  most  anxious  time  of  all,  and  the  most 
experienced  of  us  cannot  help  asking  himself.  How 
will  it  come  together  ?  For  by  the  most  earnest 
work  in  the  painting- room  we  can  but  deserve,  not 
command,  success  on  the  stage.  What  a  weary  time 
it  is  sitting  and  standing  about  while  the  many  neces¬ 
sary  carpenters’  fittings  and  connections  are  being  com¬ 
pleted,  and  the  canvas  portions  hung  by  the  fiy-men  ! 
At  last,  after  dawdling  about  perhaps  from  nine  in  the 
morning  mitil  nine  at  night,  the  “’‘’setting”  is  begun, 
and  if  happily  it  comes  well  and  quickly  together,  the 
artist  may  proceed  at  once  to  “  light  ”  it ;  if  it  does 
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not — why,  it  must  be  completed  to-morrow.  If  it  A' 
all  right,  order  follows  order: — “  Light  away,"’^  “  Turn 
np  the  light/^  “  Put  out  the  light,^^  “  More  light,’’^ 
“Where  is  the  limelight?^'’  “Turn  on  the  lime¬ 
light,^'’  “  Is  the  light  full  on  ?  “  Yes,  sir  !  ”  And 


of  the  Lyceum  is  no  less  a  person  than  the  manager 
himself)  ;  no  one  knows  so  well  how  to  light  a  scene 
as  he  does,  veiling  its  defects  and  enhancing  its 
merits.  On  rare  occasions  the  sun  shines  from  the 
north  and  south  at  the  satne  time,  hut  surely  that 
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the  end  of  it  all  is  that  the  artist  determines  that  it 
won’t  do  at  all.  All  round  one  sees  elaborate  and 
interesting  hits  of  painting;  but,  notwithstanding 
that,  the  general  effect  is  weak  and  meagre  in  the 
extreme.  The  best  scene  ever  designed  and  painted 
can  be  ruined  by  injudicious  lighting;  for  the  illu¬ 
mination  is  the  last  and  most  important  touch  to  the 
picture — its  very  life.  Oh,  for  a  hint  from  Henry 
Irving  (the  much-praised,  and  justly  so. 


is  a  fault  to  ns  in  England  on  the  right  side,  for 
not  favoured  with  a  midnight  sun,  with  a  mid-day 
night  we  too  often  are.  “  If  I  cannot  have  more 
light,^’  thinks  the  i)ainter,  “perhaps  it  is  that  I  had 
too  much,  and  that  the  painting  is  blenched  by  it — 
if,  indeed,  the  lighting  is  not  too  even.”  Now  he 
begins  to  turn  down  some  lights,  and  finds  how  the 
scene  gains  in  force.  Other  lights  remain  full  on, 
and  by  contrast  their  power  is  doubled.  After  much 
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weary  work  of  running  about  between  the  stage 
and  the  front  of  the  house  to  see  the  effect  of  his 
experiments,  shouting  from  there  till  he  is  hoarse,  an 
agreeable  and  telling  effect  is  at  length  arrived  at, 
and  he  leaves  the  theatre  weary  of  foot  and  husky  of 
voice,  into  the  deserted  streets.  Oh,  what  a  change 
from  the  theatre  with  its  collected  impurities  of  a 
week^s  day  and  night  rehearsals,  as  we  step  on  to  a 
fresh-laid  carpet  of  tender  snow ;  the  clouds,  having 
deposited  their  fleecy  load,  have  sailed  away  leaving 
the  deep  blue  star-bespattered  sky  to  light  with  the 
purity  of  a  mid-ocean  firmament  the  deserted  streets, 
through  tlie  market  with  its  cart-loads  of  mistletoe 
and  holly,  and  past  “the  finest  barn  in  Europe,^^ 
looking  finer  for  the  high  relief  the  snow  adds  to 
the  proportions  of  its  nobly  swelling  columns ;  ex¬ 
periencing  some  slight  revival  of  our  almost  exhausted 
powers  of  interest  at  this  fresh  set-scene,  “  we  home¬ 
ward  plod  our  weary  way.” 

In  conclusion,  I  am  inclined  to  ask,  with  refer- 
ence  to  a  subject  recently  touched  upon,  is  it  pro¬ 
bable  that  the  stage  will  ever  draw  recruits  from 
the  Royal  Academy,  whose  ranks  in  the  past  it  had 
helped  to  swell  ?  is  it  likely  that  the  success¬ 
ful  picture-painter,  in  the  fulness  of  his  ripe  ex¬ 
perience,  would  care  to  sink  his  individuality  and 
freedom,  arid  be  directed  and  made  in  all  subservient 
to  another  art,  in  which  all  permanent  record  of  a 
great  painterN  work  would  be  lost,  and  has  been 
lost  ?  Supposing,  for  the  sake  of  argument,  that  he 
could  readily  acquire  the  varied  technical  knowledge 


that  in  the  aggregate  constitutes  the  scene-paintehs 
art,  that  has  taken  him  many  years  to  learn,  how 
many  managements  could  afford  to  recompense  him 
at  the  rate  at  which  his  Academic  pictures  have  paid 
him?  One,  perhaps  two,  on  one  or  two  particular 
occasions,  not  more;  and  certainly  the  glamour  of 
his  reputation  would  be  a  source  of  much  indiscreet 
and  unfair  criticism,  doing  in  the  long  run  more 
harm  than  good  to  a  sister  art  it  was  proposed  to 
honour  and  assist.  I  consider  that  a  scene-painter 
of  marked  ability  might  be  an  equally  able  painter 
of  cabinet  pictures,  but  it  is  exceedingly  impro¬ 
bable  that  a  highly  talented  Academician  would  do 
anything  worthy  of  his  reputation  in  a  theatre. 
A  good  drawing  reduced  by  photography  generally 
gains  in  effect;  enlarge  it  by  the  same  process  and 
its  merits  would  be  reduced  in  the  same  ratio  to  its 
enlargement.  How  delightful  it  is  to  see  in  focus¬ 
ing  an  object  in  a  camera  or  a  field-glass  the  gradual 
development  and  perfecting  of  the  subject,  gaining  in 
brilliancy  and  sharpness  until  it  becomes  a  veritable 
gem.  Having  arrived  at  this  perfection,  turn  the 
focusing  screw  the  other  way  about  till  the  beau¬ 
tiful  vision  is  entirely  lost.  In  the  first  instance,  ex¬ 
pectation  and  improvement  made  all  the  process 
delightful,  but,  in  the  reversal,  disappointment  only 
followed.  From  the  stage  to  the  Academy  is  a  refin¬ 
ing,  concentrating,  and  clarifying  process — vice  versa 
is  a  process  of  undoing.  The  stage  may  again  be  the 
nursery  of  the  Academician,  but  from  the  Academy  to 
the  stage  woukl  be  a  gain  to  neither  and  a  loss  to  art. 
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ONSIDERTNG  the  universal 
character  of  Shakespeare’s 
knowledge,  it  seems  at  first 
enrioiis  that  he  should  have 
displayed  no  very  intimate  ac- 
(piaintanee  with  the  actual  art 
of  painting.  This  is  the  more 
striking  when  we  recollect  how 
innch  he  knew  of  the  details  and  positive  technique 
of  nearly  every  other  profession,  calling,  or  handicraft 
under,  the  sun.  llis  familiarity  with  them,  as  shown 
hy  the  use  of  purely  professional  phrases  and  trade 
words,  has  given  hirth  to  a  host  of  profound  treatises 
wherein  the  writers  have  striven  to  demonstrate  that 
the  poet  must,  in  a  sort,  have  served  an  apprentice- 
shi])  to  a  dozen  different  trades.  Ilis  entire  accu¬ 
racy  in  these  respects  is  undoubted,  and  is  testified 
to  hy  masters  and  experts.  On  this  ground  it  has 
been  attempted  to  prove  that  in  turn  he  practised 
as  a  lawyer,  a  surgeon,  a  physician,  a  horse-dealer,  a 
hntchei',  a  soldier,  a  sailor,  a  farmer,  a  gardener,  a 
schoolmaster,  and  heaven  knows  what  besides;  whilst 
Travellers  have  declareil  that  unless  he  had  himself 
visited  many  of  the  countries  he  describes,  and  been 
familiar  with  their  languages,  he  could  never  have 
alluded  as  he  does  to  their  numerous  minute  char¬ 
acteristics. 

1  am  not  aware,  however,  that  anyone  has  been 
hold  enough  to  assert  that  he  was  a  painter,  or 
artist,  as  we  understand  the  term.  Nor  is  this  won¬ 
derful,  ])erhaps,  seeing,  as  I  have  hinted,  that  we 
look  in  vain  through  his  pages  for  anything  more 
than  a  pnite  snpertieial  knowledge  of  the  use  of  the 
palette  and  brushes.  Indeed,  the  words  j)alette  and 
brush  nowhere  occur,  nor  do  those  of  easel,  maul¬ 
stick,  or  any  of  the  ]aira})hernalia  of  the  studio. 
And  this,  I  repeat,  is  rather  singular,  for  if  the 
art,  with  the  means  and  materials  for  practising  it, 
were  uncommon  in  England  in  Shakespeare’s  day, 
they  could  scarcely  have  been  so  in  Italy,  Germany, 
Elauders,  or  Erance;  and  he  was  so  conversant  with 
the  habits  of  continental  nations  that  one  would 
have  thought  the  artist’s  life  and  its  surroundings 
would  not  have  escaped  him  in  detail.  Yet  he  never 
even  mentions  the  painter’s  brush,  it  is  always  his 
“pencil;”  and  although  we  know  this  word  popu¬ 
larly  expresses  the  instrument  hy  which  artistic  work 
is  produced,  it  is  at  least  odd  that  the  poet  avoids  the 
use  of  its  literal  synonym,  especially  remembering 
the  vast  scope  of  his  vocabulary. 


Clearly  then,  it  may  he  assumed  he  never  saw 
or  conceived  the  spectacle  of  an  artist  standing  in 
front  of  his  easel  with  palette  on  thumb  and  a  sheaf 
of  brushes  in  his  hand,  otherwise  there  would  un¬ 
doubtedly  have  cropped  up  somewhere  some  hint  of 
the  situation.  Nor  would  its  outward  aspect  alone 
have  been  suggested.  There  would  have  ap[)enred 
an  indication  of  the  mental  tribulation  of  the  limner, 
his  dilliculties,  his  anxieties,  the  distress  caused  by 
failure,  the  joy  and  triumph  at  success.  Me  should 
have  had  some  comment  upon  the  rarity  of  meeting 
with  a  good  likeness  in  combination  with  excellence 
of  workmanship,  together  with  a  multitude  of  similes 
and  criticisms  hearing  the  stamp  of  intimacy  with 
such  jjrocesses  as  stipi)ling,  scumbling,  glazing,  and 
the  like.  lYe  should  have  been  told  more  about 
“composition,”  “grouping,”  the  management  of 
high  lights,  and  of  ligdit  and  shade  generally.  I 
mean,  technical  secrets  would  have  been  revealed, 
and  the  whole  phraseology  of  the  atelier  laid  bare,  if 
Shakespeare  had  been  as  familiar  with  it  as  he  was 
with  the  slang  of  the  stable,  the  farmyard,  or  the 
workshop,  or  had  he  known  the  i)oints  of  a  picture 
as  thoroughly  as  he  did  those  of  a  horse. 

AYith  ordinary  writers  of  those  or  any  other 
times,  such  a  lapse  excites  no  surprise.  lie  who 
treats  of  horses  is  not  expected  to  treat  of  pictures, 
and  vice  versa.  But  the  great  genius  in  question 
grasped  all  subjects  so  miraculously  that,  albeit  the 
art  of  painting  wais  not  then  in  a  vastly  flourishing 
condition  in  his  own  country,  we  might  have  ex¬ 
pected  him  to  have  received  the  same  divine  inspira¬ 
tion  on  this  subject  as  he  disj)layed  on  others,  but 
there  is  no  evidence  of  it. 

Sculptors  and  sculpture  fare  little,  if  at  all,  better 
at  his  hands  ;  in  fact,  the  two  words  are  conspicuous 
by  their  absence  from  his  writings.  Nor  is  there 
any  mention  made  of  the  far-famed  Greeks — Phidias, 
Praxiteles,  and  their  fellows.  Certainly,  Guilio 
Romano  is  quoted  as  the  ehiseller  of  the  statue  of 
Ilermione  (“Winter’s  Tale”),  but  to  us  moderns 
Guilio  Romano  is  known  as  a  painter — a  follower 
of  Raphael’s — also  as  an  architect,  even  an  engi¬ 
neer;  but  there  is  no  record  of  his  sculpture.  True, 
allusions  are  made  to  the  sculptor’s  technical  skill, 
and  more  than  one  of  his  tools  is  correctly  named  ; 
whereas  the  poor  painter  would  appear  obliged  to 
rely  solely  on  his  “pencil”  for  the  execution  of  all 
his  work.  What  he  paints  on,  too,  whether  canvas 
or  panel,  we  are  not  told,  any  more  than  we  are 
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what  the  material  was  lie  painted  with  ;  tlicro  is  not 
a  syllable  about  varnishes,  mediums,  pigments,  or  the 
like  ;  neither  is  there  any  punning,  joking,  or  play¬ 
ing  on  words  at  the  artistes  expense — an  opportunity 
to  do  which  was  seldom  missed  in  regard  to  other 
callings. 

Moreover,  as  far  as  my  memory  carries  me,  not  a 
single  name  eminent  in  the  craft  is  mentioned.  No 
Michelangelo,  Raphael,  Titian,  Veronese,  &c.,  nor 
any  of  their  great  works,  religious  or  otherwise, 
although  their  renown  would  have  reached  these 
shores.  Specimens,  too,  of  the  “  cunning of  such 
men  as  Albert  Diirer,  Holbein,  and  many  of  the 
Dutch  school  were  extant  here,  and  would  have  come 
well  within  the  master’s  ken.  The  ancient  painters, 
Apelles,  Zeuxis,  Parrhasius,  like  their  contemporary 
masters  of  the  chisel  and  mallet  above  mentioned, 
are  entirely  overlooked.  This  probably  may  be  re¬ 
garded  only  as  a  confirmation  of  the  assertion,  that 
Shakespeare  had  “  but  little  Latin  and  less  Greek.” 

It  is,  however,  when  we  are  face  to  face  with  a 
brother  of  the  brush,  and  a  painter  in  proprid persona 
steps  upon  the  stage,  that  the  unkindest  cut  of  all  is 
dealt  him.  The  solitary  instance  in  which  we  dis¬ 
cover  him  as  forming  one  of  the  persons  represented 
is  in  “  Timon  of  Athens,”  and  here  he  cuts  by  no 
means  a  dignified  or  creditable  figure.  In  the  open¬ 
ing  scene  he  shows  up  as  a  very  conceited  gentleman, 
thoroughly  well  satisfied  with  his  own  production. 
He  tacitly  praises  it  himself,  and  accepts  the  admi¬ 
ration  of  it  from  his  equally-untrustworthy  friend 
the  “  Poet,”  with  perfect  complacency.  The  pair,  in 
fact,  present  two  very  fine  specimens  of  the  ‘‘  Mutual 
Admiration  Society” — an  institution  which  would 
seem  to  have  flourished  in  Athens  in  those  classic 
days,  with  a  vigour  equal  to  anything  seen  in  London 
at  this  end  of  the  nineteenth  century.  After  revert¬ 
ing  to  his  own  craft  in  some  truly  beautiful  sentences 
such  as  only  Shakespeare,  of  course,  puts  into  his 
characters’  mouths,  the  poet  asks  : 

“  What  have  you  there  ?  ” 

And  the  painter  replies  : 

“  A  picture,  sir.  When  comes  your  book  forth  ? 

Poet.  Upon  the  heels  of  my  presentment,  sir. 

Let’s  see  your  piece. 

Painter.  ’T  is  a  good  piece. 

Poet.  So  ’tis  ;  this  comes  off  well  and  excellent. 

Painter.  Indifferent. 

Poet.  Admirable.  How  this  grace 

Speaks  his  own  standing  !■  What  a  mental  power 
This  eye  shoots  forth !  How  big  imagination 
Moves  in  this  lip  !  To  the  dumbness  of  the  gesture 
One  might  interpret. 

Painter.  It  is  a  prettj'  mocking  of  the  life. 

Here  is  a  touch  ;  is ’t  good  ? 

Poet.  I’ll  say  of  it. 

It  tutors  nature  ;  artificial  strife 
Lives  in  these  touches,  livelier  than  life.” 


This  is  the  nearest  approach  to  what  we  may  call 
the  familiarity  of  studio  gossij)  and  criticism.  No¬ 
where  else  occurs  so  good  an  opportunity  for  the 
display  of  the  free  and  easy  intimacies  existing  in 
that  sacred  region,  but  nothing  is  made  of  it.  The 
artist  talks  no  “  shop,”  tells  nothing  about  his 
models,  who  sat  to  him,  or  the  difficulty  of  getting 
the  sort  of  heads  he  wanted.  Nothing  is  revealed  as 
to  the  technique,  or  the  system  of  priming  the  canvas, 
or  laying  in  this  or  that  colour  first ;  or  what,  in 
a  word,  the  process  and  progress  of  the  work  have 
been,  as,  I  submit,  might  fairly  have  been  expected. 

Neither  is  any  further  clue  offered  as  to  the 
nature  of  the  subject,  nor  any  hint  as  to  its  dimen¬ 
sions  ;  but  later  on,  when  the  patron  Timon  sees  it, 
he  commends  it,  and  in  spicing  his  admiration  with 
some  philosophic  moralising,  pays  a  just  tribute  to 
the  noble  art  thus  ; — 

“  Painting  is  welcome. 

Painting  is  almost  the  nattiral  man  ; 

For  since  dishonour  traffics  with  man’s  nature. 

He  is  but  outside ;  these  pencilled  figures  are 
Even  such  as  they  give  out.  I  like  your  w’ork ; 

And  }'ou  shall  find  I  like  it.” 

If  this  significant  promise  was  never  performed, 
it  was  Master  Painter’s  own  fault,  and  he  was 
rightly  served.  In  the  last  act  of  the  play  we 
discover  what  he  really  is;  and  if  our  heaven- 
gifted  “  Swan  of  Avon  ”  intended  to  typify  in  him 
the  artistic  character  generally,  we  can  only  say  his 
opinion  of  it  was  not  high.  Would  it  be  a  terrible 
heresy  to  add  that  it  also  betrays  the  shallowness  of 
his  acquaintance,  if  not  with  the  art  of  painting,  at 
least  with  its  professors  ?  The  scene  is  too  long  to 
quote,  but  it  is  little  less  than  a  libel  upon  the  wdiole 
community  to  have  it  exemplified  in  the  j^erson  of 
such  a  mean,  contemptible  fawning  sycophant,  as 
the  painter  shows  himself. 

What  would  St.  John’s  Wood  and  Kensington 
say,  if  a  modern  playwright  depicted  one  of  the  nohle 
army  after  the  fashion  of  this  creature  ?  What  a 
roar  of  indignation  would  ascend  from  the  Melbury 
and  Grove  End  Roads  !  Let  the  memory  be  refreshed 
by  a  perusal  of  the  first  scene  of  the  fifth  act  of 
Timon  of  Athens,”  and  then  imagine  a  modern 
Timon,  a  millionaire  collector,  represented  on  the 
stage  of  the  Haymarket,  in  the  retirement  of  the 
country,  overhearing  a  dialogue  in  that  key  between 
two  representatives  of  literature  and  art'  whom  he 
once  had  delighted  to  honour.  Imagine,  I  say,  what 
the  feelings  of  an  artistic  first-night  audience  would 
be,  and  what  course  they  would  be  tempted  to  adopt. 

But  let  this  pass.  We  know  that  the  higher 
purpose  of  the  play  in  question  is  served  by  holding 
the  painter  up  with  the  rest  in  this  detestable  light, 
however  unflattering  it  may  be  to  those  concerned. 
Besides,  it  may  correctly  represent  the  tone  of  society 
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of  that  far-off  civilisation;  who  shall  say?  People, 
probably,  were  no  better  and  no  worse  than  they  are 
now;  notwithstanding-  that  it  was  the  halcyon  time 
of  art,  when  Pericles  g-ave  Athens  her  Parthenon,  and 
Phidias  and  Praxiteles,  xlpelles  and  Zeuxis  wrought 
their  miracles  in  marble  and  colour. 

Apropos  of  architecture,  it  may  l)e  noted  in 
passing,  that  this  art  and  its  professors  come  off 
with  even  less  recognition  at  Shakesjjeare’s  hands 
than  do  painting  and  painters,  if  any  consolation  be 
obtainable  from  that  fact;  and  it  will,  perhaps, 
scarcely  be  believed  that  “architecture”  is  another 
word  tabooed  in  the  Shakes])earian  vocabulary. 

Portraiture  and  allegory  were  the  principal,  if 
not  the  sole,  themes  of  the  pictures  referred  to  by 
the  bard,  when  speaking  of  the  productions  of  the 
artisths  pencil.  Innumerable  are  the  instances  in 
which  portraits — ])articularly  miniatures,  such  as  can 
be  worn  as  trinkets  or  carried  in  the  pocket — appear 
in  the  possession  of  the  ilrainaiis  pcrsonte  throughout 
the  ])lays.  Oidy  to  quote  a  few  examples  at  random. 
In  the  “Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona,”  we  iind  the 
characters  for  ever  prating  of  portraits. 

“  Here  is  her  ])icture',”  says  the  jealous  Julia,  con¬ 
templating  her  rivahs  miniature  ; — • 

“  Let  me  see,  1  think 
If  I  had  such  a  tire,  this  face  of  mine 
"Were  full  as  lovely  as  is  this  of  hers.” 

Proteus  exclaims  : 


“  ’Tis  hut  her  picture  I  have  j^et  beheld. 
And  that  hath  dazzled  my  reason’s  light.” 

And  in  another  place  : 


“  Vouch  me  yet  your  picture  for  my  love. 

The  picture  that  is  hanging  in  your  chamber.” 


And  again  : 


“  Tell  my  lady 

I  claim  the  promise  for  her  heavenly  picture.” 


Silvia  too,  of  course,  refers  to  her  own  portrait  in 
several  lines.  “  He  sends  you  for  a  picture 
bring  my  picture  here,”  and  so  on. 

The  Prince  of  Arragon  (“  Merchant  of  Venice  ”), 
opening  the  silver  casket,  is  dismayed  by  finding  the 
“  portrait  of  a  blinking  idiot,”  whilst  another  of 
the  caskets  contains  “  her  heavenly  picture.”  Then 
there  is  the  oft-quoted  expression  of  Hamlet’s, 

”  Look  on  this  picture,  and  on  this,” 

which  refers,  I  take  it,  though  the  2)oint  has  been 
disputed,  to  the  two  likenesses — those  of  the  late 
king  and  the  present. 

Other  lines,  wherein  allusions  to  portraits  as 
pictures  hap})en,  may  readily  be  found  ;  but  in  the 
majority  of  cases  the  word  is  used  figuratively,  as 
where  Olivia  in  “  Twelfth  Night  ”  discloses  her  fea¬ 
tures  to  Viola,  who,  disguised  as  Cesario,  the  duke’s 
page,  has  come  to  press  that  nobleman’s  suit : — 


“  Olivia.  Have  you  any  commission  from  your  lord  to  negotiate 
with  my  face  ?  Y ou  are  now  out  of  your  text,  but  we  will  draw  the 
curtain  and  show  you  the  picture.  Look  you,  sir,  such  a  one  as 
I  was  this  imesent ;  is ’t  not  well  done  ?  {TJmeiliny. 

Viula.  Excellently  done,  if  God  did  all. 

Olivia.  ’Tis  in  grain,  sir,  ’twill  endure  wind  and  weather. 

Viola.  ’Tis  beauty  truly  blent,  whose  red  and  white 
Nature’s  own  sweet  and  cunning  hand  laid  on ; 

Lady,  you  are  the  cruel’st  she  alive 
If  you  will  lead  these  graces  to  the  grave, 

And  leave  the  world  no  copy.” 

This  is  an  exquisite  illustration  of  the  symbolic 
use  to  which  Shakespeare  puts  the  art  of  painting ; 
and  will  serve,  as  well  as  a  dozen,  to  show  that 
mainly  in  this  direction  it  was  in  which  he  delighted 
to  utilise  such  knowledge  as  he  had  of  what  comes 
from  the  artist’s  brush.  Verbal  and  written  descrip¬ 
tions  of  face  and  form  are  likewise  constantly  spoken  of 
as  “  pictures”  and  “portraits,”  and  in  that  sense  are 
“drawings”  of  the  individuals.  Here  is  a  sentence 
in  point :  “  I  have  drawn  her  picture  with  my  voice.” 
And  here  another  from  “  Lear,”  where  the  deceived 
Gloster  determines  to  have  his  misjudged  son  Edgar 
pursued.  “  The  villain  shall  not  escape,”  he  exclaims. 
“The  duke  must  grant  me  that;  besides,  his  idcture 
I  will  send  far  and  near  that  all  the  kingdom  may 
have  due  note  of  him  ;  ”  meaning,  of  course,  that  a 
“  Hue  and  Cry  ”  shall  be  raised,  or  a  written  account 
of  the  fugitive  distributed. 

But  these  and  many  similar  phrases  used  in  the 
same  sense,  and  often  to  be  met  with,  are  but  poetical 
adaptations  of  the  literal  skill  of  the  painter,  and  do 
not  advance  Shakespeare’s  intimacy  with  the  craft 
itself.  A  little  more  direct  and  detinite  knowledge 
of  it  may  be  inferred  from  the  induction  to  the 
“Taming  of  the  Shrew.”  The  mock  servants  of 
the  lord  are  doing  homage  to  the  lately-awakened 
Christo])her  Sly,  and  where  we  find  one  saying  to 
him ; — 

“  Dost  thou  love  pictures  ?  we  will  fetch  thee  straight, 

Adonis  jsainted  by  a  running  brook. 

And  C!ytlierea  all  in  sedges  hid  ; 

Which  seem  to  move  and  wanton  with  her  breath. 

Even  as  the  waving  sedges  play  with  wind. 

Lord.  We  ’ll  show  thee  lo  as  she  was  a  maid. 

And  how  slie  was  beguiled  and  surpris’d. 

As  lively  painted  as  the  deed  was  done. 

Urd  Scrvaiif.  Or  Daphne  roaming  through  a  thorny  wood, 
Scratching  her  legs,  that  one  shall  swear  she  bleeds ; 

And  at  that  sight  shall  sad  Apollo  weep. 

So  workmanly  the  blood  and  tears  are  drawn.” 


Here  too  is  just  a  suggestion  of  landscape  paint¬ 
ing,  but  it  is  nothing  more,  and  only  touebes  on  its 
treatment  as  accessory  to  the  figures.  Pure  land¬ 
scape,  as  represented  nowadays,  probably  had  no 
existence  in  any  shape  three  hundred  years  ago,  nor, 
for  the  matter  of  that,  marine-scape  either ;  therefore 
no  one  sn])poses  that  in  those  rough  times  the  sight 
of  a  white  umbrella  sheltering  the  patient  sketcher 
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encamped  in  some  sweet  pastoral  sjroE  would  have 
met  the  eye  of  any  wanderer  throughout  the  length 
and  breadth  of  rural  England.  lienee^  the  master’s 
oblivion  of  this  phase  of  art  excites  no  wonder. 

On  the  other  hand,  he  was  quite  aware  of  the 
existence  of  “  water-colour,”  and  of  its  comparative 
weakness  as  a  material,  evidence  whereof  is  to  be 
discovered  in  two  plays.  Worcester  (“  Henry  IV. 
Part  I.,  Act  V.,  Scene  1)  is  upbraiding  the  king 
for  his  ingratitude,  and  the  base  advantage  he  took 
of  Richard  the  Second’s  protracted  stay  in  Ireland,  to 
seize  the  throne.  The  usurping  monarch  sneers  at 
the  complaint,  and  declares  that  it  is  the  practice  to 
“  articidate  ”  these  things. 

“  To  face  the  garment  of  rebellion 
With  some  fine  colour  that  may  ijlcase  the  eye 
Of  fickle  changelings  and  poor  discontents, 

Which  gai)e  and  ruh  the  elbow  at  the  news 
Of  hurl3f-burly  innovation  : 

And  never  jmt  did  insurrection  want 
Such  water-colours  to  impaint  his  cause  ; 

Nor  moody  beggars,  starving  for  a  time 
Of  25ell-mcll  havoc  and  confusion.” 

Also  in  the  second  part  of  ‘‘  Henry  IV.’’’  (Act  ii.. 
Scene  1),  Falstaffi  in  endeavouring  to  cajole  poor 
Dame  Quickly  to  forego  her  claim  against  him,  and 
when  she  protests  that  if  he  does  not  pay,  “  I  must 
be  fain  to  pawn  both  my  plate  and  the  tapestry  of  my 
dining-chambers,'”  replies  : 

Glasses,  glasses,  is  the  only  drinking ;  and  for 
thy  walls — a  pretty  slight  drollery,  or  the  story  of 
the  Prodigal,  or  the  German  hunting  in  the  tvater- 
work,  is  worth  a  thousand  of  these  bed-hangings,  and 
these  fly-bitten  tapestries.” 

This  cunning  suggestion  of  the  fat  rascally  knight 
distinctly  points  to  water-colour — probably  distemper 
stencilling — as  a  cheap  way  of  pictorially  decorating 
the  rooms  when  denuded  of  their  tapestry. 

By  passages  like  the  foregoing,  an  insight  is 
gained  of  the  great  poet’s  infinite  diversity  of  re¬ 
source,  but  they  only  serve,  however,  to  emphasise 
what  has  long  been  admitted  as  incontrovertible, 
namely,  the  stupendous  amount  of  reserved  strength 
in  him.  Even  after  the  most  sublime  flights  of  his 
genius,  we  still  feel  that  he  had  not  in  the  faintest 
degree  exhausted  his  powers,  and  that  he  never  put 


out  all  he  knew.  So,  after  all  that  has  been  said, 
very  likely  he  did  know  more  about  the  art  of 
painting  itself  tluan  he  has  chosen,  or  thought  he 
had  occasion,  to  show.  Besides,  we  see  that  he  could 
fully  appreciate  the  waywardness  of  Nature  in  her 
bestowal  of  the  divine  fire  which  lights  the  artist’s 
torch.  lie  understands  how  capricious  the  great 
mother  is  in  the  distribution  of  her  gifts,  for  he  tells 
us  by  the  mouth  of  Simonides  in  “  Pericles,”  that 

“ .  .  .  in  framing  artists, 

Art  hath  thus  decreed 

To  make  some  good,  hut  others  to  exceed.” 

Still,  all  this  is  but  a  knowledge  whicli  is  shared  by 
the  million,  and  wholly  incommensurate  with  what 
he  exhibited,  as  I  have  said,  respecting  a  host  of 
other  professions  followed  by  mankind. 

We  must  admit  also  that  the  details  and  technique 
of  music  are  not  entered  upon  much  more  fully  than 
those  of  her  sister-art,  and  no  one  would  pretend  to 
say  that  our  great  poet  was  ignorant  of  music  j  but 
then  that  “  heavenly  maid  ”  is,  even  to  this  day, 
better  understood  by  the  multitude  than  is  the  work 
of  brush  or  pencil,  and  she  appeals  to  a  far  larger 
audience.  Let  it,  however,  be  borne  in  mind,  that 
in  spite  of  what  I  still  think  are  curious  omissions  in 
respect  of  the  limner  and  his  work,  all  that  I  have 
adduced  goes  a  very  little  way  in  his  case  to  prove 
that  he  could  not,  had  he  thought  proper,  have  told 
us  a  great  deal  more  than  he  does  about  the  noble 
profession  so  much  akin  to  his  own. 

“  To  a  mind  like  Shakespeare’s,”  says  Cowden 
Clarke,  “  the  acquisition  of  knowledge  of  all  sorts 
was  like  inhaling  the  air  he  breathed,  a  sheer  vital 
necessity  ;  he  could  no  moi’e  helj)  the  one  than  the 
other,  and  both  he  turned  to  best  account.”  Hence, 
it  will  be  always  open  to  question  whether  his  in¬ 
timacy  with  painters  and  their  profession  was  really 
as  limited  as  I  submit  it  would  seem  to  have  been 
from  what  he  penned.  Like  so  many  more  matters 
concerning  him,  there  is  no  direct  evidence  to  show, 
and  except  upon  the  general  assumption  as  expressed 
by  the  commentator  above  mentioned,  we  have 
nothing  to  guide  us  but  what  is  negative  as  regards 
the  art  of  painting. 
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THE  KEPPLESTONE  PORTEAPr  GALLERY. 


By  JAJIES  DOW. 


PLEASAA'T  trait  in  the  charaetor  of  Sir 
Tliomas  Lawrence  is  recorded  liy  Allan  Cnn- 
ningliani.  The  popular  painter  and  companion  of 


hundreds  more  seemed  to  he  in  the  same  plight.’'’ 
In  respect  of  size  at  least  it  is  not  the  principal 
room  ”  at  Kepplestone  which  is  devoted  to  the  col- 
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princes  was  not  only  fond  of  gathering  line  specimens 
of  the  work  of  his  compeers,  but  of  seeing  their  faces 
about  him.  “  His  principal  room  was  crowded  with 
portraits  in  all  stages  of  study.  Some  had  the  brows, 
eyes,  nose,  and  mouth  touched  in ;  others  had  the 
shoulders  added,  while  a  third  class  exhibited  the 
head  exquisitely  linished,  and  only  abiding  the  leisure 
of  the  artist  to  obtain  a  body.  At  one  time  I  saw 
the  heads  of  Scott,  Campbell,  West,  Fuseli  —  all 
awaiting  their  turn  to  be  exalted  upon  shoulders ; 


lection  of  jiortraits,  nor  did  the  founder  of  the 
collection  enjoy  facilities  which  enabled  a  court 
painter  and  President  of  the  Royal  Academy  to 
cover  his  walls  with  the  faces  of  the  most  distin¬ 
guished  persons  of  his  time.  Yet  so  strong  was 
Mr.  Macdonald’s  love  for  art,  so  well  adapted  were 
his  methods  of  pursuing  the  object  he  had  set  his 
mind  upon,  that  he  was  able  to  found  such  a  jJortrait- 
gallery  of  modern  artists  as  exists  nowhere  else  in 
the  world. 


THE  KEPPLESTONE  PORTRAIT  GALLERY. 


207 


“  My  days  among  the  dead  arc  passed  ; 

Around  me  I  behold, 

Where’er  those  casual  eyes  are  cast, 

The  mighty  minds  of  old,” 

says  Southey,  beautifully,  of  his  books.  Mr.  Mac¬ 
donald,  like  Sir  Thomas  Lawrence,  desired  less  to  be 
surrounded  by  the  mig'hty  dead  than  by  the  illustrious 
living.  The  visitor  who  steps  across  the  threshold 
of  the  Kejjplestone  Portrait  Gallery  finds  himself 


there  has  been  no  partiality  or  exclusive  devotion 
to  one  school.  We  are  all  going  to  heaven,  and 
Vand3  ck  is  of  the  company,^^  whispered  Gainsborough 
from  his  death-bed  to  his  reconciled  rival  Sir  Joshua 
Reynolds.  And  in  this  gallery  the  brotherhood  of 
the  brush  and  the  burin  has  been  recognised  with 
the  utmost  frankness.  There  is  no  rivaliy,  but  on 
the  contrary  the  most  happy  combination  of  catho¬ 
licity  and  distinction  as  represented  by  the  works  or 


JOSEF  ISRAELS. 

(From  the  Picture  by  Himself.) 


suddenly  surrounded  by  some  four-score  faces  pictured 
from  among  those  most  prominent  in  the  world  of 
art  in  England  and  on  the  Continent,  and  chosen  en¬ 
tirely  with  reference  to  their  artistic  claims.  For 
here  we  have  no  intrusion  of  any  foreign  element ; 
the  collection  is  exclusively  artistic.  In  the  whole 
gallery  there  is  no  likeness  of  anyone  who  has  not 
won  distinction  either  as  painter,  sculptor,  engraver, 
draughtsman,  or  architect.  And  while  a  recognised 
position  in  art  has  been  the  only  claim  to  admission. 


features  of  Alma-Tadema  and  Israels,  of  Watts  and 
Millais,  of  Leighton  and  Leader,  of  Barlow  and 
Boulanger,  of  Gerome  and  Rajon,  and  it  must  be 
freely  allowed  that  even  from  the  point  of  view  of 
the  doctor  or  the  drill-sergeant  it  would  not  be  easy 
to  find  four-score  finer  faces,  even  in  mere  physical 
appearance.  The  erratic  painter  Mortimer,  proud  of 
his  bodily  strength,  could  some  generations  back 
speak  of  his  brethren  as  a  collection  of  “  the  halt, 
the  blind,  and  the  maimed.'’^  Judging  by  this 
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JOHN-  S.  SARGENT. 

(From  the  Plcivrc  by  ITimsrlf.) 


colleetinn,  tliere  woiiM  be  small  point  in  any  such 
reproach  if  levelled  at  the  artists  of  to-day.  One 
somewhat  remarkable  feature  of  the  collection,  how¬ 
ever,  is  this  :  that  it  includes  rieither  the  features  nor 
the  work  of  any  woman.  A  few  specimens  of  such 
work  as  that  of  Rosa  Bonhenr  nnA'ht  perhaps  have 
still  further  diversified  with  advantageous  results 
this  very  interesting  and  notable  gallery.  When 
a  laily  wrote  to  the  President  for  the  time  Ijeing 
asking  for  admission  to  the  Royal  Academy,  and 
claiming  that  “  Our  imaginations  are  vivid,  our 
tastes  capable  of  the  highest  refinement,  and  we  only 
wait  your  fostering  care  to  become  all  that  genius 
short  of  your  own  can  aim  at,^^  Fuseli  exclaimed, 
“Mhat  a  termagant  !  But  much  has  happened 
since  then,  and  the  visitor  may  rest  assured  that  no 
similar  feeling  on  the  part  of  the  founder  of  the 
collection  kept  the  artistic  sisterhood  from  being 
represented  at  Kepplestone. 

The  half-dozen  examples  reproduced  in  the  present 
issue,  together  with  the  portraits  of  the  late  Frank 


rioll  and  Mr.  ^V.  P.  Frith  recently  given  in  The  Maga¬ 
zine  OE  Art,  may  be  taken  as  a  very  fair  sample 
of  the  wliole.  All  the  portraits  are  of  the  same  size 
and  shape,  and  unlike  those  of  Sir  Thomas  Lawrence 
already  referred  to,  none  of  them  are  absolutely  want¬ 
ing  in  shoulders.  But  in  all  the  head  is  the  one 
thing  painted,  and  in  different  portraits,  as  may  bo  ex- 
liected,  the  style  differs  very  widely.  The  portrait  of 
the  President  of  the  Royal  Academy,  by  Sir  Frederick 
Leighton  himself,  is  one  of  the  most  pleasing  and 
lifelike  in  the  whole  collection.  (See  p.  2U(i.)  It  is 
also  one  of  the  earlier  works,  having  been  painted 
expressly  for  the  purposes  of  this  collection  in  1882. 
The  reiincd  features  of  the  President  show  admirably 
against  tbe  dark  green  drapery  of  the  background  ; 
and  the  light-coloured  overcoat  and  rich  scarf  harmo¬ 
nise  well  with  the  delicate  llesh  tints  of  this  exceed¬ 
ingly  effective  jucture.  It  is  hardly  too  much  to  say 
that  Sir  .Tohn  Millais  has  rarely  done  anything  better 
in  its  way  than  his  portrait  of  Mr.  du  Maurier.  (See 
p.  211.)  It  is  full  of  life,  force,  and  colour — a  sketch 
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LUKE  FILDES,  E.A. 
(From  the  Picture  by  Himself.) 


it  may  be  said,  but  showing  by  its  strong  individuality 
and  rapid  realisation  the  band  of  a  master.  It  is 
peculiarly  rich  in  colour,  and,  taken  as  a  whole,  may 
be  regarded  as  a  remarkable  portrait  of  a  remarkable 
man.  Slightly  perhaps,  but  certainly  not  far  behind 
the  Du  Maurier  j^icture,  is  Sir  John  Millais^  full-face 
portrait  of  himself  painted  in  1883.  A  side-face 
portrait  of  the  same  distinguished  artist  had  formerly 
been  painted  by  Mr.  George  Reid  for  Mr.  Macdonald  ; 
both  are  excellent  portraits  as  well  as  admirable  pic¬ 
tures.  In  striking  contrast  with  his  own  work,  but 
displaying  qualities  which  have  drawn  forth  the  ex¬ 
pression  of  Sir  John  Millais’  warmest  admiration  is 
Josef  Israels’  portrait  of  himself.^  (See  p.  207.)  It  is 
painted  on  a  panel  with  a  combination  of  solidity  and 
delicacy  of  touch ;  and  though  some  who  know  the 
great  painter  well  take  certain  exceptions  to  the  like¬ 
ness,  there  can  be  no  two  opinions  as  to  the  power 
of  the  picture.  Even  if  the  expression  of  the  features 
may  not  be  absolutely  exact,  the  tone  of  feeling  and, 
so  to  speak,  the  likeness  of  the  painter’s  mind  are 


unquestionably  here.  It  is  easy  for  anyone  familiar 
with  the  work,  though  not  with  the  features  of  the 
painter,  to  perceive  that  this  picture  gives  a  true 
and  sympathetic  presentment  of  the  artist  who 
painted  “The  Sleepers.”  One  of  the  gems  of  the 
gallery  is  unquestionably  the  portrait  of  Mr.  G.  F. 
Watts  from  his  own  easel.  From  the  mature  and 
mellow  brilliancy  of  the  colour  in  this  work  one 
might  almost  imagine  that  it  had  been  painted  for 
many  generations.  The  artist  in  his  brown  painting 
robe  conjures  up  the  idea  of  a  Doge  of  Venice.  This 
portrait  is  of  peculiar  interest  and  value,  both  on 
account  of  the  fidelity  of  the  likeness  and  because 
it  gives  an  admirable  example  of  the  sincerity  and 
thoroughness  of  the  artist.  In  a  different  yet  charm¬ 
ing  style  Mr.  Pettie  has  executed  several  portraits  for 
the  collection,  including  a  side  view  of  his  own  face 
remarkably  rich  in  colour,  and  dashing  in  execution. 
Flis  portrait  of  Mr.  Thomas  Faed  is  one  of  the  most 
striking  of  his  pictures  here,  and  is  indeed  a  marvel 
of  rich  colour  and  rapid  broad  effect.  The  portrait  of 
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]\r.  J.  L.  Gei’oine,  ]iaiute(l  by  biinselt'  so  recently  as 
]SSG,  is  inueli  move  lii^'hly  tiuislied,  ami  belongs  to 
an  entirely  different  school  of  art  ;  the  artist  com¬ 
bines  strength  with  delicacy  of  touch  in  a  remarkable 
degree,  and  besides  being  a  charming  picture  the 
work  is  an  excellent  portrait.  The  ch'ar-cut  refined 
features  of  the  late  Paul  Rajon  are  also  admirably 
rendered  in  a  careful  and  s])irited  picture  from  his 
own  easel.  \bin  Ilaauen,  who  is  a  master  iu  the 
IccJni/qiii’  as  well  as  in  the  insjiiration  of  his  art, 
contiabutes  a  ])iiiirait  cl  himself  winch  might  be 
taken  for  Venetian.  Of  the  work  of  the  late  (1.  R. 
lloiilanger  there  is  a  good  e.vamjde  in  the  head  ot 
i\r.  Charles  (iarnier,  the  eminent  French  architect. 
iMaiiv  of  the  heads  in  tins  gallery  are  highly 


as  showing  what  artists  whom  everybody  thinks  of 
in  connection  with  dreamy  landscapes  can  do  in  the 
way  of  delineating  “the  human  face  divine.”  The 
jiortrait  of  Mr.  T.  O.  Rarlow,  11. A.,  b}'  Air.  Onless, 
is  interesting  as  giving  one  more  representation  of 
features  frequently  reproduced  ;  in  this  ])icture  Air. 
Onless  is  at  his  best,  and  in  his  own  ])ortrait  also  he 
is  admirable.  Over  half  a  hundred  of  these  portraits 
have  been  painted  by  the  artists  themselves,  and  the 
advantages  of  this  method  are  the  most  clearly 
obvious  to  those  most  intimately  acquainted  with  the 
art.  “  No  man  ever  yet  hated  his  own  ilesh,”  and 
surely  the  ])ainter  has  tlie  best  ojiportunity  of  doing 
justice  to  bis  own  portrait.  Nothing  after  a  good 
subjei't  is  more  desirable  than  a  favourable  mood,  and 


JULES  liKETON. 

{From  the  Picture  by  Himself.  Fiii/rarcd  by  M.  Klinldchl.) 


interesting,  ajiart  even  from  the  intrinsic  merit  of  the 
work.  A  melancholy  charm  attaches  to  a  portrait  of 
the  late  Randoljih  Caldecott,  executed  shortly  before 
he  last  sailed  for  America.  Self-execnted  portraits  by 
Alessrs.  11.  W.  Leader  and  Birket  Foster  are  curious 


in  this  respect,  also,  the  painter  has  a  freedom  of 
choice  in  dealing  with  his  own"  features  that  he  can 
secure  in  the  case  of  no  other  sitter.  Alany  artists  of 
high  ability,  before  and  since  the  days  of  Rembrandt, 
have  achieved  decided  success  in  reproducing  their 
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own  features,  and  in  the  Kepplestone  Portrait  Gallery 
there  is  ample  evidenee  that  the  practice  is  one  which 
may  still  be  cultivated  with  highly  advantageous  re¬ 
sults.  In  addition  to  other  advantages,  the  oppor¬ 
tunity  of  seeing  artists  as  they  see  themselves  must 
afford  an  added  insight  into  their  characters  and  their 
aspirations. 

In  walking  round  this  gallery,  it  is  natural  to 
think  of  how  so  many  treasures  of  art,  and  in  a  sense 
treasures  of  history,  came  to  be  brought  together  in 
the  neighbourhood  of  the  city  which,  three  hundred 
years  ago,  gave  birth  to  Jameson,  “  the  Scottish 
Vandyck,'’'’  and  which  numbers  “  Spanish  Phillip 
among  her  modern  children.  Though  he  was  able  to 


artists  which  would  have  done  honour  to  a  peer  of 
the  highest  rank  or  to  a  statesman  of  the  loftiest 
jrosition.  Edmund  Burke,  writing  from  Beaconsfield, 
says,  “  It  was  but  the  other  day  that  on  putting 
in  order  some  thinors  which  had  been  broken  here  on 

o 

my  taking  leave  of  London  for  ever,  I  looked  over  a 
number  of  fine  portraits,  most  of  them  of  persons  now 
dead,  but  whose  society  in  my  better  days  made  this 
a  proud  and  happy  plaee,^'’  and  he  goes  on  to  tell 
how  Sir  Joshua  painted  Lord  Keppel’s  portrait  and 
was  “  a  common  friend  of  us  both,  with  whom  we 
lived  for  many  years  without  a  moment  of  coldness, 
of  peevishness,  of  jealousy,  or  of  pain  to  the  day 
of  our  final  separation.'’'’  These  were  the  terms. 


GEOEQB  DU  MAUEIEE. 

(From  the  Picture  by  Sir  John  Millaix,  Dart.,  R.A.  Engraved  by  M.  Klinlcicht.) 


render  great  services  to  his  native  place  and  to  the 
cause  of  art,  there  can  be  no  doubt  that  the  late  Mr. 
Macdonald  would  have  accomplished  much  more  had 
the  three-score  years  and  ten  been  allotted  him  He 
had  a  love  for  art,  and  a  relish  for  the  society  of 


also,  on  which  the  founder  of  the  Kep})lestone  collec¬ 
tion  lived  with  many  artist-friends,  and  it  was  his 
endeavour,  both  by  bringing  fast  friends  and  fine 
portraits  together,  to  make  his  home  ‘^‘'a  proud  and 
happy  place. All  too  soon  the  generous  and  genial 


212 


THE  MAGAZINE  OF  ART. 


collector  was  taken^  and  even  since  these  articles  were 
beg'im  men  such  as  Rajon,  Richard  Ansdell,  R.A., 
Thomas  AYebster,  R.A.,  Samuel  Cousins,  R.A.,  the 
enoT'raver,  Robert  Ilerdman  of  the  Scotch  school,  and 
Frank  IIoll,  R.A.,  whose  portraits  IMr.  IMacdonald 
had  brought  about  him,  have  “  gone  over  to  the 
majority.'’^  It  is  all  the  more  satisfactory  to  relleet 
that  when  once  the  idea  of  founding  this  unique 
gallei'V  of  artists’  portraits  took  hold  of  him,  the 
founder  })ursued  it  with  all  his  wonted  tact  and 
ardour,  and  was  thus  able  before  his  lamented  death 
to  bring  it  to  a  state  of  wonderful  completeness. 
It  was  no  easv  matter  within  a  space  of  four  years 
or  thereby  to  Ijring  together  this  unique  collection. 
Yet  it  liad  not  been  begun  at  the  beginning  of  the 
decade,  and  Mr.  IMacdonald  died  in  ISSd.  The  story 
of  its  rise  and  progress  may  lie  hrielly  and  simply 
told. 

In  October,  1880,  Mr.  Macdonald  expected  a 
visit  from  IMr.  Millais,  and  spoke  to  his  friend  and 
neighbour,  Air.  George  Reid,  of  his  desire  to  have 
a  sketch  of  the  famous  artist’s  head.  St.  Luke’s, 
then  JMr.  Reid’s  usual  home,  to  which  he  pays  a 
visit  of  some  duration  every  summer,  lies  close  by 
Kepplestone  House,  and  on  the  second  day  Air. 
Millais  strolled  over  to  the  studio  to  enjoy  his  smoke 
after  breakfast,  and  give  IMr.  Reid  a  sitting.  No 
work  could  well  have  lieen  executed  under  more 
favourable  auspices,  for  the  studio  is  charmingly 
situated  and  the  sitting  was  merely  pastime — at  least, 
to  the  more  famous  of  the  two  painters.  The  same 
ju'ocess  was  repeated  next  day,  and  the  progress  was 
so  good  that  IMr.  IMillais  proposed  to  take  round  the 
picture,  could  a  frame  be  found,  and  surprise  his  host 
by  a  sight  of  it  when  he  returned  from  the  City  in 
the  afternoon.  The  frame  of  another  ])icture  which 
happened  to  be  in  the  studio  at  the  time  was  ap¬ 


propriated,  the  little  ‘^surprise”  was  carried  out,  and 
Air.  jMacdonald  was  highly  delighted.  This  was  the 
first  picture  in  the  portrait  collection,  and  it  is  a  very 
admirable  work.  Next  July  Air.  C.  S.  Keene  of  the 
Pnach  staff  paid  a  visit  to  Air.  IMacdonald,  and  the 
])rocess  uas  repeated.  Charles  Lamb  was  no  greater 
lover  of  the  weed  ”  nor  anything  like  such  a  con- 
noi.sseur  in  pipes  as  Air.  Keene.  And  it  so  happened 
that  his  portrait  was  painted  by  Air.  Reid  with  a  pipe 
in  his  mouth,  a  peculiar  short  little  pipe,  of  the  very 
old-fashioned  sort  sometimes  picked  up  in  the  mud  of 
the  Thames  foreshore,  and  which  was  then  in  special 
favour  with  the  genial  draughtsman.  The  expres¬ 
sion  of  quiet,  delicious  satisfaction  in  the  face  of  the 
smoker  is  infectious,  and  must  have  been  the  result, 
in  some  degree,  of  a  fellow-feeling  on  the  part  of  the 
artist.  By-and-by,  in  August  of  the  same  year,  came 
another  admirable  subject  ”  in  the  person  of  Air. 
J.  C.  Hook,  who  had  been  painting  out-of-doors  in 
Orkney  or  Shetland  for  a  couple  of  months,  and  who 
brought  liaek  an  eye  keen  as  a  hawk,  and  a  complexion 
brown  as  a  berry.  His  portrait  in  the  collection  is  an 
admirable  and  very  pleasing-  picture,  altogether  apart 
from  its  \uilue  as  a  likeness.  Air.  Hook  having  been 
successfully  dealt  with.  Air.  P.  H.  Calderon  was  Air. 
Reid’s  next  sitter  for  the  gallery.  Air.  Alacdonald 
next  induced  Air.  Pettie,  Air.  Orchardson,  Air.  Hodg¬ 
son,  and  others  to  paint  their  own  portraits,  and 
his  appetite  r-apidly  grew  by  what  it  fed  on.  He 
was  a  constant  guest  at  the  lianquets  of  the  Royal 
Academy,  and  during  his  visit  of  1882  he  succeeded 
in  booking  “ever  so  many”  members  of  the  Academy 
for  their  portraits.  Sir  Frederick  Leighton  among  the 
number.  This  process  was  repeated  year  by  year  till 
the  time  of  Air.  Alacdonald’s  death,  and  even  since 
that  time  his  widow  has  laboured  most  loyally  and 
successfully  in  bringing  his  designs  to  completion. 


ANCIENT  AET  IN  CEYLON. 
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IN  few  countries  are  the  remains  of  ancient  art 
more  interesting  than  in  certain  districts  of  the 
interior  of  Ceylon,  though  but  little  is  known  to  the 
antiquary  or  the  traveller  of  the  ruins  which  it  is 
proposed  to  illustrate  in  this  paper.  The  sites  of 
ancient  cities,  some  of  which  flourished  before  Britain 
was  visited  by  civilised  mankind,  attest  a  former 
greatness  difficult  to  realise  by  those  who  witness  the 
present  condition  of  Ceylon  and  its  people. 

For  many  leagues  the  face  of  the  north-central 
districts  of  the  island  is  strewn  with  the  dust  of 
centuries,  testifying  to  the  former  greatness  of  a 


CAPPER. 

kingdom  the  glories  of  which  have  long  since  passed 
away.  When  our  ancestors  were  dwellers  in  mud 
hovels,  this  island  of  the  Indian  Ocean  contained  a 
city  of  vast  extent  and  much  architectural  pretension, 
the  remains  of  which  still  exist  in  great  profusion, 
defying  the  ravages  of  time.  Anuradhapoora  (“  the 
city  of  a  thousand  kings  ”),  the  earliest  capital  of 
Sinhalese  sovereigns,  dating  B.c.  4.50,  is  reputed 
to  have  covered  an  extent  of  ground  little  less  than 
that  now  occupied  by  London.  To-day  its  site  is 
thickly  strewn  with  ruins,  many  of  singular  beauty ; 
whilst  the  remains  of  palaces  and  temples,  of  huge 
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“dagobas  or  relie-slirines,  bear  witness  to  a  civili¬ 
sation  and  a  iiojwlation  far  beyond  those  of  the 
island  at  the  present  time.  These  remarkable  ruins 
are  no  longer  overgrown  by  dense  forest.  Care  has 
been  taken  by  successive  governors  of  Ceylon  thatj 
so  far  as  practicable,  the  dire  effects  of  jungle  growth 
shall  be  arrested.  Lofty  trees  have  been  felled, 
undergrowth  removed,  and  roads  have  been  opened 
through  the  more  iuteresting  portions  of  these  ruins, 
so  that  the  tourist  can  drive  along  green  lanes  and 
pleasant  avenues  flanked  by  monuments  of  other 


nine  storeys  high  looked  out  upon  the  city,  were 
silent  witnesses  of  much  historical  romance  and  some 
tragedy.  Beneath  the  brazen  roof  of  that  huge  pile 
a  queen  of  Lanka  met  her  doom  as  few  sovereigns  of 
the  West  have  done.  Anula,  the  ruler  of  that  day, 
bold  but  unlovable,  beleaguered  by  overwhelming 
hostile  forces,  without  a  hope  of  help  and  conscious 
of  her  fate  if  captured,  made  a  funeral  pile  of  all 
that  was  rich  and  choice  within  its  hundred  chambers 
and  many  corridors,  and  with  her  own  hands  fired 
the  heap  of  costly  cloths  and  rich  brocades,  rare 
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times,  where  for  centuries  imposing  processions 
passed  on  gala  days  from  palace  to  temple  and 
dagoba,  in  celebration  of  Buddhist  high  festivals. 

Stories  in  stones  may  be  found  in  rich  profusion 
where  the  wreck  of  fallen  dynasties  abound,  scattered 
broadcast  along  those  thoroughfares,  once  trod  by 
priests,  by  warriors,  and  kings.  Thanks  to  stone 
writings  on  the  walls  of  Lankans  palaces,  and  many 
tomes  of  well-kept  pali  records,  the  history  of  every 
lofty  dagoba  and  stately  palace  and  monastery,  the 
story  of  their  downfall,  with  all  the  deep  romance  of 
ruin  attendant  on  the  train  of  conquering  hordes  from 
Southern  India,  are  known  to  those  who  have  learnt 
where  and  how  to  read. 

A  hundred  pillars  finely  proportioned,  still  stand¬ 
ing  where  two  thousand  years  ago  a  brazen  palace 
*  Literally  “  caskets.” 


garniture  and  carved  work,  and,  defying  the  invaders 
of  her  realm,  died  in  the  blazing  ruin,  ransoming  her 
liberty  with  her  life.f 

The  story  as  here  related  points  to  much  of  this 
palace  having  been  of  wood.  According  to  pali 
chronicles  an  audience-hall  was  in  the  centre  of  the 
building,  resplendent  with  gems  and  beads,  the 
ceiling  supported  by  golden  pillars  resting  on  stone 
lions ;  in  the  centre  was  an  ivory  throne,  having  a 
golden  sun  and  a  silver  moon  on  either  side,  whilst 
above  all  glittered  the  imperial  ‘^Chatta^^ — the  white 
canopy  of  dominion. 

The  highly  ornamented  wing-walls  of  the  flight 
of  stone  steps  leading  to  a  platform  hewn  from  the 
rock,  shown  in  the  illustration  on  this  page,  are  good 

t  This  incident,  not  found  in  the  chronicles,  was  related  by  a 
Buddhist  priest  at  Anuradhapoora  a  few  years  ago. 
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specimens  of  wliat  were  known  to  early  Sinhalese 
huihlers  as  “  dorakottowa  dewiyos/'  or  o'uardians  of 
the  approaches,  of  which  numerous  examples  are  to 

be  found  amongst  the  pala¬ 
tial  and  monastic  ruins  at 
Anuradhai)Oora.  The  g'ro- 
tesque  demon  iigures  shown 
on  the  exterior  of  these 
wing- walls  were  supposed 
to  he  endowed  with  a  mys¬ 
terious  power,  vested  in 
their  intense  hideonsuess,  of 
scaring  away  enemies  of 
Euddhism  from  any  ap- 
])roaeh  to  the  spot.  On  the 
inner  side  of  these  same 
wing -walls  were  usually 
-  earv'ed  in  high  relief  figures 
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trees,  and  other  natural  ob¬ 
jects  ;  whilst  at  the  base  of  the  steps,  on  either  side, 
was  a  carved  “dwarpaO’  stone,  or  janitor,  though  in 
the  present  instance  these  are  absent.  The  building 
with  which  this  was  connected  was  constructed  by 
King  Dutugamina  (about  B.c.  100),  after  and  in  com- 
niemoratiou  of  his  victory  over  Elala,  the  Tamil  usurper 
of  his  throne.  For  many  years  a  wanderer  amongst 
the  mountain  fastnesses  of  the  central  country,  or 
hidden  in  the  cave  temples  of  Dambool,  Hiitugamina, 
the  descendant  of  a  line  of  Sinhalese  sovereigns,  at 
length  took  heart,  g'athered  about  him  a  large  follow¬ 
ing  of  his  subjects,  and  waged  war  with  the  usurper 
outside  the  walls  of  the  capital.  During  three  suc¬ 
cessive  days  the  battle  raged  with  fury  and  heavy 
slaughter  on  both  sides,  when  Dutugamina,  grieved 
at  the  loss  of  so  many  of  his  sulijects,  and  wishful 
to  spare  the  lives  of  others,  defied  Elala  to  single 
combat.  The  bold  challenge  was  accepted,  and  each 
commander,  mounted  on  his  war  elephant,  fully 
equipped  and  armed  with  buckler,  sword,  and  javelin, 
went  forth,  in  the  presence  of  the  opposing  armies, 
to  decide  in  their  own  ])ersons  the  right  to  claim  the 
victory  and  the  throne.  After  a  protracted  and 
desperate  encounter  Elala  fell,  pierced  by  his  rival’s 
javelin,  upon  which  Dutugamina  was  ])roclaimed 
king,  and  greeted  as  such  by  the  two  armies.  The 
victor,  generous  in  his  triumph,  raised  a  lofty  dagoba 
or  shrine  over  Elala’s  grave,  at  the  same  time  issuing 
an  edict  enjoining  all  chiefs  in  the  future,  on  pass¬ 
ing  that  spot,  hallowed  by  the  remains  of  a  gallant 
warrior,  to  descend  from  their  palanquins,  and  cause 
the  music  of  their  bands  to  cease  until  Ijeyoud  its 
limits.  The  royal  injunction  has  been  well  observed 
even  in  modern  times,  for  it  is  related  that  in  181G 
a  Kaudian  chief  who  had  made  an  unsuccessful 
attempt  at  rebellion  against  the  British,  was  flying 


for  his  life  through  that  ])art  of  the  country;  hard 
pressed  as  he  was,  and  weary  in  his  flight,  he  never¬ 
theless  alighted  from  his  litter  and  walked  reverently 
past  the  venerated  monument. 

The  dagobas  of  Ceylon  are  undoubtedly  the  oldest 
in  the  world.  The  term  dagoba,  or  casket,  was  be¬ 
stowed  upon  them  by  reason  of  their  being  usually 
the  receptacles  of  some  reputed  relic  of  Buddha. 
They  are  generally  of  one  form,  fuit  differ  very  con¬ 
siderably  in  size,  some  being  two  hundred  feet  in 
height,  while  others  are  not  nmre  than  sixty  or 
seventy  feet  high. 

At  the  base  of  most  of  the  steps  leading  to 
j)alaees  and  shrines  are  to  be  seen  to  this  day 
elaborately  carved  “  moonstones,”  semicircular  in 
form,  on  the  face  of  which  are  concentric  rows  of 
the  figures  of  strange  animals,  birds,  and  the  lotus 
llower.  There  is  little,  if  any,  variation  in  the 
carvings  of  those  found  at  Anuradhapoora.  That 
which  is  shown  here  is  a  copy  of  one  situated  at 
the  base  of  steps  leading  to  a  large  preaching-hall  in 
what  is  believed  to  have  been  a  jialace  of  King 
Dutugamina.  The  face  of  this  stone  is  in  good 
]u'eservation,  and  the  circles  of  figures  covering  its 
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surface  still  stand  out  in  bold  and  clear  relief,  but 
little  touched  by  decay — a  fact  explained  by  the 
extreme  dryness  of  the  climate  in  that  part  of  the 
island,  where  rain  seldom  falls.  It  may  be  observed 
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that  the  face  of  the  lowest  step  is  ornamented  with 
three  squat  figures  of  strange  beings,  such  as  are 
commonly  found  on  the  remains  of  ancient  edifices 
in  Ceylon,  whilst  on  the  face  of  each  of  the  upper 
steps  there  is  but  one  central  figure.  These  moon¬ 
stones  are  not  found  in  any  Buddhist  ruins  of  other 
countries,  and  appear  to  be  peculiar  to  Ceylon.  The 
outer  face  of  the  right  wing-wall  is  covered  by  one 
of  the  strange  and  hideous  figures  shown  on  a  larger 
scale  in  the  illustration  on  the  opposite  page,  whilst 
the  inner  face  of  the  left  wing-wall  is  adorned  by 
a  number  of  grotes(|ue  but  not  repulsive  figures.  At 
the  base  of  such  wing-walls  may  frequently  be  seen 
carved  figures  in  stone  representative  of  the  Buddhist 
emblem  of  protection  (the  seven-headed  cobra),  which, 
with  distended  hoods  pointing  in  different  directions, 
were  believed  to  indicate  watchfulness — hence  their 
position,  overlooking  the  approach  by  way  of  the 
moonstone.  (See  opposite.) 

Amongst  the  many  specimens  of  mural  sculpture 
to  be  met  with  in  the  existing  ruins  of  Anuradhapoora 
is  one  (an  illustration  from  which  is  here  shown,  and 
which  may  be  taken  as  a  fair  representation  of  the 
sculptiu’e  of  that  early  period)  which  it  is  evident  had 
attained  some  considerable 
degree  of  excellence.  The 
figures  represent  a  man  and 
a  woman  seated,  their  flow¬ 
ing  hair  intertwined,  and 
their  figures  admirably  ren¬ 
dered. 

The  group  formed  a  por¬ 
tion  of  a  terrace  front  on 
the  first  of  three  flights  of 
stone  steps  cut  on  the  face 
of  a  lofty  rock  leading  up 
to  the  entrance  of  what  is 
now  known  as  the  “  Isuru- 
maniya'’^  Vihare,  or  Bud¬ 
dhist  Sanctuary  (the  correct 
name  of  which,  according 
to  the  Muhawanso,  is  “  Is- 
sara  Moonie  said  to  have 
been  the  work  of  King 
Dewenipiatissa,  b.c.  306, 
at  about  the  period  when 
Buddhism  was  introduced 
into  Ceylon  by  the  mis¬ 
sionary  Mahindo.  It  is 
one  of  the  many  rock-temples  which  this  zealous 
convert  to  the  new  faith  caused  to  be  constructed 
in  various  parts  of  the  country.  There  are  at  the 
present  time  but  few  remains  of  the  terraces  and 
stone  steps  except  the  mural  sculpture  here  shown, 
and  one  of  a  kindred  nature  on  the  opposite  side  of 
the  terrace,  this  group  being  on  the  right  hand  of 


the  steps  leading  to  the  unimposing  entrance  to  the 
cavernous  Vihare  above.  The  structure,  even  in 
its  ruins,  is  remarkable  for  the  beauty  of  its  carvings, 
the  latter  being  equally  effective  in  the  bold  yet 
graceful  mouldings  as  in  the  ornamentation  of  the 
steps  and  lion.  Over  it  there  was  evidently  at  one 
time  a  roof,  and  it  is  probable  that  this  structure 
formed  a  portion  of  the  large  hall  roofed  in  for  the 
reception  of  the  preacher,  the  remainder  of  the  build¬ 
ing  being  left  open  for  occupation  by  the  hearers. 
It  was  doubtless  the  custom  then,  as  at  the  present 
time,  in  Ceylon  for  the  officiating  monks  to  hold 
forth  to  the  people  on  moonlight  nights,  seated 
beneath  an  ornamental  canopy,  and  screened  from 
public  gaze  by  light  drapery. 

Prominent  amongst  the  Buddhist  Vihares  in  this 
island  are  those  known  as  the  '‘cave  temples-’^  at 
Dambool,  which  the  traveller  passes  on  his  journey 
from  Kandy  to  Pollonaruwa,  the  second  ancient 
capital  of  the  island.  They  form  a  group  of  five 
temples,  excavated  from  a  huge  rock  which  rises  six 
hundred  feet  above  the  plain  on  which  it  stands, 
closely  adjoining  the  high-road,  whence  a  narrow 
path  leads  past  a  "  pansela,'’^  or  monks^  dwelling,  to 

the  principal  entrance,  as 
shown  on  the  next  page. 

The  stone  doorway  to 
this  the  “  Maha  Dewa 
Dewale,^’’  or  “  temple  of  the 
great  god,^^  is  profusely 
ornamented  with  figures  of 
Hindu  deities,  whilst  within 
the  entry  is  placed  a  sedeut 
figure  of  Buddha,  seven  feet 
high,  cut  '  from  the  solid 
rock.  This  portion  of  the 
sanctuary  was  constructed 
by  King  Walegam  Bahu, 
B.c.  80.  A  far  larger  and 
more  imposing  chamber  is 
the  "  Maha  Vihare,^'’  or 
"  great  temple,^^  measuring 
one  hundred  and  sixty  feet 
by  fifty  feet.  In  this 
spacious  excavation  are  up¬ 
wards  of  fifty  figures  of 
Buddha,  ranged  in  grim  and 
solemn  order,  many  larger 
than  life  -  size.  Besides 
these,  there  is  a  figure  of  the  King  Walegam  Baha; 

whilst  behind  the  rows  of  Buddhas  are  numerous 
highly  -  coloured  frescoes,  illustrating  the  deeds  of 

Hindu  and  Sinhalese  heroes,  and  especially  incidents 
connected  with  the  early  history  of  the  island,  from  the 
landing  of  the  first  Indian  settlers  under  Wijayo,  to 
the  planting  of  the  sacred  Bo-tree  at  Anuradhapoora. 
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The  deep  gdooin  of  this  large  chaml)er,  with  its 
many  tigures  and  paintings  bnt  dimly  discernible  in 
tlie  faint  light,  strikes  the  visitor  in  strange  con¬ 
trast  to  the  bright  sunshine  ami  rich  foliage  without. 


in  the  exercise  of  mystic  rites  in  honour  of  old-world 
deities.  When  King  Waligam  Balm,  b.c.  75,  fled 
from  Anuradhapoora  before  invading  JMalabars,  he 
sought  refuge  within  the  dark  recesses  of  this  rock- 


STONE  DOOKWAY,  DAMBOOIi  CAVE  TEMl'LE. 
(I'Jiniravrd  ht/  ir.  riorJiasr.) 


Other  chamliers,  smaller  in  size,  contain  tigures  of 
Buddha  in  various  attitudes,  as  w^ell  as  a  rudely 
executed  w'ooden  figure  of  Rajah  Kirti  Sri  Nis- 
sanga,  who  added  much  to  the  decorations  of  this 
slirine. 

How  much  of  the  cavities  in  which  these  shrines 
are  located  are  natural  and  how  much  artificial,  is  an 
open  question.  According  to  tradition,  caves  existed 
in  this  rock  long  before  the  colonisation  of  Ceylon 
by  Wijayo,  and  at  a  date  prior  to  the  introduction  of 
Buddhism  priests  of  the  existing  religion  used  them 


tenqile,  where  for  a  number  of  years  he  eluded  all 
search  by  his  enemies.  Kventually  he  was  able  to 
drive  out  the  invaders  and  regain  his  kingdom,  wdien 
gratitude  to  the  monks  who  had  aided  his  conceal¬ 
ment  induced  him  to  expend  considerahle  sums  in 
the  enlargement  and  re-decoration  of  the  Hambool 
shrines.  At  a  later  period  King  Kirti  Nissanga 
added  much  to  the  adornment  and  furnishing  of  the 
interior  by  means  of  gilding  and  paintings,  wdience 
it  derived  the  name  of  I  he  “Cave  of  the  Golden 
Bock.” 
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By  M.  S.  TAYLOR. 


rpHE  Corrodi  family  (of  Italian  origin,  as  the  name 
J-  denotes)  have  been  always  men  of  letters  or 
artists ;  they  were  Protestants,  and  being  persecuted 
at  the  period  of  the  Waldensian  persecution  in  Milan, 


esteemed,  the  force  and  depth  of  colour  of  oil- 
paintings.  His  speciality  is  the  faithful  rendering 
of  the  colour  and  character  of  the  Italian  landscape, 
which,  as  all  artists  know,  presents  so  many  diffi- 


PEOFESSOE  HEEJIANN  COEEODI. 
(From  a  Pen,  Drawing  by  Himself.) 


they  expatriated  themselves  and  went  first  to  Germany 
and  afterwards  to  Switzerland,  where  they  settled. 
The  ancestors  of  the  subject  of  the  present  memoir 
obtained  the  citizenship  of  the  city  of  Zurich,  where 
they  had  established  themselves,  and  later,  for  services 
rendered  to  the  city,  were  nominated  “  Patricians  ” 
of  Zurich.  Solomon  Corrodi  (the  father  of  Hermann) 
was  the  son  of  a  Protestant  pastor.  He  was  born  in 
1810,  and  was  the  first  of  the  family  to  return  to 
Italy,  the  country  of  his  ancestors.  He  established 
himself  in  Rome  as  a  water-colour  painter,  and  was 
noted  for  giving  to  his  works,  which  were  much 
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culties  to  the  painter.  This  venerable  artist  is  called 
the  Nestor  of  water-colour  painters  in  Italy,  and 
there  is  no  more  respected  figure  in  artistic  circles 
in  Rome. 

His  son  Hermann  was  born  in  1844,  during  a 
summer  sojourn  of  his  parents  at  Frascati.  His  real 
vocation  for  art  was  displayed  at  a  very  early  ag’e, 
not  so  much  in  attempts  at  execution,  as  in  a  per¬ 
ception  of  the  beauties  of  nature  and  a  desire  to 
contemplate  them  undisturbed,  singularly  unusual 
in  a  very  young  child.  No  doubt  also  the  surround¬ 
ings  and  associations  of  his  earliest  years  contributed 
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to  make  him  a  painter,  while  he  was  y'it'ted  in  an 
extraordinary  degree  with  what  may  Ije  called  eye- 
memor}'.  A  friend  to  whom  Oorrodi  himself  narrated 
the  story  gave  me  a  singular  instance  of  this.  He 
states  that  certain  elfeets  in  nature  and  certain  impres¬ 
sions  of  subjects  and  landscapes  have  remained  clearly 
pictured  in  his  mind  from  the  age  of  six  years,  and 


chains  of  verdure  formed  hy  their  woven  hranehes. 
The  small  painter  in  embryo  was  so  absorbed  in 
studying  these  effects  that  he  tumbled  into  the  water, 
but  his  cries  fortunately  brought  his  nurse  and  jiarents 
to  the  spot  in  time  to  save  him.  Twenty  years  later 
Corrodi  made  a  charming  picture  of  this  little  corner 
of  Ital  lan  woodlaiul  with  its  fountain  and  its  minia- 


A  STUDY  OF  LANDSCAPE. 

(Froi)i  an  Etrhiinj  hy  Ifcrmnnu  Corro(ri.) 


that  twenty  years  later  he  ])ainted  what  he  considered 
one  of  his  best  pictures  from  an  imjtression  received 
at  that  early  age.  His  parents  were  ])a.ssing  the 
summer  of  ISbH  at  Frascati  inhabiting  the  Villa 
Piccolomini,  and  little  Hermann  having  eseajied  from 
the  custody  of  his  nurse,  set  off  to  enjoy  the  beauties 
of  nature  alone  in  the  park  of  the  villa.  The  child 
was  transfixed  by  the  charm  of  a  little  fountain  with 
a  small  lake  of  perfectly  limpid  water  in  which  were 
reflected  the  tall  trees  growing  around,  with  the 


ture  lake,  just  as  it  had  ]»resented  itself  to  his  childish 
eyes,  with  the  exception  that  instead  of  his  own 
infantile  figure,  it  is  a  nymph  who  is  pensively  ad¬ 
miring  the  reflections  in  the  lim])id  water.  Hermann 
Corrodi’s  first  studies,  and  those  of  his  brother  Arnold, 
who  was  fourteen  months  younger  than  himself,  were 
made  at  Rome  under  the  direction  of  their  father. 

According  to  the  ideas  of  the  family,  academic 
instruction  in  Rome  at  that  time  was  quite  insuf¬ 
ficient,  and  later  the  two  young  students  were  sent 
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to  Germany,  and  tliey  also  })assed  some  time  with 
Cahime  at  Geneva.  It  will  he  seen  later  why  it  is 
impossible  to  follow  the  career  oi‘  young  Hermann  at 
this  period  without  frecjuont  reference  to  his  brother. 

The  elder  had  now  dedicated  himself  by  preference 
to  genre  and  landscape  painting,  the  younger  to  genre 
and  historical  pictures. 

Hermann  always  declares  himself  to  have  been 
immensely  dominated  by  the  intluence  of  his  gifted 
cadet.  The  brothers  were  literally  inseparable,  and 
the  affection  existing  between  them  was  like  that 


vVfter  having  exhibited  in  Germany  in  18(18 — 
ilrst  in  Rerliu  and  afterwards  in  Vienna,  where,  in 
1879,  they  both  gained  medals — they  went  to  Paris, 
and  remained  for  several  years  either  in  thccajutal  or 
its  environs,  having  a  little  jjied  a  lerre  at  Rongival 
on  the  ycine.  These  years  must  he  considered  tlie 
most  decisive  in  determining  the  bent  and  style  of 
their  paintings. 

They  were  both  seized  with  enthusiasm  for  the 
French  school,  and  from  this  time  dates  a  complete 
change  in  their  treatment  of  subjects  and  mode  of 
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THE  MADONNA  OF  CHIOGGIA. 

{From  the  Picture  b/j  Hermann  Corr.di.  H/n/ravul  Inj  P.  Kahdanann.') 


which  is  usually  found  between  twin  children,  rather 
than  the  ordinary  fraternal  sentiment.  Their  passion 
for  art,  for  poetry,  and  for  the  beautiful  in  nature, 
united  them  still  further,  and  was  the  point  of  de¬ 
parture  of  all  their  ideas  and  of  all  that  inspired 
their  works.  The  great  and  acknowledged  talents  of 
Arnold  Corrodi— talents  all  too  soon  lost  to  the  world 
of  art — together  with  his  great  quickness  and  delicacy 
of  mind,  aroused  a  sort  of  generous  enthusiasm  in  the 
soul  of  his  brother  which  greatly  influenced  his  own 
life  and  works. 

They  were,  during  that  portion  of  their  lives,  as 
perfectly  happy  in  their  work,  in  their  early  successes, 
and  in  the  pursuit  of  their  beloved  art,  as  it  is 
given  to  very  few  mortals  who  are  endowed  with  the 
artistic  tem|.ierament  to  be.  In  Germany  and  France 
they  were  often  spoken  of  as  “the  haj)]iy  brothers  of 
Rome.’^ 


work.  It  was  not  that  they  were  imitators — it  has 
always  been  a  boast  of  Hermann  Corrodi’s  that  he 
was  never  the  disciple  of  any  particular  academy  or 
school ;  but,  probably  for  this  very  reason,  the  im¬ 
pression  made  upon  them  by  the  reality  and  vigour 
of  many  of  the  masterpieces  of  modern  French  art 
was  profound,  and  decidedly  influenced  the  future 
work  of  both  the  brothers.  They  freed  themselves 
for  good  of  any  idea  of  leaning  hencefortli  on  what 
they  called  with  juvenile  ardour  “that  tottering, 
broken-down  old  nurse  which  we  call  Acodemie”  and 
encouraged  each  other  on  the  now  course  of  per¬ 
fect  freedom  in  art  by  citing  all  the  distinguished 
painters  of  modern  times  who  have  come  forth  from 
no  academy  or  school,  but  have  been  young  men 
endowed  Avith  talent  who  have  marked  out  an 
independent  path  for  themselves.  A  favourite  sa}^- 
ing  of  Hermann  Corrodi’s  is  that  if  there  is  any 
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liberty  at  all  in  the  world  there  should  be  liberty' 
in  art. 

Without  going-  so  far  as  to  agree  with  many 
))ainters  of  the  modern  school  that  “  academic  and 
‘‘  decrepit  ”  are  interchangeable  termSj  it  may  be  here 
noted  on  their  side  of  the  argument  that  IMakart 
was  ex})elled  from  the 
Academy  of  Vienna  for 
“  want  of  talent.” 

Rut  pleasant  as  was 
tlie  sojourn  in  Paris, 
and  enthusiastic  as  they 
were  aljout  the  new  im¬ 
pulse  which  they  had  re- 
ceive<l  from  French  art, 
the  “happy  l)rothers  ” 
ci‘(uld  not  remain  there. 

They  had  no  idea  of 
exiling  thcmselv'es  jier- 
manently  from  beautiful 
Italy,  and  in  1870  they 
returned  to  Rome. 

llermanu  now  pre¬ 
pared  his  iirst  j)icture 
for  the  Salmi — “  A  Tem- 
jiesf.  in  the  Mediter¬ 
ranean,”  which  was  ex- 
hibited  at  the  Salon  of 
1870 ;  “TheSmugglers” 

(“  Ees  Clontrebandiers”) 

I'or  the  Salon  of  1871  ; 
and  “A  Procession  at 
Ischia,”  which  was  ex¬ 
hibited  in  the  Salon  of 
187;1,  and  wliich  some 
years  later  was  liought 
by  tbe  Queen  of  Saxony. 

During  this  period  he 
also  jiainted  several 
large  pictures  fif  views 
ill  Venice,  which  went 
to  Berlin  and  Vienna. 

At  tbe  same  time 
the  younger  brother 
executed  his  line  picture 
of  “  The  Entry  of  Titus 
into  Rome,”  his  large 
historical  work,  “The 
Conspiracy  of  Faliero  at  Venice,”  “  St.  Paul  belore 
Felix,”  “  Petrarch  Crowned  at  tbe  Capitol,”  “  The 
Chase,”  time  of  Henry  IV.  of  France — and  other 
pictures,  which  were  all  exhibited  with  great  success, 
and  brouCT-ht  medals  and  honours  in  abundance  to 
the  gifted  young  artist. 

But  now  the  thunderbolt  fell  in  the  serene  sky 
of  Hermann  CorrodFs  artistic  life.  In  the  midst 


of  hapiiiness  and  success,  and  on  the  eve  of  great 
projects  for  imjiortant  jiictures  to  be  painted  for 
several  g-reat  world’s  exhibitions,  Arnold  Corrodi  was 
seized  with  cerebral  inllammation  and  died  suddenly  in 
187-1.  It  is  diliicult  to  exaggerate  tbe  elfects  of  the 
blow  upon  the  surviving  brother.  Hermann  Corrodi 

believed  at  tirst  that  he 
could  not  long  survive 
his  brother,  and  he 
shortly  afterwards  left 
Italy  under  the  imjn-es- 
sion  that  he  should  never 
again  return. 

It  was  at  this  time 
that  he  made  his  tirst 
travels  in  England,  be¬ 
lieving  perhaps  instinc¬ 
tively  that  he  might  be 
in  some  measure  dis¬ 
tracted  from  his  grief 
by  entirely  new  scenes 
and  surroundings. 

AVhile  he  remained 
in  London,  and  time 
was  doing  its  benetlcent 
work,  he  once  more  be¬ 
gan  to  feel  ])romptings 
to  return  to  his  own 
sunny  Italy  and  try  to 
work  once  more.  He 
contracted  a  happy  mar¬ 
riage  here,  too,  in  1876, 
with  a  lady  who  is  now 
one  of  the  ornaments  of 
society  in  Rome,  and 
this  benign  influence  had 
the  effect  of  lu-inging 
him  back  as  it  were 
to  tbe  world,  and  to 
work. 

Corrodi  ])assed  tlie 
entire  winter  of  1876-7 
in  Cairo  and  on  tbe 
banks  of  the  Nile, 
making  studies  for  pic¬ 
tures  ordered  by  the 
K  he '.live,  which  he 
afterwards  com])leted  at 
Rome.  These  were:  “The  Baths  of  the  Harem,” 
“  The  Carpet  Bazaar,”  “  Sunset  at  Gezireh,”  “  Inun¬ 
dation  of  the  Nile  at  Ghizeh,”  and  many  more. 

After  Egypt,  Corrodi  visited  Syria  and  the  Holy 
Land.  Jerusalem,  Bethlehem,  the  Dead  Sea  and  its 
environs  furnished  him  w-ith  subjects  for  important 
jrictures,  among  which  may  be  noted  the  “  Holy 
Fountain,”  on  the  great  Place  of  the  Temple  where 


THE  FISIIEEMEn’s  AVE  maria  at  ClIIOGGIA. 

(  From  the  Picture  hi/  Hermann  Corrodi.  Presented  to  Her  Majestij  the  Queen 
hi/  the  Prince  and  Princess  of  iVales  on  the  occasion  of  her  Jubilee.) 
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t]ie  Arabs  wash  l)efore  entering  the  Mosque  of 
Omar. 

The  effects  of  dazzling  light  and  of  intense  heat 
are  cleverly  and  trutlifnlly  given  in  this  picture^  and 


property  of  the  Grand  Duke  of  Baden  in  1880.  Its 
v)otif\s  one  of  those  gorgeous  sunsets  which  so  often 
fill  with  splendour  the  sky  of  Cairo. 

Among  other  important  works  which  were  the 


A  CONVENT  NEAll  VENICE. 

{From  the  Picture  hy  Hermann  Corrodi.) 


could  only  have  been  so  rendered  by  one  thoroughly  result  of  the  numerous  and  cai’eful  studies  made  by 

familiar  with  the  atmospheric  effects  of  the  climate  as  Corrodi  during  his  Eastern  travels^  may  be  mentioned 

well  as  with  the  scenery  which  he  portrays.  This  a  night  scene  on  the  Dead  Sea.  A  hermit^  one  of 

picture^  which  I  have  seen  in  the  studio  of  the  artist,  the  many  who  haunt  those  lonely  shores,  is  absorbed 

is  a  large  and  very  important  one,  and  became  the  in  an  ecstasy  of  prayer,  his  fire  has  died  down,  and  in 
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the  darkness  partly  illuminated  by  the  rays  of  the 
moon,  hyenas  and  other  beasts  of  ju'ey  are  dimly 
seen.  The  ehiaroscnro  here  is  very  striking',  and  is 
in  strong'  contrast  to  Corrodi’s  best  known  style, 
which  deals  with  olowing  sunsets,  clear  afterglows, 
or  dazzling  Tioondays.  This  lucture  was  bought 
by  the  Empress  Augusta,  and  is  now  in  the  royal 
cha-teau  at  Coblenz. 

Another  was  the  so-called  “  Grotto  of  Christ,”  on 
the  shores  of  Lake  Tiberias.  There  are  several  grottoes 
tlius  named,  the  tradition  being  that  our  Saviour 
rested  first  in  one  and  then  in  another,  during  llis 
forty  days’  fasting  and  wandering  in  the  desert. 
They  arc  all  now  inhabited  by  hermits.  In  Corrodi’s 
jiictnre  we  look  out  of  the  cave,  the  entrance  to 
which  is  boi'dered  with  jilauts  and  tlowering  shrubs, 
on  to  the  lake,  which  is  seen  in  all  the  splendour  of 
a  summer  morning. 

The  subject  of  this  picture  was  the  personal  choice 
of  the  Emperor  William  of  Germany,  who  commis¬ 
sioned  it,  and  it  gained  for  the  artist  the  Cross  of  the 
Red  Eagle,  which  the  venerable  Sovereign  elected  to 
bestow  oil  him  with  his  own  hand.  At  the  same 
time  he  commissioned  Signor  Corrodi  to  jiaint  a 
triptych  which  he  wished  to  ]iresent  to  the  Empress 
Augusta,  representing  the  Holy  Places.  This  is  now 
in  the  royal  castle  at  Eerlin. 

Consideration  of  space  jirevents  me  giving  a  de¬ 
tailed  list  of  even  the  more  recent  wau'ks  of  this 
indefatigable  artist,  still  less  of  his  numerous  royal 
and  imjierial  patrons.  The  series  of  studies  made  in 
Cyprus  cannot,  however,  be  [lassed  over  without  notice. 
These  were  made  udieu  the  island  had  just  been  ceded 
to  England,  and  Lord  Wolseley  was  there  as  Governor. 
The  whole  resultant  collection  of  studies  and  pictures 
was  exhibited,  it  will  be  remembered,  at  M’allis’s 
Erench  Gallery,  and  attracted  much  attention.  The 
almost  dream-like  beauty  of  some  of  the  subjects, 
and  the  excpiisite  effects  of  aerial  persjiective  peculiar 
to  the  island,  were  rendered  with  a  fidelity  and  a 
delicacy  worthy  of  the  highest  praise.  Alany  smaller 
studies  were  bought  by  the  Princess  of  AVales,  and 
several  pictures  found  places  in  jirivate  collections 
in  J'lngland. 

The  Eishermen’s  Ave  Alaria  at  Chioggia,” 
which  is  the  subject  of  the  illustration  on  page  2;PJ, 
w'as  commissioned  in  the  spring  of  18SG  by  the 
Prince  and  Princess  of  Wales  for  the  sake  of  its 
simple,  peaceful  subject,  which  they  thought  w'ould 
])lease  the  Queen,  and  they  presented  it  to  her  on  the 
occasion  of  her  “Jubilee.” 

A  fisherman’s  family  have  moored  their  boats  at 
the  foot  of  one  of  those  chapel-shrines  built  on  raised 
piles  wdiich  are  not  uncommon  on  the  Venetian  lagoons. 
A  young  girl  has  ascended  the  rickety  wooden  ladder 
in  order  to  trim  the  lamp  and  place  flowers  be- 
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fore  the  shrine  of  the  Madonna.  It  is  the  hour 
of  prayer j  and  as  the  distant  chimes  of  the  “Ave 
IMaria”  float  faintly  acro.ss  the  waters  from  the 
towers  of  Venice  in  the  far  distance,  a  murmured 
prayer  comes  in  res[)onse  from  the  lips  of  the  simple 
fisher-folk,  men,  women,  and  children,  in  the  two 
boats.  In  the  original,  the  chief  poetry  seems  to  me 
to  be  centred  in  the  figure  of  the  old  man  standing 
w  hile  telling  his  beads.  The  fgure  is  very  simple  and 
noble,  and  is  relieved  against  a  jialc  luminous  stripe 
of  yellow  sky  with  admirable  effect.  The  wdiole  ujiper 
jiart  of  the  sky  is  covered  with  soft  grejush  masses 
of  cloud.  The  far-stretching  waiters  of  the  lagoon 
lie  like  a  pale  golden  mirror  in  the  distance,  while 
ill  the  foreground,  in  the  shadow'  cast  by  the  boats 
and  ])iles,  there  is  a  faint  ripple  on  the  w'ater,  and 
the  natural  blue-green  of  the  changing  lagoon  waters 
is  strongly  given  in  the  wavelets  wdiich  are  in  shadow. 
A  few  sea-gulls  flying  high  dot  the  ujiper  sk}'. 

In  the  “Madonna  of  Chioggia”  (see  p.  219)  we 
have  a  very  simile.r  subject,  but  so  differently  treated 
as  to  give  a  very  good  example  of  the  artist’s  versa¬ 
tility.  Here  the  fishermen  and  their  families  (and 
be  it  known  that  at  Chioggia  all  are  fishermen — 
even  the  Syndic)  are  pra,ying  to  the  IMadonna  before 
setting  out  for  the  night’s  work  or  for  their  longer 
excursions  on  the  sea.  Again  it  is  after  sunset,  the 
hour  of  the  “Ave  iMaria,”  but  sea  and  sky  are  as 
different  from  those  in  the  other  picture  as  possible; 
just  as  in  nature  we  never  see  two  sunsets  alike. 

Here  the  glassy  lagoon  and  the  translucent  sky 
are  almost  of  a  jiearly  wdiiteness  flecked  wdth  clouds 
of  rose  colour.  The  boat  in  wdiich  the  fishermen 
stand  or  bend  in  prayer  is  at  a  little  distance  from 
the  stone  steps  which  lead  sheer  out  of  the  waiter  to 
the  shrine  and  church  of  the  Madonna  on  the  island. 
The  w'onien  kneel  upon  the  steps  w'here  they  have  just 
strewn  some  llow'ers  before  the  image  of  the  Virgin. 

The  colouring  of  this  ]»icture  is  so  true  to  nature, 
and  the  effects  of  air  and  distance  so  admirably  ren¬ 
dered,  that  one  almost  feels  inclined  to  draw  a  long 
breath  in  order  to  inhale  the  still,  salt  air  of  the 
lagoon  more  freely;  and  to  listen  in  the  intense 
evening  silence  for  the  faint  creaking  of  the  lioat, 
and  the  subdued  voices  of  the  w'onien  at  prayer. 

“  Golgotha,”  engraved  on  the  next  page,  is  a  work 
so  different  again  from  those  already  described,  that 
it  is  difficult  to  believe  it  ])ainted  by  the  same  hand. 
The  actual  locale,  it  must  be  remembered,  was  well 
known  to  the  artist,  and  his  portrayal  of  nature 
as  he  imagined  it  at  that  awd'ul  moment  is  full  of 
grandeur.  “A  Convent  near  Venice,”  again,  is  one 
of  Professor  Corrodi’s  hapjiiest  compositions.  The 
wdute-robed  figures  of  the  moidvs  wdio  have  come 
down  to  the  convent  gate  break  the  masses  of  shadow 
with  good  effect;  and  the  towering  cypress  trees 
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seem  turned  to  bronze  on  the  side  lifylits  in  the  clow 

o  o 

of  a  splendid  sunset. 

Sncn  is  the  work  of  one  who  must  be  counted 


and  etnperors  alike  liave  not  been  ill-bestowed.  It 
may  be  truly  said  that  Ids  motto  in  life  has  been 
the  oft-tjuoted  line  of  the  old  Italian  writer — “Arte 


GOLGOTHA. 

(From  the  Picture  htj  Hermann  Corrodi.  Engraved  hy  P.  Kalidemmm.) 


quite  in  the  foremost  rank  of  professors  of  Italian 
art  of  to-day,  and  all  who  appreciate  the  earnest 
and  unwavering  pursuit  of  a  high  ideal  will  feel  that 
the  unusual  honours  conferred  upon  Corrodi  by  kings 


sempre  sara  il  piu  bel  fior  della  vita  ” — which  has 
thus  been  rendered  : — 

“  Of  all  the  flowers  that  grace  the  earth. 

Art  blossomed  sweetest  from  her  birth.” 


CUEEENT  AET. 

TUE  11  ( )  Y  A  L  A  C  A 1)  E  M  Y.— 1. 


By  the  editor. 


ONCE  move  the  Royal  Academy  opens  wide  its 
doors  and  invites  tlie  public  to  view  its  ex¬ 
hibition— this  year  the  hnndred  and  twenty-first — 
and  in  accordance  with  the  precedent  last  year  es- 


be  felt  or  advanced  against  it,  the  work  of  no  other 
man  in  the  whole  Academy  will  more  am])ly  repay 
study,  or  more  deeply  open  up  the  springs  of  argument 
touching  art -criticism  or  art -craftsmanship.  Not 


THE  SIBYL. 

(From  the  OrUjinal  Sketch  by  Sir  Frederick  Levjhton,  Bart.,  P.R..i.,  for  his  Picture  in  the  Royal  Academy  Exhibition.) 


tablislied  in  The  IMaoazine  of  Art,  a  review  and 
reproduction  of  some  of  the  chief  attractions  to  be 
found  upon  its  walls  are  now  presented. 

The  work  of  the  President  claims  our  first  atten¬ 
tion,  for  it  may  be  safely  asserted  that  whatever  may 
be  its  merits  or  demerits,  and  spite  of  all  that  may 


that  I  pro])Ose  to  pursue  this  theme — as  well  for  con¬ 
sideration  of  space  as  consideration  for  the  reader ; 
but  a  little  way  it  may  be  well  to  go,  for  the  theme 
is  one  pregnant  with  interesting  suggestions  for  the 
average  Academy  visitor.  There  can  be  no  doubt 
but  that  Sir  Frederick  Leighton’s  art — though  not 


ORIGINAL  STUDIES  FOR  “THE  SIBYL,  BY  SIR  FREDERICK  LEIGHTON,  BART.,  P.R.A. 

1.  The  First  Study  from  the  Nude.  2.  The  Nude  witli  Draperies  overlaid.  3  and  4.  Studies  for  Draperies. 
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his  sympathy — is  wholly  out  of  tune  with  the 
realistic  tendency  of  our  rising-  Franco-Eng'lish 
school.  It  has  been  urged  against  him  by  one  of 
the  most  eminent  of  living  English  artists  that 
his  figures  seem  to  be  fancy  ])ortraits  of  Neo- 
Greek  ladies  and  gentleman,  neatly  modelled  in 
wax  and  coloured  by  hand  ;  while  others  quote 
against  him  that  exclamation  of  the  Great  jMaster — 
am  painter,  Sir,  not  a  tinter!  ”  Robust  colour, 
naturalistic  representations  of  everyday  scenes  and 
passions  certaiidy  do  not  come  within  the  sweep 
of  Sir  Erederick’s  practice,  but  what  we  do  in¬ 
variably  find,  irrespective  of  subject  and  irrespective 
even  of  success  in  the  result,  is  a  striving  after 
a  beauty  of  form,  idea,  and  execution.  In  these 
he  succeeds  exactly  in  proportion  to  his  ability, 
and  where  he  fails  marks  absolutely  and  frankly  the 
limitation  of  his  powers.  There  is  little  doubt  but 
that  the  chief  excellences  of  his  work  are  usually 
missed  by  the  g-reater  public,  sometimes  even  by 
paiiiters  of  op])osite  methods,  who  might  be  ex- 
])ectcd  to  have  a  justcr  appreciation  of  their  tech¬ 
nical  heauties.  The  greatest  merit  is  undeniably  his 
elevated  “  style,”  that  sense  of  distinction  of  which 
he  is  in  England  one  of  the  last  remaining-  re- 
presentativ'es.  Next  comes  his  learned  cf)mposition, 
with  an  absolutely  unsurj)assed  knowledge — or  should 
1  not  call  it  inspiration  ? — of  the  necessities  of  the 
l)eauty  of  line.  Many  qualities  of  another  kind 
distinguish  hits  work,  such  as  his  pow-er  of  using 
architecture  and  its  ornaments  decoratively  in  his 
pictures,  without  allowing  them  to  interfere  with 
cither  the  preconceived  line  and  scheme  of  colour. 
In  these  respects  his  art  is  complete,  and  it  was 
doubtless  the  appreciation  of  this  fact  that  prompted 
the  Berlin  Commission  to  award  to  him  the  Gold 
Medal  for  science  in  painting,  while  they  awarded  to 
Sir  John  jMillais  the  corresponding  medal  for  exe¬ 
cution.  Beauty  is  his  aim — beauty  in  the  human 
figure,  where  it  linds  the  highest  expression,  in  the 
gracefid  line  of  draperies,  and  so  forth,  and  to  the 
extent  that  beauty  has  ceased  to  be  the  attendant  of 
everyday  life  Ins  work  is  wanting  in  realism.  So 
far,  hapi)ily,  his  themes  have  not  run  dry  that  he  is 
reduced  to  the  sweet-stuff  shops,  the  madhouses,  and 
drinking-saloons  of  other  “  schools.” 

I  have  .said  that  the  sense  of  line  in  composition, 
in  figure  anddrapery,  is  one  of  the  chief  qualities  of  the 
artist ;  and  the  conviction  that  the  method  in  which 
he  places  them  upon  canvas  with  such  unerring  suc¬ 
cess —  for  it  may  l)e  said  that  the  President  rarely, 
if  ever,  produces  an  ugly  form  in  a  picture — would 
be  both  interesting  and  instructive,  ])romptcd  me 
to  learn  in  what  manner  his  effects  are  produced. 
This  I  have  done,  having  special  regard  to  one  of  his 
Academy  pictures,  “  The  Sibyl,”  which,  being  a 


single  figure,  simplilies  greatly  the  explanation  of  the 
mode  of  procedure.  This  explanation  holds  good 
in  every  case,  be  the  composition  great  or  small, 
elaborate  or  simple;  the  jnodiis  operandi  is  always 
the  same. 

Having  by  good  fortune  observed  in  a  model  an 
extraordinarily  tine  and  “  Michelangelesque  ”  forma¬ 
tion  of  the  hand  and  wrist — an  articulation  as  rare  to 
tind  as  it  is  anatomically  beautiful  and  desirable — he 
bethought  him  of  a  subject  that  would  enable  him  to 
introduce  his  trournille.  As  but  one  attitude  could 
display  the  special  formation  to  advantage,  the  idea 
of  a  Sibyl,  sitting  brooding  beside  her  oracular  tripod, 
was  soon  evolved,  but  not  so  soon  was  its  form 
determined  and  fixed.  Like  Mr.  AVatts,  Sir  Erederick 
Leighton  thinks  out  the  whole  picture  before  he  puts 
lu-ush  to  canvas,  or  chalk  to  paper;  birt,  unlike  Mr. 
AVatts,  once  he  is  decided  upon  his  scheme  of  colour, 
the  arrangement  of  line,  the  disposition  of  the  folds, 
down  to  the  minutest  details,  he  seldom  if  ever 
alters  a  single  line.  And  the  reason  is  evident.  In 
Sir  Erederick’s  pictures — which  are,  above  all,  decora¬ 
tions  in  the  real  sense  of  the  word — the  design  is  a 
pattern  in  which  every  line  has  its  place  and  its 
])roper  relation  to  other  linos,  so  that  the  disturbing 
of  one  of  them,  outside  of  certain  limits,  would  throw 
the  whole  out  of  gear.  Having  thus  determined 
his  picture  in  his  mind’s  eye,  he  in  the  majority  of 
cases  makes  a  sketch  in  black  and  white  chalk  ujion 
brown  paper  to  fix  it.  In  the  facsimile  of  this  first 
sketch,  which  appears  on  page  225,  the  care  with 
which  the  folds  have  been  broadly  arranged  will  be  evi¬ 
dent,  and,  if  it  becomjiarcd  with  the  iinished  picture, 
the  very  slight  degree  in  which  the  general  scheme 
has  lieen  departed  from  will  convince  the  reader 
of  the  almost  scientific  precision  of  the  artist’s 
line  of  action.  But  there  is  a  good  reason  for  this 
determining  of  the  draperies  before  the  model  is 
called  in  ;  and  it  is  this.  The  nude  model,  no  matter 
how  jiractised  he  or  she  may  be,  never  moves  or  stands 
or  sits,  in  these  degenerate  daj’s,  with  exactly  the 
same  freedom  as  when  draped ;  action  or  pose  is 
always  different — not  so  much  from  a  sense  of  mental 
constraint  as  from  the  unusual  liberty  experienced  by 
the  limbs,  to  which  the  muscular  action  invariably 
responds  when  the  body  is  released  from  the  discipline 
and  confinement  of  clothing. 

The  picture  having  been  thus  determined,  the 
model  is  called  in,  and  is  posed  as  nearly  as  possible 
in  the  attitude  desired.  As  nearly  as  possible 
I  say,  for,  as  no  two  faces  are  exactly  alike,  no 
two  models  ever  entirely  resemble  one  another  in 
body  or  muscular  action,  and  cannot,  therefore,  pose 
in  such  a  manner  as  exactly  to  correspond  with 
either  another  model  or  another  figure — no  matter 
how  correctly  the  latter  may  be  drawn.  From 
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llie  model  the  artist  miikos  tlie  careful  outline,  in 
brown  })ai)er,  as  shown  in  Eig\  2 — a  true  transcript 
from  life,  which  may  entail  some  slight  corrections 
of  the  original  design  in  tlie  direction  of  modifying 
the  attitude  and  general  appearance  of  the  figure. 
This  would  be  rendered  necessary,  probably,  by  the 
hulk  and  material  of  the  drapery.  So  far,  of  course, 
the  artist’s  attention  is  engaged  exclusively  by 
“form,”  “colour”  being  always  treated  more  or  less 
ideally.  The  figure  is  now  placed  in  its  surround¬ 
ing's,  and  established  in  exact  relation  to  the  canvas. 
The  result  is  the  first  true  sketch  of  the  entire  design, 
figure  and  background,  and  is  built  up  of  the  two 
previous  ones.  It  must  be  absolutely  accurate  in  the 
distribution  of  spaces,  for  it  has  subsequently  to  be 
“squared  off”  on  to  the  canvas,  which  is  ordered  to 
the  exact  scale  of  the  sketch.  At  this  moment,  the  de¬ 
sign  being  finally  determined,  the  sketch  in  oil  colours 
is  made.  It  has  been  deferred  till  now,  because  the 
placing  of  the  colours  is,  of  course,  of  as  much  import¬ 
ance  as  the  harmony.  This  done,  the  canvas  is  for 
the  first  time  produced,  and  thereon  is  enlarged  the 
design,  the  painter  re-drawing  the  outline — never 
departing  a  hair’s  breadth  from  the  outlines  and 
forms  already  obtained — and  then  highly  finishing 
the  whole  figure  in  warm  monochrome  from  the 
life.  Every  muscle,  every  joint,  every  crease  is  there, 
although  all  this  careful  painting  is  shortly  to  be 
hidden  with  the  draperies  ;  such,  however,  is  the 
only  method  of  ensuring  absolute  correctness  of 
drawing.  The  fourth  stage  completed,  the  artist 
returns  once  more  to  his  brown  paper,  re-copies  the 
outline  accurately  from  the  picture,  on  a  larger  scale 
than  before,  and  resumes  his  studies  of  draperies 
in  greater  detail  and  with  still  greater  precision,  deal¬ 
ing  with  them  in  sections,  as  parts  of  an  hom.oge- 
neous  whole.  Of  these,  Figs.  3  and  4<  are  a  fair 
sample  j  but  they,  of  course,  do  not  represent  more 
than  a  selection.  The  draperies  are  now  laid  with 
infinite  care  on  to  the  living  model,  and  are  made 
to  approximate  as  closely  as  possible  to  the  arrange¬ 
ment  given  in  the  first  sketch,  which,  as  it  was  not 
haphazard,  but  most  carefully  worked  out,  must  of 
necessity  be  adhered  to.  They  have  often  to  be 
drawn  piecemeal,  as  a  model  cannot  by  any  means 
always  retain  the  attitude  sufficiently  long  for  the 
design  to  be  wholly  carried  out  at  one  cast.  This 
arrangement  is  effected  with  special  reference  to 
painting — that  is  to  say,  giving  not  only  form  and 
liffht  and  shade,  but  also  the  relation  and  “  values  ”  of 
tones.  The  draperies  are  drawn  over,  and  are  made 
to  conform  exactly  to  the  forms  copied  from  the 
nudes  of  the  under-painted  picture.  This  is  a  cardinal 
point,  because  in  carrying  out  the  picture  the  folds 
are  found  fitting  mathematically  on  to  the  nude,  or 
nudes,  first  established  on  the  canvas.  The  next  step 
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then  is  to  transfer  the.se  draperies  to  the  canvas  on 
which  the  design  has  heen  squared  off,  and  this  is 
done  with  flowing  colour  in  the  same  monochrome  as 
before  over  the  nudes,  to  which  they  are  intelligently 
applied,  and  which  nudes  must  never — mentall}’  at 
least — be  lost  sight  of.  The  canvas  has  b(‘(‘n  prepared 
with  a  grey  tone,  lighter  or  darker,  according  to  the 
subject  in  hand,  and  the  effect  to  be  produced.  The 
background  and  accessories  being  now  added,  the 
whole  picture  presents  a  more  or  less  com})leted  aspect 
■ — resembling  that,  say,  of  a  print  of  any  warm  tone. 
In  the  case  of  draperies  of  very  vigorous  tone,  a  rich  flat 
local  colour  is  probably  rubbed  over  them,  the  model¬ 
ling  underneath  being,  though  thin,  so  sharp  and 
definite  as  to  assert  itself  through  this  wash.  Certain 
portions  of  the  picture  might  probably  be  prepared 
with  a  wash  or  flat  tinting  of  a  colour  the  opposite  of 
that  which  it  is  eventually  to  receive.  A  blue  sky, 
for  instance,  would  possibly  have  a  soft,  ruddy  tone 
spread  over  the  canvas — the  sky,  which  is  a  very 
definite  and  important  part  of  the  President’s  com¬ 
positions,  being  as  completely  drawn  in  monochrome 
as  any  other  portion  of  the  design ;  or  for  rich  blue 
mountains  a  strong  orange  wash  or  tint  might  be 
used  as  a  bed.  The  structure  of  the  picture  being 
thus  absolutely  complete,  and  the  effect  distinctly  de¬ 
termined  by  a  sketch  which  it  is  the  painter’s  aim  to 
equal  in  the  big  work,  he  has  nothing  to  think  of  but 
colour,  and  with  that  he  now  proceeds  deliberately, 
but  rapidly. 

Such  is  the  method  by  which  Sir  Frederick 
Leighton  finds  it  convenient  to  build  up  his  pictures. 
The  labour  entailed  by  such  a  system  as  this  is,  of 
course,  enormous,  more  especially  when  the  composition 
to  be  worked  out  is  of  so  complex  a  character  as  the 
“  Captive  Andromache  ”  of  last  year,  every  figure 
and  group  of  which  were  treated  with  the  same  com¬ 
pleteness  and  detail  as  we  have  seen  to  attend  the 
production  of  so  simple  a  picture  as  “  The  Sibyl.” 
Deliberateness  of  workmanship  and  calculation  of 
effect,  into  which  inspiration  of  the  moment  is  never 
allowed  to  enter,  are  the  chief  characteristics  of  the 
painter’s  craftsmanship.  The  inspiration  stage  was 
practically  passed  when  he  took  the  crayon  in  his 
hand  j  and  to  this  cii’cumstanee  probably  are  to  be 
assigned  the  absence  of  realism  which  arrest  the 
attention  of  the  beholder.  For  the  rest,  this  picture 
of  “The  Sibyl,”  the  production  of  which  I  have 
so  fully  set  forth,  is  strongly  reminiscent  of  the 
“  Mnemosyne  ”  in  Sir  Frederick’s  ceiling-decoration 
exhibited  in  1886. 

As  regards  his  other  works,  Girls  Playing  at 
Ball  ”  takes  precedence,  inasmuch  as  its  composition  is 
of  a  more  elaborate  character  than  the  others.  Tliis 
picture,  of  two  graceful  figures  clad  in  bright  flowing 
and  flyingdraperies,  playing  ball  on  the  terrace  or  house- 


(i'Yom  the  Original  Study  for  the  Picluri 


“THE  HABIT  DOES  NOT  MAKE  THE  MONK.” 


(,From  the  ricture  by  G.  F.  ll’afis,  R.A.  Enymved  by  Jonntird. 
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top  overlooking  an  ideal  sea-shore,  is  full  of  poetry 
and  g'race,  with  just  enough  of  realism  to  enable  the 
travelled  Elnglishnian  to  recogmise  one  of  the  bays 
near  Rhodes,  the  curious  formation  of  which  is  as 
pictures(pie  as  it  is  unmistakable.  IRuv,  as  elsewhere, 
the  President  strikes  the  same  chord  on  the  same  in¬ 
strument — “  the  tuneful  note  of  the  dulcet  lute.'’^ 
In  “The  Invocation  a  more  ditticnlt  elTect  is  at¬ 
tempted  in  the  representation  of  sunlight  whitened 
and  diffused  by  the  veil  of  the  devotee.  This  maiden, 
who  lifts  her  muslin  veil  on  upraised  arms  as  she 
worshi])s  before  the  column-altar,  discloses  to  us  a 
blanched  face  in  which  the  expression  of  pious  awe 
approaches  the  extreme,  but  which  is  chieily  interest¬ 
ing  to  us  as  a  successful  attempt  to  grapple  with  the 
problem  of  intiltrating  light,  its  rellections  and  values. 
“  iMelancholy  ”  is  another  work,  which,  howevei’, 
offers  no  special  features  other  than  are  to  be  found  in 
all  the  President’s  work — an  ideal  head,  with  indeed 
much  of  Fletcher’s  sentiment, 

“  There’s  nought  in  this  life  sweet, 

But  only  Melanelioly ; 

U  sweetest  Melancholy  !  ’’ 

which,  too,  is  “green  and  yellow,”  like  Viola’s.  Sir 
Frederi(dc’s  tinal  contribution  is  a  portrait  of  Mrs. 
Francis  Lucas — a  work  of  taste,  richness,  character, 
and  harmony. 

Landscape  once  more  furnishes  Sir  .John  Millais 
with  the  t  heme  for  his  principal  works ;  nor  can 
we  complain  on  the  whole  that  he  has  left  sub¬ 
ject  and  incident  for  the  time,  such  a  sense  of  atmo¬ 
sphere,  (ff‘  strong  crisp  air,  and  real  sunlight,  does 
he  infu.se,  and  such  skill,  too,  does  he  bring  to  bear 
in  transferring  to  canvas  the  subtler  effects  of 
sky  and  the  intricate  and  delicate  network  of  the 
limbs  of  leafless  trees.  The  first  of  these  he  calls 
“  IMurthly  Mater” — in  reality  a  comprehensive  view 
of  his  own  fishing  on  the  Tay — in  which  a  couple 
of  resting  anglers  serve  to  iutroduce  the  human 
element;  but  they  are,  as  they  are  intended  to  be, 
(piite  subservient  to  the  landscape.  The  sweep  of 
the  ground  in  front,  the  linely-drawn  trees  of  the 
middle-distance,  the  rippled  stream,  and  the  wooded 
slopes  beyond,  form  a  bit  of  purely  natiu-al  scenery, 
unconstrained  by  arbitrary  rules  of  art — in  fact, 
a  “  natural  composition.”  The  season  is  late  in 
the  autumn;  November  tints  are  bright  and  rich 
and  strong,  and  fill  the  picture  with  full  greens, 
orange,  and  red-browns;  and  the  beautiful  inter¬ 
lacing  of  the  bare  branches  stand  forth  against  the 
clear  sky.  A  bit  of  real  landscape  this,  which  is 
evidently  meant  by  the  artist  to  l)e  a  true  portrait, 
without  any  attempt  whatever  to  invest  it  with 
“  poetry  ”  beyond  what  any  man  may  find  in  it — 
just  such  a  bit,  indeed,  as  you  may  see  any  day  in 
Scotland  (if  you  are  fortuiuite  in  the  weather)  out  of 


your  carriage-window.  In  the  other  picture,  entitled 
“  A  Green  Old  Age,”  sentiment  is  the  keynote — 
sentiment  of  just  such  a  kind  as  pervaded  the  land¬ 
scape  of  “  The  A^ale  of  Rest,”  although  just  thirty 
years  Iiave  passed  since  that  masterjhece  was  hung  in 
the  Royal  Academy.  This  formal  garden,  with  its 
close-cut.  Dutch-like  box-hedge  running  to  the  centre 
of  the  })icture,  this  old  stone  fountain  on  the  left,  the 
gravel  paths,  and  the  winter  rose-trees  ])eeping  over 
the  hedge,  form  a  foreground  and  middle-distance 
entirely  different  from  what  has  hitherto  been  seen 
in  Sir  John’s  pictures.  Eut  beyond,  where  the  real 
interest  of  the  picture  lies,  we  are  on  more  familiar 
ground.  Out  from  among  the  yew-trees  rise  the 
gable  ends  of  the  grey-gi'cen  Scotch  manor,  and 
from  its  chimney  a  column  of  thin  smoke  curls  up 
into  the  still  sky,  while  the  whole  is  closed  in  by  a 
glimpse  of  the  distant  mountains.  The  work  is 
strange  at  first  sight,  but  its  charm  grows  upon  the 
s])eetator  and  fascinates  him  as  he  looks.  Brilliance 
and  dash  distinguish  the  portrait  of  “  Mrs.  Hardy.” 
The  pose  of  the  ladv,  who  stands  attired  in  black 
evening  dress,  is  a  commanding  and  dignified  one, 
and  force  of  character  is  in  her  face.  The  black  and 
flesb  colour  are  relieved  by  the  brown  and  orange  in 
her  hair  and  fan,  constituting  altogether  a  portrait 
of  great  power,  yet  sim])le  and  reticent  in  its  (piiet 
harmony  of  colour. 

A  single  canvas  represents  all  that  Mr.  AVatts  has 
been  enabled,  through  ill-health  and  other  causes,  to 
comj)lete  for  the  Academy  during  the  past  year;  but 
that  one  work  is  sufficiently  delightful  and  sufficiently 
charming  to  retain  for  him  his  artistic  eminence  in  the 
mind  and  heart  of  the  most  superficial  observer.  Con¬ 
ceiving  it  in  the  highest  and  brightest  vein,  he  has  pro¬ 
duced  a  bewitching  illustration  of  the  saying,  “  The 
Habit  does  not  Alake  the  Monk  ;  ”  or  as  Catherine  of 
Arragon  put  it,  “All  hoods  make  not  monks.”  A 
chubby,  laughing,  rosy  Love,  ill-concealed  in  the 
monk’s  habit  which  he  gathers  around  him  with 
childish  awkwardness,  taps  gently  at  a  door,  and 
as  he  waits  his  face  assumes  a  mischievous  expires- 
sion  that  forbodes  ill  to  the  lady  within  should  she 
chance  to  respond  to  his  roguish  summons.  Such  is 
the  subject  of  the  picture,  ])layfully  imagined  and 
gracefully  carried  out,  the  second  or  third  work  of  the 
kind  in  which  Air.  AA’atts  has  lately  permitted  him¬ 
self  to  give  rein  to  the  more  amusingly-poetie  side  of 
his  fancy.  It  is  certainly  a  remarkable  instance  of 
grace  and  what  may  be  called  a  dignified  playfulness 
becoming  more  and  more  ])rnnouneed  in  an  artist 
along  with  advancing  age  —  the  more  remarkable  as 
we  find  here  no  sign  of  failing  power  either  in  im¬ 
agination,  design,  execution,  or  colour.  Indeed,  it  is 
in  point  of  colour — rich,  prismatic  colour — that  the 
picture  is  strongest.  M.  H.  S. 
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NAUCISSE  VIEGILIO  DIAZ.-II. 

By  DAVID  CROAL  TIIOMSOX. 


lAZ  shared  the  general  feeling  of  dilR- 
cultj  in  making  a  friend  of  Konsseau, 
and  although  Rousseau  often  spoke 
to  him  in  the  evenings  at  Barbizon 
about  what  he  had  been  painting  dur¬ 
ing  the  day,  Diaz  could  not  for  a  long 
time  summon  up  courage  to  ask  to  ac¬ 
company  Rousseau,  and  see  his  method  of  work. 
When  Rousseau  started  in  the  morning,  supplied,  as 
Sensier  tells  us,  with  his  lunch  in  his  pocket,  Diaz 
used  to  follow  him  as  an  ogre  who  scents  fresh  meat, 
‘^lodging  him  and  spying  his  work  in  a  comical, 
hide-and-seek  sort  of  way.-”  Diaz  was  trying  to 
find  out  the  secrets  of  Rousseau^s  palette ;  for  the 
colours  of  the  master,  the  russet,  the  grey,  and 
the  gi-een,  puzzled  him.  He  said  he  ^Aalmost 
thought  Rousseau  must  employ  sorcery,”  for  he 
himself,  so  passionately  fond  of  colour,  searched 
without  being  able  to  find  the  delicacy,  and  at  the 
same  time  the  strength  of  tones  of  the  studies  of 
Rousseau.  At  last,  however,  he  screwed  up  courage 
and  asked  Rousseau  to  tell  his  secret,  and  that 
indeed  was  a  red-letter  day  in  the  career  of  Diaz. 
Roussean  showed  him  how  he  employed  his  tones  and 
harmonies,  and  he  took  special  care  to  explain  to  him 
the  use  of  emerald  green  (a  colour  scarcely  employed 
in  oils  by  British  painters),  Naples  yellow,  and  other 
colours,  which  Diaz  without  assistance  would  never 
perhaps  have  found  out.  There  was  not  perhaps  very 
much  in  what  Rousseau  had  to  tell  Diaz,  but  the 
lessons  fell  on  good  ground.  He  knew  how  to  use 
the  knowledge  he  had  obtained,  and  he  became  in  a 
short  time  a  very  worthy  disciple  of  his  teacher. 
The  palette  of  Rousseau  bore  good  fruit  in  the  hands 
of  his  ardent  pupil,  and  this  incident  was  the  2^oint 
(le  depart  of  the  talent  of  Diaz. 

At  the  time  when  he  first  encountered  Rousseau, 
Diaz  had  already  acquired  a  certain  fame  as  an 
oriental  painter,  making  pictures  of  Eastern  female 
figures,  nymphs,  Turks  and  Arabs,  but  they  were  more 
or  less  painted  in  a  low  tone.  In  the  public  gallery  at 
Nantes  there  is  an  early  Diaz  very  difficult  to  recon¬ 
cile  with  the  masters  later  work.  It  has  much  more 
of  the  sombre  character  of  the  works  of  Couture  or 
Delacroix.  But  Diaz  gradually  developed  into  rich 
colouring,  and  many  of  these  little  pictures  are  perfect 
gems,  luminous,  rich,  and  fascinating,  glowing  with 
all  the  fervour  of  a  strong  sun  on  gay  coloured  attire. 


So  much  of  this  style  was  employed  by  Diaz  that 
he  was  credited  with  going  every  summer  to  the 
East,  and  even  yet  many  people  will  not  believe  be 
never  saw  the  dwellers  in  harems,  and  the  pashas  in 
their  ordinary  life. 

Diaz  painted  several  historical  works  about  this 
time,  and  in  183.5  exhibited  what  he  called  the 
Battle  of  Medina,”  which  was  nicknamed  by  his 
brother  artists  the  “  battle  of  the  broken  pots  of 
paint.”  The  composition  was  terribly  confused,  and 
was  a  mass  of  brilliant  colouring  with  very  little 
apparent  design.  In  1836  he  painted  the  “Adora¬ 
tion  of  the  Shepherds,”  and  in  1840  the  “Nymphes 
de  Calypso,”  which  again  was  dubbed  a  “  broken 
sweetmeat  picture.” 

It  was  not  until  about  1844  that  Diaz,  as  he 
is  now  known  and  admired,  was  revealed  in  his 
strength.  He  had  gradually  developed,  and  from 
this  time  forward  his  work  was  of  the  finest  quality. 
The  prices  he  obtained  for  his  pictures  had  risen 
rapidly  from  the  time  he  began  to  exhibit  at  the 
Salon,  and  from  this  period  he  could  command  good 
figures,  but  of  course  nothing  like  what  his  works 
realise  now,  when  the  supjdy  has  stopped,  and  the 
artist  cannot  excel  or  undo  the  reputation  his  name 
has  acquired.  A  little  later  he  began  to  enlarge  the 
size  of  the  figures  he  painted,  and  he  even  did  some 
life-size,  but  only  one  or  two  of  these  are  satisfactory. 
His  smaller  pictures  in  figure  painting  are  without 
doubt  his  best  works  in  this  class.  But  Diaz  painted 
so  many  small  figure  subjects  during  his  career,  for 
he  always  found  a  ready  sale  for  them,  that  his  land¬ 
scapes  being  more  rare  are  likely  in  the  long  run  to 
be  most  sought  after. 

In  1844  Diaz  obtained  a  third  class,  in  1846 
a  second  class,  and  in  1848  a  first  class  medal.  In 
1848,  also,  he  was  a  competitor  for  an  official  re¬ 
presentation  of  the  Republic  which  had  just  come 
into  power,  but  his  design  was  not  used.  In  1851 
he  was  elected  to  the  Legion  of  Honour,  and  at  the 
dinner  to  the  recipients  for  that  year  he  proposed 
the  famous  toast,  “  Theodore  Rousseau,  our  master 
who  has  been  forgotten.”*  In  this  matter  of  the 
pointed  neglect  of  Roussean,  Diaz  at  once  took 
strong  sides  with  his  teacher.  He  wished  to  de¬ 
cline  his  own  honour,  actually  sending  his  cross  of 
honour  back  to  the  Alinister  of  State,  and  at  the 
*  See  The  Magazi.ve  of  Akt,  vol.  xi.,  p.  386. 
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olliGal  baiKjuet  he  rose  and  [U’oposed  (his  toast,  lie 
was  the  only  one  wlio  dared  Ijeard  the  administration 
in  its  deip  and  all  the  other  decorated  artists  present 
sat  silent  and  forsook  Diaz  for  the  moment — horror- 
struck  at  his  audacity.  Suppose  that  some  2)ainter^ 
iicwly-electcd  an  Associate  of  onr  Koval  Academy, 


which  was  a  triumph  for  Rousseau,  was  a  dis- 
ai)pointmcnt  tor  Diaz.  He  had  yiven  his  imagi¬ 
nation  full  swinu;',  and,  in  the  face  of  the  strong’ly 
expressed  advice  of  his  friends,  sent  a  [licture  to  the 
gallery  called  '‘Last  Tears.”  There  was  a  great  deal 
of  discussion  over  this  picture,  some  critics  declaring 


THE  NECKLACE. 

{Front  the  VcuiiUtxj  by  X.  V.  Diaz.  ICnyrai'id  by  Jontutnl.) 


w'ere  to  get  up  at  the  annual  hampiet  and  ])ro])ose 
the  health  of  IMr.  C.,  “  our  master  who  has  been 
forgotten,”  would  the  courageous  one  meet  with  any 
immediate  sujiport  ?  It  is  to  lie  feared  not.  Every 
age  of  painters  has  its  own  troubles,  and  our  own  is 
not  without  them. 

The  Paris  International  Exhibition  of  1855, 


they  thought  it  a  splendid  work  ;  Imt  it  must  be 
admitted  that  generally  it  was  condemned.  The 
composition  was  weak,  the  drawing  of  the  ligures 
questionable,  and  the  whole  colour  disappointing. 
The  great  majority  of  friends  and  foes  alike  con¬ 
demned  it,  and  there  is  no  doubt  Diaz’s  reputa¬ 
tion  was  seriously  injured.  However,  he  returned 
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to  his  smaller  works^  and  very  soon  retrieved  his 
position. 

From  this  time  forward  there  is  little  to  tell 
about  the  artist.  His  pictures  found  a  reasonahly 
ready  market,  lie  had  many  friends,  and  he  seems  to 
have  been  happy  enough  to  have  no  history.  In 
1800,  however,  a  great  calamity  overtook  him,  for 
that  year  died  his  favourite  son,  Narcisse  Emile  Diaz. 
This  young  man  was  born  in  Paris  twenty-five  years 
before,  and  his  father  had  trained  him  as  an  artist. 
He  was,  however,  more  a  poet  than  painter,  and  wrote 
some  excellent  verses.  His  poetry  was  strongly 
tinged  with  the  ideas  of  Victor  Hugo  and  De  Musset, 


IMeissonier  and  other  artists  delivered  orations  over 
the  grave,  and  now  that  the  painter  was  dead — alas  ! 
how  often  it  happens — they  did  not  hesitate  to  pro¬ 
claim  him  the  great  artist  he  really  was. 

It  is  always  interesting  to  know  what  artists’ 
works  have  aroused  the  enthusiasm  of  a  jiainter 
whose  works  we,  in  our  turn,  admire.  Diaz’s 
favourite  old  master  was  Correggio.  For  him  he 
had  a  passionate  liking,  and  he  used  to  go  to  the 
Louvre  to  study  there  the  jiictures  by  that  master. 
The  well-known  “Antiojie”  was  the  work  he  ehielly 
admired.  Diaz  had  also  something  of  the  Velasipiez 
in  him,  hut  Correggio  was  his  greatest  inspirer. 


THE  STORM. 

(From  an  Etcldnrj  by  CJianvel,  after  the  Fainirng  by  N.  V.  Diaz.) 


but  it  was  still  quite  individual.  In  1870,  during 
the  Franco-German  war,  Diaz  took  refuge  in  Brussels, 
for  he  was  too  old  to  fight. 

Diaz  died  on  November  18th,  1876,  at  Meudon, 
near  Paris,  where  he  had  resided  for  several  years. 
It  was  in  the  same  neighbourhood  he  had  lost  his 
limb  when  a  boy.  For  many  years  previously,  and 
especially  since  1870,  he  had  been  one  of  the  fashion¬ 
able  painters,  and  at  his  death  a  large  number  of 
people  followed  his  funeral  to  Montmartre  Cemetery. 
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Diaz  was  also  an  ardent  admirer  of  J.  F.  Millet. 
Whenever  he  saw  a  picture  in  which  he  detected 
genius,  his  warm  southern  temperament  leaped  into 
dame.  When  Millet  exhibited  in  the  184<4  Salon 
his  group  of  children  jdaying  horses,  he  said,  “At 
last  here  is  a  new  man  who  has  the  knowledge 
which  I  would  like  to  have,  movement,  colour,  and 
expression  too — here,  indeed,  is  a  painter.”  When 
Millet  found  times  hard,  Diaz,  then  his  neighbour 
at  Barbizon,  did  much  to  help  him.  He  made  a 
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tremendous  jjropagauda  for  Alillet,  urging  amateurs 
and  dealers  to  purchase  this  artisEs  paintings,  if 
they  did  not  wish  to  stand  in  his  eyes  as  blind  and 
incapable  creatures.* 

As  a  man,  Diaz  was  in  personal  appearance  ro¬ 
bust  and  sunburnt  like  a  gipsy,  of  shortish  stature, 
bruscpie  as  a  Castilian,  eloquent  as  an  Italian. 
Latterly  he  had  a  grey  beard,  and  eyes  which  flashed 
and  sparkled  like  his  own  pictures.  He  talked  con¬ 
tinuously,  arguing  and  disputing,  being  passionate 
and  self-willed,  and  very  reluctant  to  allow  himself 
beaten.  He  was  firmly  attached  to  the  belief  that 
quality  of  colour  in  a  picture  was  of  far  greater  im¬ 
portance  than  perfection  of  line.  He  was  generous 
and  enthusiastic  with  his  friends,  and  very  strongly 
opposed  to  those  he  did  not  like.  He  enjoyed  life  in 
his  own  way,  ljut  in  some  respects  was  too  fond  of 
good  living. 

AVI  leii  he  had  plenty  of  money  he  sometimes 
thi’ew  it  into  all  sorts  of  odd  corners  in  his  studio,  so 
(hat  when  out  of  funds  he  would  commence  a  search 
for  a  napoleon,  and  when  he  came  across  it  he  was 
refreshingly  delighted.  AVhen  anyone  visited  him, 
they  could,  after  ringing  the  bell,  hear  the  noise 
of  his  wooden  leg  stump-stump-stumping  along  as 
the  painter  hurried  to  open  the  door.  Then  his 
fine  energetic-looking  face  would  brighten  up  and  he 
would  commence  to  talk  immediately,  and  scarcely 
stop  until  his  visitors  had  left.  Of  course  Diaz  had 


had  a  very  great  deal  to  struggle  against,  his  edu¬ 
cation  as  a  youth  was  imperfect,  his  training  was 
none  of  the  best,  and  when  he  became  a  man,  his 
oats  were  of  the  wildest  description.  Then,  when 
he  developed  into  a  favourite  jvainter,  training  or 
restraint  was  out  of  the  question,  and  generally  his 
life  was  without  well-directed  curb. 

For  the  student  Diaz  is  a  less  desirable  master  to 
study  than  Rousseau,  especially  in  his  figure  pictures. 
As  a  landscape-painter,  as  which  it  is  (piite  certain 
he  will  live  longest,  he  cannot  lead  anyone  very  far 
wrong;  but  his  brilliant  colours  in  his  figure  pieces 
are  a  pitfall  for  the  unwary.  Though  easy  to  imi¬ 
tate  when  once  ])roduced,  they  are  difficult  enough  to 
create,  and  quite  undesirable  to  form  a  good  style  upon. 
Rut  Diaz  was  an  artist  to  his  finger  ends ;  indepen¬ 
dent,  and  perhaps  ca])ricious,  but  still  a  great  painter. 

Of  the  examples  of  Diazes  work  which  accompany 
this  notice  “  The  Forest  of  Fontainebleau,”  on  ])age 
184,  is  probably  the  most  interesting.  It  is  an  almost 
perfect  little  specimen  of  Diaz’s  landscajie  work.  “The 
Storm”  (page  2dd)  is  also  very  fine  in  quality  and 
composition.  “The  Chace”  (page  I8d)  has  been 
found  most  difficult  to  translate  into  black-and-white, 
for  this  picture  is  more  an  example  of  colour  than  of 
careful  delineation  of  form.  “The  Necklace”  (page 
2-‘52j  is  in  the  Luxembourg,  and  is  one  of  the  few 
large  figure  pictures  in  which  Diaz  was  completely 
successful. 


“STUDY  OF  A  HEAD.” 


Ev  Sir  Frederick  Leiuhton,  Rart.,  E.R.A. 


HIS  little  picture,  a  photo¬ 
gravure  of  which  forms  our 
frontispiece,  is  one  of  the 
most  recent  works  from  the 
brush  of  the  President  of  the 
Royal  Academy.  The  public 
had  quite  lately  the  oppor¬ 
tunity  of  seeing  the  original 
itself,  as  it  was  hung  in  the  place  of  honour  in 
the  last  exhibition  of  the  Royal  Society  of  British 
Artists.  We  then  called  attention  to  the  charm 
of  this  jiretty  head,  standing  so  daintily  against 
the  liaekground  of  rich  deep  blue,  while  a  drapery  of 
»  “Life  of  Millet.” 


a  light  tender  green  com[)leted  the  harmony.  The 
picture  itself  is  little  more  than  a  rapid  sketch  in 
oils.  As  may  be  seen,  it  is  very  thinly  painted,  yet  it 
])resents  that  aspect  of  completeness,  which,  as  we 
have  pointed  out  in  our  article  on  the  Royal  Academy, 
when  dealing  with  the  methods  of  its  President,  is 
one  of  the  characteristics  of  his  work  as  soon  as  it  is 
])ut  upon  canvas.  The  head  is  an  idealised  portrait  of 
a  young  lady  whose  face  and  figure — in  common  with 
those  of  her  four  pretty  sisters— have  many  a  time,  in 
])aint  and  canvas,  graced  the  walls  of  our  exhibitions. 
I’he  picture  was  jiresented  to  Lady  Halle  b}"  the 
artist  as  a  wedding-gift,  and  to  her  courtesy  we  are 
indebted  for  permission  to  reproduce  it. 
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STUDIES 


IN  ENGLISH  COSTUME. 

A  SUIT  OF  THE  TIME  OF  HOGARTH. 

By  RICHABU  IIKATII. 


There  entered  a  man  dressed  in  a  plain  habit, 
with  a  purse  ot‘  gold  in  liis  hand.  He  threw 
himself  forward  into  the  room  in  a  bluff,  ruffianly 
manner,  a  smile,  or  rather  a  sneer  on  his  countenance.^^ 
This  portrait  of  the  Prime  Alinister  of  England 


almost  brutal.  There  was,  however,  arising  a  spirit 
which  some  may  think  better,  some  worse,  a  desire 
to  gild  this  Augean  stable,  to  polish  its  walls, 
and  at  least  to  hide  the  mire  out  of  sight.  “Let 
this  fine  varnish,  so  necessary  to  give  lustre  to  the 


Fig.  1. — SUIT  OP  THE  TIJIB  OP  IIOGAETII  :  THE  COAT. 
(From  the  Wardrobe  of  Seymour  Litcas,  Esq.,  A.R.A.) 


during  the  Hogarthian  period  represents  the  charac¬ 
teristic  features  of  its  society. 

No  time  more  easy  to  know,  since  it  not  only 
had  Hogarth  for  its  delineator,  but  Fielding  and 
Smollett  and  Richardson,  all  working  in  the  same 
field ;  nevertheless,  the  life  they  depict  is  so  un¬ 
savoury  that  we  shrink  from  its  study,  and  only 
give  it  cursory  and  occasional  glances.  No  one, 
however,  who  has  so  much  as  glanced  over  Hogarth’s 
works  can  be  ignorant  that  its  materialism  was 


whole  piece,”  wrote  Lord  Chesterfield  in  1751 
to  his  son,  “be  the  sole  and  single  object  of  your 
utmost  attention.”  Sir  Robert  Walpole  stands  at 
the  entry.  Lord  Chesterfiehl  at  the  exit  of  the 
stage  over  which  our  costume  shadows  now  flit. 
The  first  influence  is  powerful  at  the  opening,  but 
is  waning  all  through  the  period,  and  a  more  pol¬ 
ished  order  of  things  beginning  to  take  its  place. 
Chesterfield  gives  us  its  keynote  when  he  says, 
“  Plainness,  simplicity,  Quakerism,  either  in  dress  or 
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manners,  will  not  do;  they  must  ho'h  be  hiceil  and 
einhroiilercd  y 

Jbit  there  was  a  quarter  of  a  century  to  he 
traversed,  and  the  snit  here  produced  from  the  ward- 
rohe  of  iMr.  Seymour  Imcas  will  exactly  represent 
this  period,  while  the  magnificent  laced  waiistcoat 
whicli  is  added  will  very  aptly  indicate  the  fact  that 
plainness  in  dress  was  going  out  of  fashion,  and  lace 
and  embroidery  coming  in. 

The  cut  of  this  snit  is  in  every  respect  Hogarthian. 
AV  e  come  upon  such  a  coat  first  in  a  print  of  the 


here  (London)  display  some  character  or  other  in 
their  dress ;  some  affect  the  tremendous,  and  wear 
a  g’reat  and  fiercely  cocked  hat,  an  enormous  sword, 
a  short  waistcoat ,  and  a  black  cravat.^'’  Lord  Chester¬ 
field’s  reference  as  well  as  the  examples  in  Llogarth’s 
]n'int  of  the  “  lieggars’  Opera”  show  that  waistcoats 
were  now  cut  shorter  and  comi)letely  scpiare.  This 
cansc'd  the  breeches  to  be  more  visible  than  was  for¬ 
merly  the  case,  while  the  square-toed  shoes  attracted 
more  attention  from  the  increased  size  of  their  buckles. 

In  the  ])icture  entitled  “The  Indian  Emperor” 


“  Reggars’  Opera  Rnrles([ued  ”  (17;IS),  where  it  is  wairn 
by  a  ])erformer  playing  the  bag'pipes,  the  difference 
in  this  coat  and  that  of  the  previous  jicriod  being 
chiefly  in  the  pocket-holes,  which  had  now  ascended 
nearly  to  the  waist.  But  the  coat  represented  in  this 
print  has  button-holes,  or  at  least  false  ones,  all  the 
w'ay  down,  which  is  not  the  case  with  ours.  The 
same  style  of  coat  appears  again  in  the  picture, 
“Examination  of  Bambridge,  Warden  of  the  Mint, 
by  a  Committee  of  the  House  of  Commons,  appointed 
(17:B))to  enquire  into  the  tortures  inflicted  in  that 
prison.”  But  the  cuffs  here  do  not  agree  with  ours, 
being  long  rather  than  wide;  in  fact  they  almost 
reach  the  elbow. 

In  the  “  Beggars’  Opera”  (17d0)  we  see  the  same 
coat  again,  with  a  shorter  sfpiare-cut  waistcoat  which 
now  began  to  take  the  place  of  the  long-fla.p])ed 
waistcoats  of  the  George  I.  era.  Lord  Chesterfiehl, 
in  warning  his  son  against  the  affectation  of  singu¬ 
larity  in  dress,  tells  him,  “  Most  of  our  young  fellows 


(17dl),  we  again  have  a  coat  cut  as  the  one  before 
ns,  l)ut  it  is  an  example  of  the  way  lace  is  coming 
again  into  ordinary  wear,  the  series  of  notched  holes 
at  the  back  of  the  skirts  giving  jdace  to  a  series 
of  squares  in  gold  lace.  In  this  coat  the  cuffs  are 
different  to  ours,  for  they  are  cut  open  as  they 
approach  the  elbow ;  this  fashion  is  fre(piently  ob¬ 
servable  in  pictures  of  the  time,  and  may  be  seen 
on  the  figure  given  from  the  “Laughing  Audience” 
(l7;3d).  ' 

In  the  “Midnight  Conversation”  (1781)  every 
portion  of  the  snit  may  be  fully  seen  :  the  square- 
cut  coats  and  waistcoats,  the  Iweeches  fastened  by 
a  strap  and  buckle  just  round  the  abdomen  and 
l)nttoned  at  the  knees.  Hogarth  has  given  ns  two 
sketches  of  the  breeches  of  his  time — a  full  view  and 
a  side  view — which  accord  almost  exactly  with  those 
here  given,  and  which  were  described  in  my  last 
article.  The  llajw  of  the  waistcoat  being  open  for 
eleven  inches,  gave  ample  opportunity  for  the  wearer 
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to  put  liis  hands  in  his  pockets  as  the  young*  lord  is 
doing  in  Plate  II.  of  the  “  Rake’s  Progress,”  and 
throws  a  light  on  the  scene  recorded  by  Hervey, 
where  Miss  Bellenden  is  so  worried  by  the  Prince  of 
Wales  twice  taking  his  purse  out  of  his  pocket  and 
counting  over  his  money,  that  she  threatens  to  leave 
the  room  if  he  does  it  again. 

A  very  near  approach  to  the  coat  is  seen  in  that 
worn  (Fig.  6)  by  the  violinist  in  the  levee — Rake’s 
Progress”  (1735),  showing  the  way  in  which  the 
body  and  skirts  of  the  coat  fell  when  worn.  The 
breast-pieces  and  front  skirts  were  lined  with  buek- 


Wehave  thus  arrived  nearer  and  nearer  to  the 
coat  before  us,  but  it  is  only  wben  we  come  to  tbe 
series  called  “  Marriage  a  la  mode  ”  that  we  actually 
reach  it.  In  the  first  picture,  Drawing  up  the 
Contract,”  the  coat  worn  l)y  the  alderman  reseml^les 
it  vei’y  closely,  but  the  cuffs  are  rather  longer,  and 
not  so  deep.  That  worn  by  the  doctor  (who  in  last 
scene  is  rebuking  the  terrified  servant  for  fetching 
the  laudanum)  is  the  coat  in  every  particular.  (See 
Fig.  8.)  And  this  coat,  from  its  cut  and  material, 
very  probably  belonged  to  someone  of  the  class  of 
the  alderman  or  doctor.  It  appears  to  bo  made  of 


Fig.  3. — EMBBOIDEEBD  SILK  WAISTCOAT. 

(From  the  Wardrobe  of  Seymour  Lucas,  Esq.,  A.R.A.) 


ram  or  coarse  canvas.  The  latter  is  used  in  the 
coat  before  us  (Fig.  1)  in  order  to  make  these  parts 
stand  out  stiffly  from  the  body,  the  folds  at  the  side 
of  the  skirts  being  stuffed  with  horsehair,  making 
them  stick  out,  while  the  back  and  hinder  skirts,  not 
being  so  lined  or  padded,  fall  loose  and  flat.  The 
only  points  in  which  the  coat  of  the  violinist  differs 
are  the  cuffs  and  the  lace  trappings  at  the  buttons. 

There  seems  at  this  period  to  have  been  some 
idea  of  giving  up  button-holes  and  wearing  embroi¬ 
dered  straps.  In  the  “  Rake’s  Marriage  ”  (1735)  we 
have  the  same  coat  but  without  buttons,  their  place 
being  supplied  by  straps,  one  at  the  neck,  and  two 
at  the  waist.  And  “  In  the  Gaming  House  ”  (same 
series)  a  similar  style  of  fastening  the  coat  occurs. 


grogram,  which  was  a  stuff  composed  of  mohair  and 
silk.  In  this  ease  the  mohair  would  be  brown,  and 
the  silk  yellow,  giving  the  material  the  effect,  in 
some  lights,  of  shot  silk.  It  is  lined  with  yellow,  of 
a  material  unlike  anything  we  ordinarily  see  to-day. 
The  buttons  and  button-holes  are  in  couplets,  and  the 
pockets  are  still  ornamented  with  the  five  notch-holes, 
but  the  series  which  usually  adorned  coat-tails,  even 
at  this  time,  have  dwindled  to  only  two.  The  waist¬ 
coat  belonging  to  this  suit  is  a  mustard-coloured  silk, 
elaborately  embroidered  with  a  thread  of  the  same 
colour.  It  would  appear  to  have  been  shortened  a 
trifle  by  a  small  piece  taken  out  of  the  waist.  There 
are  twenty-two  buttons  and  twelve  button-holes,  the 
lower  ten  buttons  being  only  oi’namental.  I  have 
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already  alluded  to  the  way  iu  which  breast-pieces  are 
made  to  stand  out  by  means  of  a  coarse  canvas  under 
the  lining’  and  the  skirts  by  being'  stuffed  with  horse- 


4, - MEASUREMENTS  OF  EMBROIDERED  SILK  W.USTCOAT 

SHOWN  IN  FIG.  3. 


hair.  The  quantity  may  be  inferred  from  the  weight 
of  the  coat,  which  is  nearly  seven  pounds. 

Idle  series  just  spoken  of — “  Marriage  ii  la  mode 
—  gives  many  opportunities  of  studying  the  wear  of 
the  waisteoat  and  breeches.  We  see  the  very  sipiare 
cut  prevailed  at  this  time  as  illustrated  in  our 
examples.  AVe  see  from  Plate  II.  that  the  stock¬ 
ings  were  still  pulled  over  the  knees,  but  that  the 
fashion  was  already  going  out  abroad,  for  tbe  Italian 
singer  in  Plate  IV.  is  represented  in  breeches  which 
buckle  over  the  stocking  at  the  knee.  In  the  fifth 
scene  we  see  that  they  were  fastened  by  a  band 
buckled  at  the  waist. 

The  dress  here  illustrated  prevails  not  only 
throughout  “  Marriage  a  la  mode,”  but  also  through 
the  series  called  “'Industry  and  Idleness,”  and  maybe 
specially  studied  on  Plates  IV.  and  VIII.  In  Plate 
IV.  the  figures  of  the  master  and  his  favourite  ap¬ 
prentice  give  the  front  of  the  coat  and  the  wig  most 
probably  worn  with  it;  and  iu  Plates  VI.  and  VII. 
we  have  figures  which  show  it  behind  with  the  bars 
or  notched  holes  on  the  tails. 

In  the  jiassage  already  quoted  from  Chesterfield 
in  illustration  of  affectation  in  dress  he  speaks  of 
some  who  wore  brown  frocks,  leather  Iireeches,  their 
hats  uncocked  and  their  hair  unpowdered,  and 
carried  great  oaken  cudgels.  And  in  the  London 
Eceiiiiiff  East  of  December,  1738,  the  following 
account  is  given  of  the  odd  figures  a  young  lady 


sees  at  the  l>lay.  “  When  we  sat  ilowii  in  the  front 
boxes  we  found  ourselves  surrounded  by  a  parcel 
of  tbe  strangest  fellows  that  ever  I  saw  in  my  life; 
some  of  them  had  those  loose  kind  of  ffreat-eoats 
on  which  1  have  heard  called  wrap-rascals,  with  gold- 
laced  hats  slouched,  in  humble  imitation  of  stage- 
coachmen  ;  others  aspiroil  at  being  grooms,  and  had 
dirty  boots  and  spurs,  with  black  caps  on  and  long 
whips  in  their  hands,  and  a  third  set  wore  scanty 
frocks,  little  shabby  hats  put  on  one  side,  and  clubs 
in  their  hands.” 

Fielding’,  who  in  his  life  of  Jonathan  AVild  the 
Great,  cleverly  satirises  the  manners  and  ideas  of 
the  ruling  classes,  represents  Newgate  as  divided 
into  two  parties,  one  of  which  wore  their  hats 
fiercely  cocked,  and  were  called  Cavaliers,  Tory  Ilory 
Ranter  Boys,  &c.,  and  the  other  preferred  the  nab 
or  wrencher  cap  with  the  brim  flajiping  over  the 
eyes,  and  were  called  AVags,  Roundheads,  Shake- 
bags,  Old  Nolls,  &c. 

The  coarse  aud  careless  rufFianism  suggested 
by  these  quotations  indicates  the  mood  in  which 
this  period  opens.  There  is  still  in  the  young  man 
of  fashion  a  touch  of  the  Mohock.  But  Lord 
Chesterfield  sees  it  is  already  the  mere  affectation 
of  brutality,  and  scornfully  says  that  he  is  convinced 
that  they  are  meek  asses  in  lions’  skins,  and  only 
quotes  their  example  as  one  to  be  avoided.  His 
maxim  is  “  Dress  yourself  fine  when  others  are  fine, 
plain  where  others  are  plain,”  and  he  is  never  tired 
of  urging  the  necessity  of  careful  and  graceful 
dressing.  “  I  do  not,  indeed,  wear  feathers  and 
red  heels,  which  would  ill  suit  my  age,  but  I  take 
care  to  have  my  clothes  well  made,  my  wig  well 


combed  and  powdered,  my  linen  and  person  ex¬ 
tremely  clean.'”  Lord  Chesterfield’s  allusion  to 
feathers  is  explained  by  Fig.  9,  where  we  see  a 
hat  of  the  period  cocked  before  and  behind  and 
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cdg'ed  with  feathers.  This,  as  well  as  lace  on  the 
hats,  now  became  more  and  more  the  fashion,  which, 
as  the  works  of  Hogarth  plainly  teach,  was  tending 
more  and  more  to  extravagance  of  all 
kinds.  The  hair  was  sometimes  worn 
in  a  ])igtail,  or  the  long  ends  behind 
tied  lip  and  put  into  a  hag  and  orna¬ 
mented  with  an  immense  black  bow. 

White  powder  by  1735  was  quite  the 
rage,  and  everyone  who  wished  to 
be  in  fashion  began  to  wear  wigs 
like  that  of  the  king,  clipped  in  the 
manner  of  a  hawthorn  hedge  and 
literally  loaded  with  powder.  Lord 
Hervey  presents  ns  with  one  of  his 
g’raphic  sketches  when  he  writes  :  “As 
for  Selkirk,  he  makes  his  purple  nose 
(piite  white  six  or  seven  times  a  day 
by  thrusting  it  into  the  king’s  peri¬ 
wig,  in  order  to  get  at  his  Majesty’s 
ear,  for  the  purpose  of  communicating 
the  court  news  he  is  always  collecting.” 

In  connection  with  the  bag  and 
bow  at  the  back  of  tbe  head  we  see  a 
curious  loose  black  collar  worn  round  the 
neck.  The  violinist  (Fig.  6)  in  the  levee  wears  this 

“black  solitaire  his  neck  to  adorn, 

Like  that  of  Versailles  by  the  courtiers  there  worn.” 

London  Magazine,  1733. 

From  which  quotation, 
dated  two  years  earlier 
than  the  publication  of 
these  prints,  we  learn  the 
solitaire  had  become  the 
fashion  in  London,  and 
that  the  man  who  wished 
to  be  in  it  was 

“  Now  quite  a  Frenchman  in 
his  garb  and  mien. 

His  neck  yok’d  down  with 
bag  and  solitaire.’’'’ 

Modern  Fine  Gentleman,  1746. 


Thus  in 
for  Debt” 


the 


we  see 
Rake  emerging  from 


'  Arrest 
the 
his 

chair  arrayed  in  court 
costume,  of  which  this 
decoration  forms  a  part. 

C  h  es  t  er  field  d  wel  1  s  pa  r- 
ticularly  on  the  import¬ 
ance  of  clean  linen  ;  in 
the  print,  “  Bambridge 
before  a  Committee  of  the  House  of  Commons,”  we 
see  that  the  loose  and  carelessly  tied  Steinkirk  now 
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fell  in  regular  folds  on  the  chest,  producing  the  effect 
of  the  narrow-pleated  shirt  front  with  a  plain  white 
band  for  a  cravat.  In  the  same  print  we  observe 
that  everyone  on  the  committee  wears 
ruffles,  some  even  a  double  row.  In 
1737  ruffles  had  again  become  of  such 
importance  that  at  the  very  time 
Queen  Caroline  was  dying,  Lord  Her¬ 
vey  says  :  “  The  King  in  the  midst  of 
all  his  real  and  great  concern  for  the 
Queen,  sent  to  his  pages  (it  being 
the  day  appointed  for  a  levee)  to  bid 
them  to  be  sure  to  have  his  last  new 
ruffles  sewed  on  upon  the  shirt  he  was 
to  })ut  on  that  day  at  his  public 
dressing.” 

And,  as  we  have  seen,  not  only 
lace  but  embroidery  was  coming  more 
and  more  into  fashion.  We  have 
noted  how  richly  embroidered  is  the 
coat  the  Rake  is  wearing  when  ar¬ 
rested.  There  is  a  passage  in  “  Joseph 
Andrews  ”  which,  as  it  gives  a  good 
idea  of  the  tendency  of  dress  in  the 
Chesterfield  direction,  I  shall  take 
leave  to  quote : — 

“  The  gentleman  who  owned  the  coach-and-six 
came  to  the  Assembly.  He  soon  attracted  the  eyes  of 
the  company  ;  all  the  Smarts,  all  the  silk  waistcoats 
with  silver  and  gold  cdgings,were  eclipsed  in  an  instant. 

“  ‘  Madam,’  said 
Adams,  ‘  if  it  be  not 
impertinent,  I  should 
be  glad  to  know  how 
this  gentleman  was 
drest.’ 

“  ‘  Sir,’  answered 
the  lady,  ‘  I  have  been 
told  he  had  on  a  cut- 
velvet  coat  of  a  cinna¬ 
mon  colour,  lined  with 
satin,  embroi- 
all  over  with 
his  waistcoat, 
was  cloth  of 
silver,  was  embroidered 
with  gold  likewise.  I 
cannot  be  particular  as 
to  the  rest  of  his  dress, 
but  it  was  all  in  the 
French  fashion,  for 
Bellarmine  (that  was 
his  name)  was  just  ar¬ 
rived  from  Paris.’  ” 

And  this  same  Bellarmine  says  further  on  to  the 
lady  who  described  his  divss  to  Parson  Adams  : — 


pink 
dered 
gold  ; 
which 


Fig.  8. 

(.After  Hogarth.) 
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“  ^  Yes,  madam,  this  coat,  I  assure  you,  was  made 
at  Paris,  aud  1  defy  the  l)est  Eiigdish  tailor  even 
to  imitate  it.  There  is  not  one  of  them  can  cut, 
madam  ;  they  canT  cut.  If  you  oljserve  how  the 
coat  is  turned,  and  this  sleeve,  a  clumsy  English 
rascal  can  do  nothing- lik(>  it .  .  .  .  I  never  trust 

more  than  a  great-coat 
to  an  Eng'lislunan.” 

Aud  Lord  Chester¬ 
field  was  of  the  same 
opinion,  for  he  tells  his 
son  that  the  Milords 
Anglais  in  Paris  are 
noted  for  their  ill-cut 
clothes,  which,  how¬ 
ever,  he  patriotically 
ascribes  to  their  being- 
made  by  Scotch  or 
Irish  tailors. 

In  “Pamela”  we 
read  of  an  imlividual 
who  appeared  arrayed 
in  a  fine  laced  waist¬ 
coat  of  blue  paduasoy, 
and  his  coat  a  pearl- 
coloured  fine  cloth  with 
gold  Imttons  and  but¬ 
ton-holes, 
with  silk, 
young  lord  in 
ing  u]i  the  Contract 
is  arrayed  in  a  waist¬ 
coat  etpially  sjilendid, 
for  it  is  worked  with  honeysuckles,  something  like 
a  beautiful  specimen  to  be  seen  in  Mr.  Sherard- 
Kennedy’s  wardrobe.  Malcolm  tells  ns  that  in 
1735  “noblemen  and  gentlemen  at  court  chiefly 
wore  browni-tlowered  velvet  or  dark  cloth  suits  laced 
with  gold  or  silver,  or  plain  velvets  of  various 
colours  and  breeches  of  the  same ;  their  waistcoats 
were  either  gold-stuffs  or  richly  flowered  silks  of 
a  large  pattern  with  a  w-hite  ground ;  the  make 
much  the  same  as  has  been  worn  some  time,  only 
many  had  open  sleeves  to  their  coats.”  “  Lord 
Castlemaine,”  we  are  further  told,  “  made  a  very 
splendid  appearance  among  the  young  noblemen 
in  a  gold-stuff  coat.”  Mrs.  Delaney  in  her  account 


of  the  marriage  of  the  Princess  Royal  in  1734,  men¬ 
tions  Lord  Crawford  as  “dressed  in  a  white  damask 
laced  with  gold.’^  But  the  bridegroom  on  that  oc¬ 
casion  and  his  father-in-law  claimed  precedence  by  the 
gorgeous  grandeur  of  their  costume.  The  Prince  of 
Or.ange  was  in  gold-stuff  embroidered  with  silver,  and 

George  11.  also  in  gold- 
stuff,  with  diamond 
buttons  to  his  coat :  his 
star  and  George  shin¬ 
ing  most  gloriously. 
After  this  we  can  well 
Iielieve  we  sec  in  Mr. 
Seymour  Lucas’s  splen¬ 
did  example,  Avhich 
is  here  reproduced 
(see  Fig.  3),  a  waist¬ 
coat  worn,  perhaps,  at 
this  pompous  ceremo¬ 
nial.  It  is  a  delicate 
primrose  brocaded  silk 
most  richly  embroi¬ 
dered  wdth  silver.  But 
as  in  France  St.  Simon 
stripped  the  Ludovican 
Court  of  all  its  ribbons 
and  furbelows,  and  saw 
even  in  the  superl) 
monarch  himself  only 
a  rather  diseased  mem¬ 
ber  of  Humanity,  so 
in  the  Georgian  Court 
tliere  was  “  a  chiel  ” 
amongst  them  taking  notes  ;  and  words  are  incapa¬ 
ble  of  expressing  the  disgust  with  which,  according 
to  Lord  Hervey,  the  greatest  personages  on  the  oc¬ 
casion  referred  to,  took  part  in  the  tinselled  pageantry. 

“  U'he  gowJ  is  but  the  guinea  stamp, 

The  man’s  a  man  for  a’  that,” — 

is  of  course  only  a  fine  sentiment,  but  the  remorse¬ 
less  strippings  of  “good  my  Lord  Hervey”  must  ren¬ 
der  the  most  thorough-going  cynic  glad  that  men  and 
women  were  not  wholly  given  up  to  the  practical  phil¬ 
osophy  of  Sir  Robert  Walpole  and  Lord  Chesterfield, 
who,  as  the  mutes  in  a  funeral  procession,  now  usher 
before  us  the  cavalcade  of  their  dead  and  corrupt  times. 


Fig.  9. 

{After  Hogarth  and  other  Contemporarii  Ariistr.) 


/^'  f  LL  blaek  and  white  and  grey — a  snowy  steppe, 
^  1  And  iiere  and  there  a  stump  or  rook,  and  far 
»  A  ragged  jagged  fringe  of  dusky  pine,' 

B  And  over  all  a  pall  of  hopeless  lead. 

B  Ah!  life  too  much  in  this  dead  land  of  cold  ; 

B  A  sleigh  and  horses  three  that  sped  for  life, 
g  A  driver  and  a  mother,  priest  and  babe, 
p  And  after  all  the  wolves  infuriate. 

K  Dropped  like  a  pin  in  haste  or  fear,  the  child 
B  Rolled  in  the  snow;  and,  as  a  child,  the  priest 
E  In  impulse  leapt.  These  stayed,  and  the  wolves 
stayed. 


The  rest  sped  on,  by  horses  as  by  fate 
Dragged  to  the  nearest  village,  where  the  beasts 
Stopped  still  with  shivering  knees,  a  cloud  of 
steam. 

And  there  they  found  the  mother — once  again 
A  mother— dead,  and  a  babe  fresh  from  heaven, 
"Who  cried,  as  other  babes,  he  knew  not  why. 
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THE  EAEEY  HAYS  OF  THE  RENATSSANCE  IN  ITALY. 


riHIEIIE  is  a  sort  of  inayio  in  the  word  “  Renais- 
-L  sauce. \Vheii  we  liear  it,  a  procession  of 
nia<.;'nilicently-apparelled  ])rinees,  of  courtly  painters 
and  sculptors,  of  g'cntle  scholars  and  poets,  passes 
through  our  mind.  It  suggests  to  us  a  period,  cha¬ 
racterised  by  an  energy  of  thought,  a  splendour  of 
life,  and  a  love  of  art,  which  are  almost  without  pa¬ 
rallel  iu  history.  The  iMiddle  Ages  were  a  long  night 
throughout  which  the  art-world  slept;  the  Renaissance 
is  I  he  brilliant  dawn,  when  t  he  whole  world  awoke 
and  recognised  once  more  how  glorious  a  thing  it  is 
to  live,  see,  and  think  ;  when  the  human  spirit  became 
young  again;  when  science  and  philosophy  were  re¬ 
stored  to  the  place  of  honour  from  which  bigotry  and 
ignorance  had  thrust  them  ;  and  when  beauty  and  jrlea- 
sure  were  jjursued  with  a  devotion  worthy  of  the  age 
of  Pericles.  The  curious  subtleties  of  the  Platonic, 
system  grafted  on  to  the  doctrines  of  Christian 
charity,  produced  that  “humanism'’^  which  is  happily 
not  yet  guite  extinct.  The  discovery  of  a  lost  clas¬ 
sical  author,  the  unearthing  of  a  Greek  statue,  thrilled 
the  smds  of  Florentines  of  the  fifteenth  century. 
The  bones  of  Livy  were  one  of  Padua'’s  greatest 
treasures,  while  the  King  of  Naples  regarded  the  his¬ 
torian’s  arm  as  a  priceless  relic.  A  new  work  by  a 
distinguished  sculptor  or  painter  at  once  commanded 
thousands  of  spectators.  And  yet,  with  all  this  fervid 
intellectuality,  physical  strength  and  prowess  were 
not  for  an  instant  despised.  The  hunting-field,  the 
joust,  all  those  exercises  which  aideil  physical  develop¬ 
ment,  were  held  in  high  esteem.  It  was  thought  to 
immeasurably  enhance  the  merit  of  Alberti  (architect, 
painter,  sculptor,  lit  ie  rat  cur)  that  he  could  tame  the 
most  mettled  steed,  that  he  could  leap  the  height  of  a 
man  with  his  feet  tied  together,  and  that  with  a  coin 


he  could  hit  the  roof  of  the  cathedral  of  Florence. 
And  then  how  interesting  were  the  political  circum¬ 
stances  of  the  time  !  On  the  one  hand,  we  have  the 
cultured  tyrannies  presided  over  by  patrons  of  art 
and  letters  ;  on  the  other  hand,  the  free  republics, 
whose  citizens  were  only  animated  by  a  desire  to 
confer  honour  and  glory  on  the  place  which  gave 
them  birth.  All  men  bestirred  themselves  to  beautify 
tlieir  homes.  In  the  Middle  Ages  it  had  been  re¬ 
garded  as  idolatrous  to  erect  statues  iu  honour  of 
living  persons  ;  they  were  now  set  u})  in  every  town 
iu  Italy. 

To  all  these  circumstances  is  due  the  peculiar 
charm  of  the  Renaissance,  as  well  as  the  extraordinary 
energy  which  has  been  devoted  to  the  elucidation  of 
its  history.  A  vast  literature  has  sprung  up  dealing 
with  this  single  period,  and  the  latest  addition  to  this 
literature  is  a.  work  of  the  greatest  value  from  the 
])en  of  M.  Eugene  Miintz,  and  entitled  “  Ilistoire 
de  I’Art  pendant  la  Renaissance.'’^*  The  volume  be¬ 
fore  ns  deals  with  the  revival  of  art  in  Italy  in  the 
fifteenth  century,  and  is,  we  believe,  only  an  instal¬ 
ment  of  a  comprehensive  history  of  the  movement 
throughout  Europe.  We  have  nothing  lint  praise  to 
fj’ive  to  M.  Miiutz’s  a:reat  work.  It  is  written  in  a 
charming  style,  which  detracts  nothing  from  its 
erudition ;  it  approaches  art  from  every  point  of 
view ;  and  it  is  illustrated  with  a  tact  and  profusion 
which  add  immensely  to  its  usefulness. 

Les  Primitifs,”  as  M.  Miintz  calls  them,  include 
the  o-veat  masters  of  the  fifteenth  century.  All 

O  ^ 

that  was  noblest  in  the  architecture,  sculpture,  and 
painting  of  this  time  is  represented  in  the  work  of 

*  “  Hisloirc  de  I’Art  pendant  la  Renaissance:  Ttalie.  Les 
Rriniitifs.”  Par  Eugene  IMvintz.  (Hacliette  et  Cie.) 
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Bninellesco^  Uoiuitello,  and  Masaccio.  The  ideal  of 
these  masters  was  no  doubt  the  elassieal  ideal,  but,  as 
M.  Muntz  well  points  out,  it  was  not  the  fact  of 
having  slavishly  copied  ancient  models  which  gave 
the  early  Renaissance  its  life  and  fertility ;  its 
triumph  was  due  to  the  fact  that  classical  art  was  the 
heritage  of  the  Italians,  who  were  the  direct  and 
legitimate  successors  of  the  Greeks  and  Romans, 
and  had  assimilated  the  classical  spirit  until  it 
had  become  their  own.  This  is  the  reason  why 
classical  models,  which  have  destroyed  so  many 
schools  of  art,  only  gave  fresh  life  and  health  to 
the  Italian  school  of  the 
fifteenth  century. 

But  let  it  not  he 
thought  that  the  Italian 
school,  with  its  classical 
aspirations,  leapt  at  once 
into  being,  like  Athene 
from  the  head  of  Zeus. 

Ancient  art  had  been 
vaguely  discussed  even 
in  the  Byzantine  period. 

Phidias  and  Praxiteles  had 
long  been  names  to  con¬ 
jure  with,  even  though 
nothing  was  known  of 
their  lives  or  styles.  They 
were  renfarded  as  magi- 
cians,  who  had  produced 
masterpieces  in  bronze 
by  supernatural  means. 

Giotto,  too,  was  not  un¬ 
acquainted  with  Roman 
architecture  and  ornament, 
though  he  had  but  faint 
glimmerings  of  the  possi¬ 
bilities  of  the  study  of  an¬ 
tiquity. 

It  was  not,  indeed,  un¬ 
til  the  time  of  Brunellesco 
and  Donatello  that  the  in¬ 
fluence  of  classical  art  fully  revealed  itself.  Yet  these 
masters  never  forsook  nature.  Their  work  was  always 
much  more  than  an  echo  of  antiquity.  Donatello  him¬ 
self  is  a  daring  realist ;  but  nevertheless  his  subjects, 
his  types,  the  attitudes  and  draperies  of  his  figures, 
are  never  free  from  a  suggestion  of  classicism.  Their 
reverence  for  the  Greeks  and  Romans  never  turned  the 
eyes  of  the  Italians  of  the  fifteenth  century  away  from 
the  life  of  their  own  times.  They  studied  their  con¬ 
temporaries  with  unfailing  earnestness.  They  drew 
or  modelled  those  they  met  daily  in  the  streets  of 
Florence.  They  did  not  hesitate  to  caricature  beggars, 
conspirators,  rascals  of  all  sorts ;  yet  they  informed 
even  their  meanest  works  with  a  spirit  of  grace  and 


harmony.  They  served  two  masters — nature  on  the 
one  hand,  antiquity  on  the  (hher;  and  it  is  this  dual 
apprenticeship  which  explains  their  achievement. 
From  antiquity  they  learnt  beauty  of  form,  purity 
of  line,  nobility  of  conception.  It  was  nature  that 
gave  them  their  inspiration,  their  freshness  of  senti¬ 
ment,  their  clear  and  free  vision.  Then  they  were 
ever  ready  to  take  advantage  of  the  lessons  of  science. 
Donatello  studied  eagerly  the  anatomy  not  only  of 
man  but  of  the  horse.  Masaccio  devoted  himself 
to  perfecting  foreshortening  and  linear  perspective. 
They  would  learn  of  all  who  had  anything  to  teach. 

From  artists  of  the  Flem¬ 
ish  .school,  for  instance, 
they  gained  a  knowledge 
of  aerial  ])erspective,  as 
well  as  of  the  technical 
processes  of  oil-painting. 

One  of  the  noticeable 
features  of  the  Renais¬ 
sance  was  the  extraor¬ 
dinary  impetus  which 
it  gave  to  architecture. 
During  the  Middle  Ages, 
life  had  been  nomadic. 
Churches  and  monasteries 
had  been  built  with  un¬ 
ceasing  assiduity ;  but 
civil  architecture  played 
only  an  insignificant  part 
in  mediaeval  life.  In  the 
fifteenth  century  a  marked 
change  took  place.  Life 
in  cities  had  by  this  time 
become  more  settled.  The 
princes  of  Italy,  who  loved 
splendour  and  jiom]')  be¬ 
yond  all  things,  built  for 
themselves  glorious  pa¬ 
laces.  In  every  city  tri¬ 
bunals,  halls,  hospitals, 
sprang  up  as  if  b}'  enchant¬ 
ment;  and  all  were  in  the  approved  Roman  style. 
Yet  architecture  was  the  least  emancipated  of  the 
arts;  and  while  painting  and  sculpture  gained  in 
strength  at  the  great  revival,  it  must  be  admitted 
that  architecture  lost  something  of  its  former  free¬ 
dom  and  picturesqueness.  The  study  of  the  monu¬ 
ments  of  Rome  and  the  writings  of  Yhtruvius  pi-o- 
duced  a  style  of  architecture  in  which  everything  was 
sacrificed  to  symmetry  and  an  almost  mathematical 
precision. 

The  architect  most  characteristic  of  the  fifteenth 
century  is  Brunellesco,  whom  M.  IMuntz  calls  the 
Christopher  Columbus  of  modern  architecture.  He 
it  was  who,  after  years  of  quarrelling  with  the 


ST.  CECILIA. 

(By  Donatello.  The  Earl  of  Wemyss's  Collection.) 
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Council,  built  the  cupola  o£  the  cathedral  at  Elorence. 
The  story  o£  the  disgraceful  treatment  to  udiich 
Rruuellesco  was  subjected  reminds  us  of  the  per¬ 
sistent  persecution  endured  by  Sir  Christopher  Wren 
at  the  hands  of  the  committee  who  ]>resided  over  the 
building  of  St.  Paul’s  ;  and  in  tbe  case  of  Rruuellesco, 


the  lirst  place  is  duo  to  Donatello.  This  marvellous 
genius  was  the  son  of  a  wool-carder  at  Elorence.  lie 
was  born  in  ldS2,  or  thereal)onts,  for  it  is  a  fact  not 
a  little  cbaracteristic  of  bis  absence  of  mind  that  he 
forgot  the  exact  year  of  his  birth.  So  simple  was  his 
plan  of  life  that  he  kept  the  little  money  which  he 


CIIILDEEN  DAXCIKG. 
(By  Donatello.) 


as  in  that  of  Sir  Christopher,  the  behaviour  of  the 
Council  was  utterly  un  justiliable.  Eor  the  Italian 
architect,  though  touched  with  a  love  of  diplomacy, 
was  a  kindly,  inagiianimous  soul  ;  and  when  the 
sketch  which  he  executed  in  the  competition  for  the 
gates  of  the  Baptistry  was  adjudged  the  best  with 
Ghiberti’s,  he  at  once  retired  from  the  field  in  favour 
of  his  rival.  Among  the  many  buildings  whicb  are 
due  to  his  genius,  we  may  mention  the  churches  of 
San  Lorenzo  and  San  Spirito  at  Florence,  both  of 
them  constructed  on  the  model  of  Christian  basilicae. 
Contemporary  with  Brunelleseo  were  the  architects 
.M  ichelozzi  and  Alberti.  The  latter  was  one  of  the  most 
accomplished  men  the  world  has  ever  seen.  Not  only 
was  he  handsome,  athletic,  and  socially  charming, 
but  he  displayed  extraordinary  ability  in  every  branch 
of  art  and  literature.  He  was  the  friend  of  Donatello, 
and  the  adviser  of  the  Medici  ;  while  for  the  Ruccellai 
he  built  a  splendid  palace  at  Florence,  which  is, 
perhaps,  his  masterjuece. 

But  it  is  when  we  turn  from  architecture  to 
sculpture  that  the  true  greatness  of  the  Renaissance 
appears.  The  sculptors  jirofited  far  more  than  either 
architects  or  painters  by  classical  inspiration;  and  this 
is  not  to  be  wondered  at,  for  the  classical  genius  was 
pre-eminently  plastic.  Of  all  the  Italian  sculptors. 


earned  in  a  basket  suspended  from  his  ceiling,  letting 
it  up  and  down  by  means  of  a  ])ulley.  It  was  no 
unusual  oecurreuce  for  him  to  wander  up  and  down 
Florence  in  rags;  indeed,  it  was  only  by  a  sulj- 
terfug’e  that  he  was  ever  induced  to  east  off  his 
worn-out  clothes.  His  friend  and  patron,  Cosmo  de 
Aledici,  used  to  change  his  garments  while  he  slept, 
and  Donatello  would  unconsciously  put  on  the  new 
ones,  and  never  recognise  the  change.  His  long  life 
was  entirely  devoted  to  his  art;  but  so  indifferent 
was  he  to  the  rewards  which  his  work  might  legiti¬ 
mately  have  brought  him  that  when  he  died,  in 
1166,  he  was  a  poor  man.  Engravings  of  three  of 
Donatello’s  works  accompany  the  present  article. 
The  statue  of  St.  George,  which  may  be  regarded  as 
the  type  of  military  courage,  is  perhaps  his  master¬ 
piece,  and  is  as  strong  and  noble  in  pose  and  execution 
as  it  could  well  be.  Very  different  in  spirit  is  the 
charming  St.  Cecilia,  which  is  in  the  collection  of 
Lord  Wemyss,  and  was  one  of  the  most  interesting 
works  of  scul})ture  exhibited  last  winter  at  Burling¬ 
ton  House. 

The  great  work  of  Ghiberti’s  life,  the  second 
great  sculptor  of  the  Renaissauce,  presents  a  striking 
contrast  to  Donatello’s  restless  force  and  almost  petu¬ 
lant  execution.  The  two  artists  have  scarcely  any 
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point  of  contact ;  yet  to  one  or  other  of  them  is  to  be  although  he  died  at  the  age  oi  twenly-seven,  left 
ascribed  tlie  noblest  works  of  senlj)tiu'e  which  had  behind  him  works  whiclg  for  dignity  ot  composition 


AN  ANGEL  SOUNDING  THE  TKUJIPET. 
{By  Fra  A'rtgelico.) 


l)GGn  produced,  since  the  golden  s^ge  of  Grreelc  civt.  cincl  nobility  ot  line,  ha^ve  laiely  been  equalled. 
The  greatest  of  the  contemporaries  of  Donatello,  Neither  Fra  Angelico  nor  Fra  Lippo  Lippi  belongs 
among  the  painters,  was  undoubtedly  Masaccio,  who,  in  spirit  to  the  fifteenth  century.  They  carried  on 
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the  tradition  ol:  an  earlier  ag'e,  eonsiderably  niodilied,  e  have  here  given  only  a  brief  survey  oi  the 

in  eaeh  case^  by  personal  idiosyncrasy.  But  Fra  ])eriod,  which  is  treated  with  great  fulness  and  judg- 


ST.  GEORGE. 

(From  the  Statue  by  Donatello.  Enyravrd  by  Barbant.) 


Angelico  was  not  at  all,  and  Fra  Lippo  Lipjii  was 
very  slightly,  inllueneed  by  the  great  revival  which 
was  going  on  around  him. 


rnent  by  IM.  Aluiitz.  To  his  account  of  this  per¬ 
haps  the  most  brilliant  period  in  the  history  of  art 
we  cordially  commend  our  readers. 
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OLD  ARTS  AND  MODERN  THOUGHTS. 


Alls  PALLIATA. 


By  J.  E.  HODGSON,  It.  A. 


N  De  Quincey’s 
“  Letters  to  a 
Y  0  u  11  g  M  a  n 
whose  Education 
lias  been  Neg¬ 
lected,”  there  oc¬ 
curs  the  follow¬ 
ing  passage  ;■ — ■ 

“  Now,  it  is  my 
private  theory 
.  .  .  that  the 

antique  or  pagan 
literature  is  a 
polar  antagonist 
to  the  modern  or 
Christian  litera¬ 
ture  ;  that  each 
is  an  evolution 
from  a  distinct 
principle,  having  nothing  in  common  but  what  is 
necessarily  common  to  all  modes  of  thought — namely, 
good  sense  and  logic ;  and  that  they  are  to  be  criti¬ 
cised  from  different  stations  and  points  of  view.”  The 
same  thing,  I  venture  humbly  to  submit,  may  be  said 
of  ancient  and  modern  art.  Greek  art,  as  we  know  it, 
had  a  certain  unreality  forced  upon  it  as  an  essential 
condition  of  its  existence;  it  ministered  to  the  worship 
of  gods,  demigods,  and  heroes,  beings  with  human 
forms,  and  attributes,  but  on  a  larger  and  more 
perfect  scale  than  those  ivliich  belong  to  ordinary 
humanity.  To  treat  such  persons  with  the  familiarity 
which  belongs  to  naturalistic  treatment  would  have 
been  to  degrade  them  in  the  eyes  of  the  worshippers 
— the  life  of  human  beings  on  earth  was  one  thing, 
the  life  of  the  gods  on  Olympus  was  another.  Art 
dealt  mainly  with  the  latter,  and  the  artist  had  to  dis¬ 
cover  some  means  of  enforcing  the  distinction  between 
these  two  modes  of  life — the  life  of  mortals  subject 
to  disease  and  death,  and  the  life  of  immortals 
who  enjoyed  perpetual  youth  and  vigour.  A  certain 
conventionalism  and  formality,  a  certain  want  of 
individuality  and  expression — which  would  have  been 
defects  in  the  representation  of  ordinary  human  life — 
were  the  only  means  by  which  a  statue  could  be  made 
to  express  that  it  represented  the  life  of  gods.  But 
with  modern  or  Christian  art  the  conditions  were 
exactly  reversed.  It  also  ministered  to  the  service  of 
religion,  but  to  the  worship  of  a  God  who  took  upon 
himself  ordinary  human  flesh  with  all  its  physical 


infirmities,  who  was  a  Man  of  Sorrows  and  died  upon 
a  gibbet.  The  whole  interest  of  Christianity  centres  in 
the  ordinary  human  life,  and  its  only  connection  with 
the  superhuman  is  through  spirituality — through  the 
invisible  attributes  of  the  soul.  A  close  and  intimate 
rendering  of  human  life  became  a  first  necessity  of 
modern  art,  and  the  invisible  attributes  of  the  soul 
had  to  be  suggested  by  the  only  possible  means — by 
facial  expression.  T  have  just  quoted  De  Quincey, 
and  it  reminds  me  of  another  passage,  which,  though 
it  is  applied  to  the  theory  of  Greek  tragedy,  helps, 
by  analogy,  to  enforce  the  distinction  I  have  been 
insisting  on.  Speaking  of  Greek  tragedy,  he  says : 

“  It  is  a  life  treated  upon  a  scale  so  sensibly  different 
from  the  proper  life  of  the  spectator  as  to  impress 
him  profoundly  with  the  feeling  of  its  idealisa¬ 
tion.  Shakespeare'’s  tragic  life  is  our  own  life  exalted 
and  selected.”  And  again,  The  tragedy  (of  the 
Greeks)  was  projected  upon  the  eye  from  a  vast  pro¬ 
fundity  in  the  rear,  and  between  this  life  and  the 
spectator,  however  near  its  phantasmagoria  might 
advance  to  him,  was  still  an  immeasurable  gulf  of 
shadows.” 

It  would  seem  necessary,  having  established  such 
a  vital  and  fundamental  difference  in  the  origin  and 
development  of  ancient  and  modern  art,  that  our 
judgment  should  at  all  times  recognise  that  difference, 
and  be  inHuenced  by  it  whenever  we  come  to  com¬ 
pare  them ;  and  further,  that  whenever  we  ])ropose  to 
ourselves  to  engraft  any  of  the  qualities  of  ancient 
art  upon  our  own,  we  should  take  good  heed  that  those 
qualities  are  not  inherent  in  the  vital  distinction  which 
exists  between  them. 

This  has  certainly  not  always  been  attended  to. 
The  first  effect  upon  art  of  the  Renaissance — of  the 
revived  study  of  Greek  literature  and  art — was  to 
produce  a  more  refined  and  rational  naturalism,  as  in 
Alichelangelo,  Raphael,  and  Titian ;  but  their  art 
remained  essentially  Christian — though  they  perfected 
the  representation  of  the  body  they  did  not  lose  sight 
of  the  spirit — they,  like  Shakespeare,  represented 
“  our  own  life  exalted  and  selected.”  But  the  im¬ 
pulse  did  not  stop  there.  Several  causes — the  study  of 
Greek  philosophy  amongst  others — combined  to  break 
down  the  simplieity  and  integrity  of  the  Christian 
theory  of  art,  and  to  produce  a  hybrid  which  had 
no  rational  or  logical  justification,  in  which  the 
ideality  and  impersonality  which  the  Greek  artist  had 
been  compelled  to  give  to  his  representations  of  the 


“  ’tIS  GBEECB,  but  living  GREECE 
.  NO  MORE.” 

(Draion  hy  J.  E.  Hodgaon,  R.A.  Engraved 
by  O.  Faber.) 
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iinmortiil  gods  was  engrafted  upon  scenes  portrajdng 
actual  events  of  human  history. 

In  the  wild  intellectual  excitement  which  followed 
the  discovery  of  the  literature  of  Greece,  that  new 
world  of  poetry,  elocjuence,  and  philosophy,  it  was 
natural  that  the  writings  of  its  greatest  philosopher 
— perhaps  the  greatest  of  all  philosojdiers — of  whom 
Emerson  says  “  that  his  writings  have  preoccupied 


These  men  accepted  the  fine  theory  of  the  Grecian 
sage — that  everything  in  this  world  has  its  prototype 
in  the  region  of  pure  essences,  where  man  once  was, 
but  was  degraded  to  earth ;  that  he  still  cherished 
a  dim  recollection  of  those  perfect  types,  of  which 
beauty  is  the  essence,  and  that  consequently  the  act 
of  imagination  liy  which  he  creates  a  work  of  art  is  in 
reality  an  act  of  memory.  AVe  cannot  tell  exactly 


THE  WORKS  OF  PHIDIAS  .  .  .  WERE  MADE  TARGETS  OF  BY  TURKISH  SOLDIERY.  ’ 
(From  a  Drawing  hy  J.  F.  Hodgson,  D.A.  Engraved  by  II.  Scheu.) 


every  school  of  learning,  every  lover  of  thought,  every 
church,  every  poet — making  it  impossible  to  think  on 
certain  levels  except  through  him^-’ — should  make  dis¬ 
ciples,  and  there  arose  a  second  school  of  Neoplatonists. 
The  brilliant  circle  of  friends  who  used  to  meet  round 
the  table  of  Lorenzo  the  Alagnificent,  Pulci,  Poliziano, 
Pico,  Alichelangelo,  and  others,  became  Platonists  to 
a  man  ;  the  sonnets  of  the  great  Florentine  sculptor, 
painter,  architect,  and  poet,  are  steeped  in  Platonism. 


whence  imagination  gets  its  materials,  and  there  is  no 
gainsaying  this  theory — all  it  requires  is  belief ;  the 
effect  of  it  was  to  make  abstract  beauty  the  basis  of 
art  in  the  place  of  representation  of  actual  life.  A¥hen 
put  into  practice,  it  was  found  that  artists  could 
no  longer  remember  what  the  pure  essences  they  had 
once  comtemplated  in  a  former  state  were  like,  as  the 
Greeks  were  sujiposed  to  have  done,  and  ideal  beauty 
was  transformed  from  the  essence  to  the  symbol,  as  in 
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all  i<lolatries ;  the  (ireek  statues  themselves  heeame 
the  beau-ideal — the  abstract  beauty  which  it  was 
necessary  to  worship.  This  idolatrous  belief  became 
the  essential  g'roundwork  of  professorial  and  academic 
theories.  Meng’s  and  Winekelmann  and  Count 
Algarotti  ju'eaehed  it  openly  in  the  last  century,  and 
neither  the  sound  and  sturdy  Richardson  nor  his  fol¬ 
lower  Reynolds  is  free  from  it.  Count  (EAzara,  an 
editor  of  INIeno’s^  works,  calls  “  Guereino  Caravaggio, 
Velasquez,  and  inlinite  other  painters,  servum  pecus;  ” 
and  quite  lately  a  Freneh  jn-ofessor,  M.  Cousin,  found 
it  in  his  heart  to  say  :  “  There  cannot  be  any  modern 
sculpture ;  it  is  exclusively  antique,  because  it  is 
primarily  the  representation  of  form  and  beauty,  and 
the  study  as  well  as  the  worship  of  beauty  belongs  to 


it  should  be  impute<l  to  the  painter  as  a  merit,  that 
in  dejneting  an  as.semblage  of  half-starved  Israelites 
in  the  desert  he  had  given  them  the  airs  and  graces, 
“  les  allures,”  as  a  Frenchman  would  say,  of  g(xls  and 
goddesses,  shows  how  completely  in  the  seventeenth 
century  the  the(jry  of  painting  had  become  i)erverted 
from  its  natural  and  rational  basis. 

Barely  two  centuries  had  j)assed  since  the  mind  of 
Europe,  exulting  in  youth  and  strength,  and  quick¬ 
ened  by  enthusiasm,  had  discarded  the  bonds  and 
restrictions  which  had  been  imposed  up(jn  it  during 
childhood,  and  in  Venice,  Parma,  Florence,  and 
Rome,  had  produced  works  of  art  such  as  the  world 
had  never  seen  before  —  works  instinct  with  life, 
passion,  and  expression,  inspired  directly  by  nature, 


“‘it  is  the  laocoon  op  pliny!’  exclaimed  san  gallo.” 
{From  a  Drawing  by  J.  E.  Hodgson,  R.A.  Engraved  by  H.  Scheii.) 


paganism.”  That  is  as  much  as  to  say  that  nothing 
which  has  not  the  exact  form  of  Greek  sculpture  can 
be  called  sculpture ;  in  other  words,  that  sculpture  is 
a  form. 

In  a  former  paper  I  alluded  to  Andre  Felihien’s 
conferences ;  in  one  of  these  the  subject  under  dis¬ 
cussion  is  a  picture  by  N.  Poussin,  representing  the 
“  Children  of  Israel  in  the  wilderness,  ivhen  God  sent 
them  manna,”  and  the  exponent,  M.  le  Brun,  bestows 
the  most  extravagant  praise  on  the  painter  and  extols 
his  judgment  to  the  skies  because  he  has  given  to  his 
figures  the  proportions  of  the  best  antiques.  One 
resembles  the  Laocoon,  another  Niobe ;  in  fact,  the 
entire  Pantheon  of  Greek  sculpture  is  rt'presented — 
Antinous,  Apollo,  the  Wrestlers,  and  Laocoon’s  sons, 
and  one  very  dangerous  young  Jewish  maiden  is  a 
manifest  reproduction  of  the  Venus  of  Medicis. 

We  may  be  permitted  to  doubt  the  fact ;  but  that 
.587 


and  burning  with  an  energy  which,  as  far  as  we  are 
able  to  judge  from  what  is  left  us,  was  utterly  alien 
to  the  refined  but  cold  and  passionless  sjririt  of  Greek 
sculpture  :  and  ninety  years  only  after  the  death  of 
Titian,  what  do  we  find  left  of  all  that  noble  energy  ? 
Nothing;  absolutely  nothing.  In  its  stead,  a  pedantic 
and  slavish  wmrship  of  a  few  statues,  most  of  them 
inferior  copies  which  give  no  idea  of  the  excellence  to 
which  the  art  had  really  attained  in  Greece.  It  is  a 
curious  fact  that  at  the  time  when  this  archseolatry, 
to  coin  a  wmrd,  was  at  its  height,  the  ’\"enus  of  Milo 
and  the  Hermes  w^ere  still  slumbering  under  the  ruins 
piled  over  them  by  barbarian  hands,  and  the  works  of 
Phidias  were  unknown  to  artists  or  connoisseurs,  and 
were  made  targets  of  by  Turkish  soldiery. 

It  is  questionable  if  any  of  the  statues  known  in 
the  seventeenth  century  are  originals.  Mengs  him¬ 
self  doubts  it.  The  Apollo  Belvedere  is  made  of 
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Seravezza  marble,  and  that  quarry  was  not  discovered, 
as  Pliny  distinctly  states,  till  the  reign  uf  Nero. 
That  statue  and  the  “Dying  (iladiator  were,  no 
doubt,  executed  during  that  partial  revival  ot  (Ireek 
sculpture  which  was  brought  al)Out  under  the  patron¬ 
age  of  fladrian.  IMany  of  the  names  found  on  these 
statues,  such  as  Glicou  and  Agesander,  do  not  occur 
in  lists  of  Greek  scul])tors  handed  down  by  their  his¬ 
torians.  The  Laocoon  may  be  the  original  statue 
bepraised  bv  Pliny,  but  even  that  is  open  ti.)  dould. 
d’he  history  of  the  linding  of  this  statue  was  in  this 
wise.  It  ha])pened  in  151)0,  when  Raphael,  a.  youth 
of  three-and-twenty,  was  jnuuting  in  Florence.  In 
the  month  of  June,  a  messenger  arrived  in  hot  baste 
at  the  Adxtiean  to  tell  Pope  Julius  II.  that  workmen 
('xcavating  in  a  vineyard  near  St.  Alaria  INfaggiore 
had  come  upon  statues.  The  Rope  turned  to  one  of 
his  grooms,  and  bid  him  run  to  his  architect,  Giuliano 
di  San  Gallo,  to  tell  him  to  go  there  at  once  and  see 
about  it.  San  Gallo  instantly  had  his  horse  saddled, 
took  his  young  sou  Fraucisco,  who  relates  this,  on 
the  crupper  behind  him,  and  called  for  INIichelangelo, 
and  away  the  three  trotted  through  the  hot  and  dusty 
streets,  as  we  may  imagine,  in  a  great  state  of  excite¬ 
ment.  When  they  reached  the  place,  they  beheld  that 
agonised  face  which  we  all  know  so  well,  and  which 
many  of  us  have  tried  to  copy  so  often.  “  It  is  the 
Ijaoeoon  of  Pliny!”  exclaimed  San  Gallo.  Alad  with 
excitement,  they  urged  on  the  workmen,  a  great  hole 
was  cleared  away,  and  they  were  able  to  contemplate 
that  wonderful  group,  certainly  the  finest  monument 
of  antiquity  which  had  as  yet  been  revealed  to  the 
modern  world.  After  this,  as  Francisco  says,  they 
went  home  to  dinner.  How  they  must  have  talked  ! 
H'e  can  imagine  the  ])oor  wife  crying  despairingly 
to  her  lord  :  “  Dear  Giuliano,  do  leave  off  talking 
for  a  moment,  dinner  is  getting  quite  cold  1  ”  I 
should  like  to  have  l;)eeu  there ;  but  that  is  idle. 

The  statue  was  transferred  to  the  Belvedere,  and 
then  arose  the  question,  was  it  Pliny’s  Laocoon  or  a 
copy  ? — a  question  not  decided  to  this  day.  Pliny 
savs  that  the  statue  was  carved  by  Agesander,  Poly- 
dorus,  and  Athenodorus  of  Rhodes  out  of  a  single 
block  of  marble.  The  Laocoon  is  in  five  pieces,  but 
very  skilfully  joined. 

Giovanni  Cristofano  of  Rome,  and  Alichelangelo 
Buonarotti  of  Florence,  sculptors,  gave  evidence  to 
t bat  effect;  and  also  surmised  that  Pliipy  must  have 
been  mistaken,  because  it  was  not  possilde  to  carve 
so  complicated  a  group  out  of  one  single  block  ;  and 
there  the  matter  rests.  It  is  clear  that  the  two  sons 
are  very  inferior  to  the  father,  and  also  that  these  are 
unequal  respectively. 

We,  who  have  seen  the  works  of  Phidias,  find 
it  difficult  to  understand  the  admiration  bestowed 
upon  such  statues  as  those  of  the  Niobe  group,  which 


are  wretched  copies  of  a  lost  original,  of  which, 
perhaps,  the  mutilated  torso  preserved  in  Naples  (if 
I  remember  rightly)  may  be  a  fragment. 

This  servile  adulation  of  Greek  statues  was,  as  I 
lirmly  believe,  one  of  the  main  causes  of  the  decline 
of  art  during  the  sixteenth  and  seventeenth  centuries  ; 
it  was  the  official  programme  of  education,  the 
routine  which  crushed  all  originality  and  individual 
feeling  under  its  iron  wheels.  In  France,  all  the 
prizes,  the  travelling  studentships,  the  graiida  prl.r 
de  Home,  were  awarded  exclusively  to  one  particular 
form  of  art,  and  no  young  painter  dared  to  depart 
from  what  was  the  only  recognised  avenue  to  honour 
and  patronage.  Chardin,  one  of  the  most  charming 
French  painters  of  the  last  century,  only  won  his 
election  into  the  Academy  Iiy  a  nominal  compliance 
with  a  conventional  standard,  and  liy  painting  pic¬ 
tures  uncongenial  to  his  genius  and  his  taste.  It  is 
sad  to  think  of  what  misguided  theorists  had  during 
those  long  years  been  doing  with  the  beautiful  art 
of  painting,  whose  province  it  is  to  represent  form, 
colour,  life,  movement,  passion,  and  expression — all 
the  evanescent  beauties  of  external  nature — things 
which  no  other  art,  neither  scidpture  nor  music,  can 
convey ;  they  had  been  killing  it,  and  trailing  its 
lifeless  laxly,  as  Achilles  did  that  of  Hector,  behind 
the  chariot-wheels  of  sculpture. 

I  must  guanl  myself  against  misconception.  I 
began  this  essay  with  the  distinction  which  exists 
between  ancient  and  modern  art — the  one  represented 
the  life  of  gods,  of  Ijeings  removed  from  human  joys, 
sorrows,  and  infirmities,  the  other  the  ordinary  life 
of  men.  The  more  unreal  and  unlike  human  creatures 
the  Greek  artist  could  make  his  figures,  by  the  attri¬ 
butes  of  beauty,  stateliness,  and  strength,  the  greater 
was  his  success;  but  the  modern  or  Christian  artist  is 
not  precluded  from  representing  beauty,  even  a  greater 
degree  of  it  tban  falls  to  the  lot  of  ordinary  mortals. 
Shakespeare,  who  stands  at  the  opposite  pole  from 
the  Greeks,  has  invested  his  Portia  with  an  ideal 
beauty  of  character  which  is  far  to  seek  amongst  the 
daughters  of  men  ;  and  the  whole  question  turns  upon 
the  probal)ility  of  the  representation,  which  touches 
a  very  wide  and  complicated  question — a  question  I 
dare  not  go  into.  All  I  will  venture  to  maintain  is, 
that  the  process  imputed  to  N.  Poussin,  and  advocated 
by  the  theorists  of  the  seventeenth  century,  must 
lead  directly  away  from  probability  into  the  region 
of  vagueness  and  unsubstantiality. 

The  representation  of  beauty  is  a  necessity  to  the 
artist,  not  only  because  his  art  appeals  to  the  under¬ 
standing  and  the  imagination  through  the  senses, 
but  because  it  is  often  the  only  means  of  conveying 
his  idea.  The  poet  does  not  appeal  through  the 
senses,  and  they  consequently  play  a  secondary  ]iart. 
Homer  could  venture  to  describe  LHysses  as  having 
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<00  short,  for  his  body,  because  a  poem  only 
suggests  bodily  peculiarities,  but  cannot  bring  them 
prominently  before  us  ;  what  he  brings  prominently 
before  us  are  the  wisdom,  the  adroitness,  and  the 
craft  of  Ulysses.  A  painter  or  sculptor  cannot  re¬ 
present  these,  and  by  bringing  prominently  before 
us  such  a  physical  deformity  as  a  long  body  and  short 
legs,  he  would  make  the  ligure  contemptible  which 
he  was  bound  to  make  heroic.  A  French  writer, 
Proudhon,  in  his  book  “  Du  Principe  de  Eart,’^  has 
illustrated  this  very  cleverly  and  very  happily.  In 
speaking  of  a  })icturc  representing  Hercules  between 
Virtue  and  Vice,  he  says  :  “  Hercules  prefers  Virtue; 
it  is  quite  simple — she  is  more  beautiful  than  Venus 
herself,  and  we  should  do  likewise.  It  would  be  an 
unhappy  blunder  on  the  part  of  an  artist  if  his  Virtue 
was  less  well-favoured  than  her  rival. 

In  short,  the  ideality  of  modern  or  Christian  art 
rests  on  a  wholly  different  basis  from  that  of  ancient 
or  pagan  art;  it  rests  on  the  individual  and  the 
characteristic,  not,  as  in  the  other  case,  on  the  typical 
and  the  abstract. 

But  however  pernicious  the  slavish  worship  of 
Greek  examples  may  once  have  been,  we  have  outlived 
its  dangers;  and  as  the  world  of  art  swings  round 
with  the  revolving  years,  new  constellations  sparkle 
in  the  firmament,  and  mortals  worship  other  stars, 
in  this  age,  like  the  Athenians  of  old,  it  seems  to  be 
erecting  altars  to  the  unknown  god.  Fcav  libations  are 
poured  out  to  the  gods  of  Hellas ;  no  incense  smokes 
before  the  Virgin’s  shrine — it  is  seeking  a  divinity — 
it  is  dreaming  of  some  new  beatific  state,  some  nihr- 
wana  of  impressionism  ;  and  the  influence  of  Greek  ax’t 
— how  far  it  may  be  pernicious,  how  far  salutary — is 
important  and  interesting  to  us  mainly  as  it  affects 
the  education  of  the  artist — a  subject  I  propose  to 
treat  in  my  next  paper. 

It  must  of  necessity  be  a  mistake,  and  one  tending 
to  make  art  profoundly  uninteresting  to  the  world 
at  large  and  barren  of  inspiration  to  the  artist,  to 
erect  it  into  a  special  study,  a  thing  requiring  initia¬ 
tion,  reading,  and,  above  all  else,  “  tall  talking  ”  to 
appreciate. 

When  the  ^“^Aladonna”  of  Cimabue  was  carried  in 
triumph  through  the  Street  of  Gladness  in  Florence, 
the  hosannas  of  the  crowd  were  uttered  heartily  and 
spontaneously.  In  these  days,  an  educated  puhlie 
asks  for  nothing'  better  than  to  be  told  what  to 
admire ;  but  the  plaudits  bestowed  upon  “  the  picture 
of  the  year,”  at  the  bidding  of  newspaper  critics,  are 
mere  shadowy  and  unsubstantial  echoes  compared 
with  that  glad  shout  with  which  an  entire  population 
greeted  the  manifest  and  intelligible  expression  of 
their  own  ideas,  their  dreams  and  aspirations.  Clearly 
in  the  days  of  Cimabue  art  was  not  specialised ;  but 
in  these  days  we  have  got  to  the  end  of  interests; 


everything  lias  been  so  thoroughly  thrashed  out,  over¬ 
cramming  has  brought  on  dull  satiety,  and  1  certainly 
feel  a  touch  of  sympathy  for  those  people  who  com¬ 
plain  of  the  weariness  of  being  intellectual.  Nothing 
is  more  refreshing  than  to  be  stupid  occasionally — to 
find  yourself  drinking  afternoon  tea  with  two  or  three 
ladies  and  a  muscular  man  or  two  who  make  no 
pretensions  to  know  anything,  who  speak  earnestly 
and  knowingly  of  the  ordinary  concerns  of  life.  Such 
converse  would  in  fact  be  utterly  delightful,  did 
people  not  have  a  habit  of  chilling  you  liack,  of 
turning  round  upon  you  when  a  certain  subject  is 
alluded  to,  saying,  “  but  you  know  all  about  that,  and 
can  tell  us  about  it.”  Why  should  knowledge  be 
a  burden  to  us — can  we  not  live  up  to  our  instincts 
as  men  did  of  yore  ?  And  cannot  art  live  up  to  the 
instincts  of  all  the  world  as  it  once  did  ?  A  little 
more  or  a  little  less  of  erudition — what  can  these 
matter  in  the  wide  sphere  of  its  activity  ?  Its 
business  is  to  speak  so  that  all  can  understand — to 
give  precision  to  the  unformed  thoughts  of  men  who 
feel — to  trace  a  firm  outline  round  the  misty  un- 
corporeal  phantoms  which  float  in  men’s  imaginations 
— and  to  do  that  it  must  keep  touch  with  its  age.  If 
we  were  now  to  ask  a  certain  number  of  people,  selected 
for  their  intelligence  and  education,  what  was  to  them 
their  ideal  of  art,  and  if  we  could  ensure  their  answering 
in  a  genuine  spirit,  without  any  thought  of  what  was 
the  right  thing  to  say — which  would  be  difficult — does 
my  reader  think  they  would  speak  about  Greek  art, 
of  Phidias,  or  of  Renaissance  art  of  Michelangelc, 
Raphael,  and  Titian  ?  I  don’t  believe  it  for  a  moment. 
They  would  express  the  needs  of  the  spirit  and  the 
imagination  as  these  were  present  to  them;  they 
would  ask  for  something  which  should  supplement 
and  give  fuller  expression  to  their  daily  thoughts  and 
aspirations. 

The  Bishop  of  Peterborough  was  candid  enough 
to  say  at  a  public  dinner  that  he  once  bought  a  picture 
of  a  sunset  on  a  river,  which  he  hung  in  his  study ; 
it  was  a  bad  pictui’e,  but  it  had  a  powerful  influence 
over  the  Bishop  of  Peterborough,  and  he  confessed 
that  when  he  looked  at  that  picture  “  a  curate  might 
play  with  him.” 

Human  life  flows  onward  like  a  river.  To  the 
Bishop  of  Peterborough,  to  me,  and  perhaps  to  you 
also,  gentle  reader,  whoever  yon  may  be,  the  sun  is 
beginning  to  slope  towards  the  west,  and  we  approach 
the  evening  of  our  days ;  life  is  immeasurably  richer 
and  fuller  than  it  was — fuller  of  experience,  of  know¬ 
ledge  and  of  feeling.  There  is  less  glitter  in  the  pro¬ 
spect  before  us,  “  less  effect  ”  as  artists  say ;  there  are 
no  brilliant  lights,  no  sombre  shadows — a  mellow  glow 
blends  the  scene  before  us  into  harmony.  Vie  recognise 
its  beauty,  and  we  feel  the  touch  •of  melancholy  which 
gives  that  beauty  its  impressiveness.  These  ideas  are 
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common  to  yoU;  to  mcy  mul  to  all  men  ;  an  indift'erent 
picture  may  convey  theny  and  may  affect  us  by  the 
power  of  association — it  is  in  harmony  with  the 
thoughts  of  its  age_,  anil  a  tine  work  becomes  a  priceless 
companion.  Of  the  landscapes  of  the  present  day  none 
affect  me  more  powerfully  than  those  of  Ernest  M  ater- 
low.  They  are  inspired  by  a  tender,  pure,  and  quite 
orig’iual  sympathy  with  nature  and  with  human  lives 
and  occupations ;  w  hatever  else  may  be,  and  however 
difficult  it  mav  l>e  to  classify,  these  are  ideal  works — 
ideal  with  the  idealism  of  the  nineteenth  century.  Art 
has  gone  through  many  phases,  and  has  reached  the 
most  dillicult  of  all.  In  ruder  ages,  each  belief,  and 
every  aspiration,  bad  their  material  symbols,  Apollo 
and  Athene,  the  Virgin  and  the  infant  Saviour. 
We  have  discarded  all  concrete  types,  we  live  in  a 
world  of  abstractions,  and  im[)ressions  go  no  farther — 
we  leave  them  in  the  vague.  Art  has  to  ap))eal  to  us 
without  a  form  to  a])peal  in,  without  a  recognised 
symbol;  it  must  express  what  we  are  thinking  and 
feeling',  although  we  have  never  put  our  thoughts  or 
feelings  into  shape.  If  it  decks  itself  in  the  trai)pings 
of  a  bvgone  age,  we  recognise  them  as  things  we  have 
discarded,  and  we  remain  cold  and  unsympathetic. 

“  Ideality  art,'’"’  inasmuch  as  it  expresses  the  idea 
of  what  is  most  beautiful,  in  the  minds  of  the  people 
at  large,  can  never  again  be  the  representation  of  the 
perfect  human  form.  Times  have  changed,  modern 
habits  of  thought  and  custom  have  thrown  a  discreet 
veil  over  the  subject;  it  is  not  spoken  of  as  an  idea. 
As  a  fact  it  is  buried  under  a  panoply  of  clothing 


im})ervioiis  to  the  sight;  and  if  in  the  vagaries  of 
fashion  an  insignificant  cantle  in  excess  of  the 
ordinary  is  displayed,  stern  moralists  rush  into  the 
field  and  iineigh  against  the  degeneracy  of  modern 
taste  and  morals.  A^^e  are  a  clothed  jjeople,  and  our 
art  will  for  the  most  part  be  clothed  also.  But  we 
have  aspirations;  we  reverence  something  nobler  than 
the  ordinary  life  of  mortals  ;  we  have  before  our  eyes 
ail  ideal  picture  of  truthfulness,  piety,  honour,  u])- 
rightness,  love,  and  sell-sacrilice,  greater  than  any 
which  exist  on  earth.  AIT  should  be  grateful  to  the  art 
which  could  bring  it  before  us.  The  painter  who 
could  })erpetuate  on  canvas  the  faces  of  those  we 
loved,  which  we  could  gaze  at  long  after  the  grave¬ 
stone  had  hidden  them  from  our  eyes,  and  .see  in 
those  faces  the  look,  the  sparkle  of  the  eye,  the 
kindly  smile  which  we  best  loved  to  remember  them 
by  ;  or  he  who  could  raise  up  before  us  the  aspect  of 
some  familiar  scene  in  nature,  which  recalled  to  our 
minds  the  excitement  of  springtide,  the  placid  enjoy¬ 
ment  of  summer,  or  the  melancholy  forebodings  of 
autumn — surely  we  should  hail  these  as  ideal  artists, 
as  men  who  thought  with  the  inmost  thoughts  of 
their  times,  who  had  the  genius  to  express  and  make 
visible  the  aspirations  which  were  in  every  heart,  the 
longings  which  oppressed  the  souls  of  thousands. 

Greece,  Rome,  Italy,  and  Holland  had  their  day 
of  s])lendour.  d'he  day  has  passed  away  and  the 
splendour  with  it;  and  the  g’reatness  of  modern 
art  must  perforce  come  out  of  modern  thoughts 
and  modern  aspirations. 


(From  a  VraitHiuj  hij  J.  E.  Hodyson,  ll.A.  Enyraved  hy  ^1.  lUonri.) 


G.  F.  "WATTS,  E.A. 

{From  the  Bust  by  Alfred  Gilbert,  A,R.A.,  in  the  Exhibition  of  the  Royal  Academy,  2889.  Eiigravcd  by  Jonnard.) 


“  MORE  THOUGHTS  ON  OUR  ART  OF  TO-DAY.” 

WORDS  ADDRESSED  TO  STUDENTS,  BY  A  STUDENT. 

By  GEORGE  FREDERICK  WATTS,  R.A. 


HAD  hoped  that  the  name  o£  Gainsborough, 
so  especially  venerated,  would  have  been 
vindicated  from  what  may  have  appeared 
to  be  an  unreasonable  and  even  arrogant  criticism 
made  by  me  in  a  former  letter  in  The  Magazine  of 
Akt  ;  perhaps  it  was  thought  to  be  too  slight  and 
thin  an  effort  to  he  seriously  regarded. 

Unwilling  it  should  be  supposed  I  have  so  little 
artistic  sensibility  as  to  be  indifferent  to  great 
qualities,  and  so  little  veneration  as  to  be  capable 
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of  Hinging  captious  disapproval  where  I  ought  rather 
to  take  off  my  hat  and  shoes,  I  propose  to  add  a  few 
words,  as  a  student  speaking  to  student,  as  I  cannot 
say  them  to  my  fellow-students  vied  voce. 

For  Reynolds,  within  his  limitations,  I  have  the 
most  profound  admiration,  and  have  seen  flesh-paint¬ 
ing  by  him  that  neither  Thtiaii,  nor  any  man  who 
ever  lived,  could  excel.  Of  Gainsborough  I  know 
less,  and  perhaps  have  not  seen  his  best ;  but  I  re¬ 
member  a  whole-length  portrait  (it  was,  and  perhaps 
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still  is,  in  the  National  Galkn-y)  of  a  very  ordinary 
personage  in  a  pink  coat,  which  for  naturalness  and 
unaffectedness  could  not  l)e  better.  I  ought  also  to 
say  that  I  speak  of  Gainsborough  with  very  imper¬ 
fect  knowledge,  accident  having  always  prevented 
me  from  seeing  his  collected  pictures  when  they  have 
been  exhibited. 

I  have  said  that  neither  Reynohls  nor  Gainsborough 
could  draw,  and  that  both  were  mannerists;  I  will 
endeavour  to  exemplify  my  meaning.  It  seems  to 
me  that,  from  their  ])ortraits,  almost  any  number  of 
eyes  might,  with  due  regard  to  light  and  shadow,  &c., 
be  shifted  and  transferred  from  one  to  another. 

Now,  similar  as  eyes  are,  no  two  are  the  same, 
and  this  without  reference  to  expression.  In  portraits 
by  Keynolds  the  eyes  are  usually  put  in  with  an  ex¬ 
ceedingly  direct  and  masterly  touch,  but  with  little 
attention  to  the  actual  and  individual  form  ;  Reynolds 
was  shortsighted.  With  Gainsborough  there  is  more 
attention  to  the  form  rendered  byline;  but  still,  as 
in  Reynolds,  the  eyes  might  be  transferred. 

N  ow  take,  for  example,  the  eyes  in  the  portrait 
called  “  Gervatius,”  in  the  National  Gallery,  attri¬ 
buted  to  Vandyck,  but  hardly,  I  think,  suggesting 
his  work,  though  it  would  be  difficult  to  attribute  it 
to  any  other  painter,  unless,  perhaps,  on  some  occa¬ 
sion  Rubens  might  have  been  insj)ired  with  so  fervent 
a  love  for  art  that  he  forgot  his  satisfaction  in  scat¬ 
tering  his  over-ripe  dexterity  !  The  eyes  in  this  por¬ 
trait  are  miracles  of  drawing  and  ])ainting,  and  no 
one  could  for  a  moment  think  of  fitting  them  in  to 
any  other  painted  head. 

It  is  not  necessary  to  descant  upon  the  clearly 
indicated  difference  between  bone,  cartilage,  muscle, 
and  pulj)y  flesh,  shown  in  the  brow,  cheek-bones, 
u])per  and  lower  lids,  mouth,  &c.,  all  exactly  repre¬ 
senting  nature  and  flesh  in  a  most  surprising  degree. 

How  the  eye  swims  in  the  somewhat  viscous 
fluid  !  They  are  a  little  tired  and  overworked,  and  do 
not  so  much  see  anything  as  indicate  the  thoughtful 
brain  behind.  How  wonderful  the  flexible  mouth  ! 
with  the  light  shining  through  the  sparse  mous¬ 
tache.  How  tremulously  yet  firmly  painted,  no  dex¬ 
terous  touch  doing  duty  for  manly  explanation.  The 
ear — how  set  on ;  it  cmrld  not  be  moved  by  a  hair'’s 
breadth,  or  by  any  possibility  transferred  to  any  other 
painted  head.  So  throughout,  not  to  weary  the 
student,  there  is  no  jrart  of  this  wonderful  portrait 
that  might  not  be  examined  and  eidarged  upon  ;  but 
I  would  ask  my  fellow-students  to  do  this  for  them¬ 
selves.  What  I  would  wish  them  to  take  special  note 
of  is,  that  there  is  not  a  touch  put  in  for  what  is 
understood  by  the  word  “effect.^"’  Dexterous  in  a  super¬ 
lative  degree,  there  is  not  in  the  ordinary  sense  a  dex¬ 
terous  dab  doing  duty  for  honoural)le  serious  work  ; 
nothing  done  to  look  well  at  one  distance  or  anotlier, 


but  to  be  right  at  every  distance,  whether  examined 
with  microscopic  attention,  or  looked  at  from  a  dis¬ 
tance  which  would  present  only  the  general  effect. 

I  think  it  inferior  to  RaphaeEs  Julius  II. 
and  Titian-’s  “  Charles  because  it  comes  so  in 

competition  with  actual  facts  that  the  poetic  impres¬ 
sion  is  diminished.  A  waxwork  representation  which 
recpiires  touch  foi’  certainty  is  less  satisfactory  as  a 
work  of  art  than  the  ju'odnctions  that  produce  a 
powerful  intellectual  impression,  but  exercise  no  decep¬ 
tion  at  all.  The  Rook  of  Nature  is  spread  open,  and 
may  be  read  by  all,  but-  it  is  to  most  people  a  foreign 
language,  understood  better  when  ably  translated. 

So,  although  to  my  mind  some  portraits  by 
Raphael  and  Titian  are  greater,  intellectually  nobler, 
I  think  the  modern  student  will  learn  more  from  this 
])icture  than  from  any  one  I  am  acquainted  with.  It 
accords  more  with  modern  aims  and  tendencies,  and 
the  study  of  it  can  never  mislead. 

There  is  one  thing  to  be  added  :  all  that  has  been 
well  done  is  to  be  regarded  only  as  showing  what 
excellence  may  be  reached,  not  as  anything  to  be  re¬ 
peated  by  imitation.  Nothing  but  peculiarities  can 
ever  be  repeated,  and  he  who  follows  will  always  be 
behind. 

I  thiidc  I  have  said  enough  to  show  my  meaning 
when  I  said  that  neither  Reynolds  nor  Gainsborough 
could  draw,  though  I  did  not  intend  the  remark 
should  be  applied  to  their  portraiture;  but  in  all  I 
say  I  speak  under  correction,  and  only  direct  the 
student  to  princijdes. 

It  has  been  remarked,  and  acce])ted  as  a  fact,  that 
it  was  reserved  for  the  modern  mind  to  perceive  and 
appreciate  the  charms  of  Nature,  as  seen  in  sky  and 
sea,  mountain-top,  valley,  and  forest.  This,  I  think, 
was  not  so  ;  the  poets,  indeed,  busied  themselves  with 
the  mysteries  of  human  passions  and  their  conse¬ 
quences.  But  no  one,  with  mind  attuned  to  Nature, 
and  trained  by  Natui'c’s  interpreter,  art,  can  stand 
amid  the  ruins  of  the  Parthenon,  and,  looking  out  on 
the  surroundings,  can  fail  to  feel  how  the  architect 
and  sculptor  were  influenced  by  them,  or  that  the 
endeavour  to  raise  the  soul  into  communication  with 
what  they  felt  to  be  noble  and  beautiful,  gifts  of 
the  gods,  was  earnest  and  sincere — religious  with  the 
sense  of  religion,  without  which  man  is  in  many 
respects  below  the  inferior  animals. 

Probably  neither  Ictinus  nor  Phidias  believed  in 
the  personality  of  Pallas  Athene,  but  the  symbol  re¬ 
presented  an  idea  of  a  spiritual  and  vital  nature, 
such  as  humanity  can  never  dispense  with  without 
bewililerment.  To  me  it  seems  certain  that  in  the 
age  of  Pericles,  art — the  pure  art  of  the  architect  and 
sculptor — was  carried  to  the  uttermost  human  reach ; 
commanding,  intcllectnal,  perfect  in  beauty;  not 
emotional  or  sj)iri(nal  as  Christian  art  was. 


“MORE  THOUGHTS  ON 

Phidias  probably  believed  iu  the  actual  existence 
of  Pallas  Athene  as  much  as  Raphael  believed  in  the 
actual  existence  of  the  Madonna  when  he  painted  his 
sublime  “  San  Sisto/’  in  an  age  and  amid  surround¬ 
ings  as  sensual,  as  unspiritual,  and  as  little  devout 
as  any  the  world  has  ever  known.  The  natural 
spirituality  of  man  found  a  resting-place  in  a  habit 
of  unquestioning’  faith. 

It  appears  certain  that  Phidias  must  have  been 
actuated  by  more  than  mere  artistic  impulse  in  the  de¬ 
sign  and  execution  of  the  chryselephantine  and  bronze 
statues — the  latter  outside  the  Parthenon — so  impres¬ 
sive  that  the  barbarian  invaders  shrank  abashed  from 
its  presence  and  forbore  from  their  inteuded  plunder. 

These  statues,  could  we  now  see  them,  would 
probably  surprise  us  very  much  by  their  archaic  cha¬ 
racter;  certainly,  they  could  have  been  in  no  sense 
realistic.  Perhaps  the  Sphinx  by  the  great  Pyramid 
may  afford  some  idea  of  what  I  mean. 

The  miraculous  impressiveness  of  this  creation 
must  be  felt  by  all,  battered  and  ruined  as  it  is.  It 
never  could  have  been  like  humanity,  not  for  want  of 
art  or  artistic  ability  in  its  designer,  but  intentional 
abstention;  against  the  sky,  the  line  of  the  cheek,  a 
sweep  of  twenty  feet,  is  as  beautiful  as  in  a  Greek  head. 

The  artistic  ability  displayed  by  the  Egyptians  in 
their  jewellery,  their  unrivalled  excellence  in  carving 
the  very  hardest  materials,  their  astonishing  work¬ 
manship  in  fitting  together  enormous  blocks  of  stone, 
quarried  above  the  first  cataract,  a  distance  of  690 
miles,  with  the  precision  and  perfection  of  a  watch- 
case,  can  leave  us  no  doubt  that  they  would  have 
been  great  artists  if  imposed  conventionality  had  not 
prevented  development  in  this  direction  ;  indeed,  the 
earliest  sculpture  and  painting  are  so  admirable  as  to 
challenge  comparison  with  the  best  modern  work.  A 
gi’oup  of  geese,  a  fresco  of  the  third  or  fourth  dynasty 
2,000  years  before  the  Exodus,  are  as  good  as  any 
work  of  the  kind  can  be.  A  wooden  statue  of  the 
same  period,  or  earlier,  might  be  a  realistic  work  of 
yesterday  ;  and  a  portrait  of  a  well-nourished  Euro¬ 
pean  gentleman,  one  sculptured  squatting  figure  (all 
in  the  Boulack  Museum),  reminds  me  very  much  of 
Blake,  while  various  carelessly-executed  groups  en¬ 
gaged  in  domestic  offices  are  such  as  Caldecott  might 
have  given  us. 

Though  by  no  means  an  austere  people,  the 
Egyptians  were  eminently  serious,  and  I  think  the 
imposed  conventionality  was  intended  to  restrain  art 
from  becoming  the  servant  of  luxury  which  it  has 
become  in  modern  times. 

Much  less  than  justice  has  been  done  to  this  great 
people,  the  wisest  and  most  dignified  of  antiquity, 
probably  on  account  of  the  antagonism  created  by  the 
Biblical  account  of  the  oppression  of  the  Israelites. 

The  records  of  that  oppression  which  must  have 
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been  exercised  in  some  province,  the  governor  of 
which  perished  in  the  pursuit  of  the  fugitives,  have 
yet  to  be  unearthed  :  they  do  not  appear  to  be  found 
amono’  the  <>'eneral  archives. 

CT  “ 

I  myself  have  touched  the  actual  hand  of  the 
Pharaoh  of  the  tlay — Raineses  the  Second,  who  then 
ruled  over  Upper  and  Lower  Egypt,  under  whom  the 
great  temple  of  Karnac,  begun  by  his  grandfather, 
Rameses  the  First,  and  carried  on  by  his  father  Seti, 
was  finished. 

Nothing  in  these  sculptured  records  indicates  the 
barbarity  so  apparent  in  the  Assyrian  slabs.  On 
the  contrary,  it  is  abundantly  proved  that  the  Egyp¬ 
tians  were  a  just  and  merciful  people,  who  succoured 
the  vanquished  and  abided  by  their  treaties. 

“  The  old  order  changeth,  yielding  jjlace  to  new.” 
The  ceaseless  ebb  of  the  receding  tide  had  long  left 
the  shores  of  the  bright  artistic  realm  silent,  tenant¬ 
less,  and  dim,  when  the  revival  of  the  knowledge 
of  the  Greek  language  and  Greek  literature  raised  the 
long  ebb  into  a  wave  that  swept  over  civilised  Europe. 
On  its  glittering  crest  the  Venetian  painters  espe¬ 
cially  were  lifted  into  the  society  of  gods,  goddesses, 
nymphs,  and  satyrs.  They  might  see  sky,  sea,  and 
earth  peopled  with  radiant  beings  ;  perhaps  with  a 
sort  of  semi-belief  such  as  we  accord  to  the  Lorelei 
and  fairies,  creations  that  somehow  easily  worked  in 
with  creeds  and  experience.  Anyhow,  they  might 
see  Pan  come  dallying  down  the  sparkling  brook-side, 
now  shouting  to  the  laughing  brown  nymphs  rustling 
through  the  reeds  and  pretending  to  be  afraid,  now 
scattering  a  shower  of  notes  from  his  pipes,  that 
would  fall  upon  the  ear  as  the  brightness  of  the  iris 
over  a  fountain  falls  upon  the  eye.  Perhaps  the  phono¬ 
graph  may  yet  give  us  the  voices  of  Nature  audible  in 
the  busy  growing  of  her  happy  children,  flowers,  and 
plants.  The  poets  have  ever  been  seers  and  prophets  ! 

As  we  journey  onwards  all  things  change.  Be¬ 
fore  reaching  us  the  bright  wave  subsided  utterly 
into  that  long  roll  of  the  mighty  swell  that  is  ever 
carrying  us  towards  the  unknown. 

So  unfavourable  are  modern  conditions  that  it  is 
not  jirobable  the  early  glories  of  art,  in  the  purely 
artistic  unemotional  sense,  will  ever  again  illumine 
the  earth  ;  it  belonged  to  the  fresh  morning  of  civili¬ 
sation  which  cannot  be  simulated  or  renewed.  Never 
again  the  like  can  be. 

The  muse  of  pure  art  has  accompanied  the 
voyagers  on  the  Ocean  of  Time  with  reluctance, 
too  natural  to  submit  to  the  trammels  of  introspection 
and  analysis  with  perfect  ease.  Her  sisters  of  science, 
willingly  accompanying,  have  gained  in  width  of 
scope,  and  those  of  song,  power  and  sweetness  of  voice. 

If  I  claim  for  Phidias  that  he  was  impressed  by 
natural  beauty,  the  sense  of  which  is,  I  think,  falsely 
denied  to  the  past  ages,  the  evidence  is  still  stronger 
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in  the  architects  and  builders  of;  mediaeval  times.  In 
Eiem  one  distinctly  feels  the  influence  of  Nature's 
beauty  and  o’randenr,  absent  from  other  intellectual 
utterances.  IVbile  even  Dante  linds  nothing'  but 
brown  horror  in  a  forest,  the  Imilder  of  the  cathe¬ 
dral  feels  and  imitates  the  sacred  majesty  of  the 
gloom  :  while  the  monk  thought  he  had  something 
better  to  do  than  read  God’s  Book  in  his  works,  the 
architect  evidently  studied  them,  lie  saw  the  glory 
of  ])iled-up  clouds  and  mountain-tops,  and  loved  the 
inlinity  and  grace  of  llower  and  tendril,  tenderly  caress¬ 
ing  them  into  his  work  ;  even  the  hovel  and  shanty 
])artook  of  the  wayward  fantasy  of  Nature.  And  now 
we  have  a  curious  fact  :  is  it  in  accordance  with  the 
change  and  oscillation  which  .seem  to  be  so  evident  a 
law?  As  soon  as  literature  and  jioetry  ojiened  their 
eyes  to  what  is  understood  by  the  expression  “the 
beauties  of  Nature,”  the  architects  lost  sight  of 
them.  Henceforth  it  mattered  not  how  the  most  ex¬ 
quisite  harmonies  of  Nature  were  desecrated. 

It  may  seem  strange  if  I  ])laee  the  Venetian 
school  and  the  Titian,  with  his  liberal  line — which, 
however,  is  by  no  means  wanting  in  reticence — in 
closer  relationship  with  (Jreek  art  of  the  great  period 
than  the  more  classical  schools  of  Tuscany  and  Rome; 
but  this  seems  to  me  to  be  clearly  the  fact.  Sup¬ 
posing  one  were  t(j  endeavour  to  paint  a  restoration 
of  the  pediments  of  the  I’arthcnon,  it  would  be  po.s- 
sible  to  inter[)olate  with  ligures  by  Titian,  never  with 
any  by  Poussin,  or,  I  thiidc,  even  by  Raphael  or 
Michael  Angelo. 

Not  long  since  I  saw  in  Athens  the  gi'ou])  called 
the  “Fates,”  casts  only,  but  so  near  the  ground  that 
T  was  able  to  examine  them  as  one  cannot  do  in  the 
British  Museum.  IVell  as  I  know  them,  I  was  struck 
with  amazement;  the  wealth  of  volume  in  the  form, 
the  ease  and  How  of  curve,  inlinite  variety  of  ])lane, 
refined  jirecision  and  Ilexibility  of  comjileteness  (cor¬ 
responding  with  the  lightness  of  Venetian  touch),  as, 
for  example,  when  the  fine  drapery  lightly  cuts  into 
the  Hesh  on  the  shoulders  with  such  concealment  of 
art  that  the  great  art-critic  of  the  day,  when  they 
were  lirst  seen,  Payne  Knight,  regarded  them  as  mere 
mason’s  work  ! 

The  volume,  the  richness,  the  ease  arc  all  distinc¬ 
tions  of  the  A  enetian  school.  Allowing  for  dlffei'ence 
of  material  and  Greek  dignilied  reticence,  I  lind  a 
correspondence  not  discoverable  anywhere  else. 

I  would  strongly  recommend  a,  periodical  study  of 
these  most  astonishing  fragments.  It  is  the  fashion 
now  t(r  sidjscribe  as  to  an  established  fact  that  they 
are  excellent  in  the  highe.st  ]>o.ssible  degree,  sub¬ 
scribed  to  as  the  millionaire  subscribes  to  the  as¬ 
surance  that  it  is  hard  for  a  rich  man  to  enter  the 
kingdom  of  heaven,  and  with  pretty  much  the  same 
result. 


In  spite  of  extravagant,  and  even  absurd,  defects 
(for  the  great  artist’s  eyes  no  long'er  served  him  faith¬ 
fully)  when  Titian,  towards  the  end  of  a  long  life, 
jwinted  the  “Europa,”  in  the  possession  of  Lord 
Daridey,  the  muse  who  ins])ired  Phidias  laid  her 
haiul  on  the  old  man’s  shoulder,  and  she  inspired  the 
wealth  of  volume,  ease  of  line,  and  glowing  sense  of 
Nature’s  exuberance. 

That  I  should  ex])rcss  profound  admiration  for 
that  lacility  which  makes  the  achievement  look  like 
a  natural  and  unpremeditated  outcome  may  seem  in 
contradiction  to  what  I  formerly  said — that  the  aji- 
jiearance  of  carelessness  was  a  greater  fault  than  the 
appearance  of  elaboration  ;  Init  neitlnn'  Phidias  nor 
Titian  ever  call  u])on  one  to  perceive  with  how  little 
trouble  they  have  worked  any  more  than  Nature 
does.  I  rejieat  there  is  a  want  of  veneration  in 
affecting  carelessness  that  is  not  characteristic  of  any 
real  greatness,  cither  in  ])octry  or  art,  or  anything  else. 

The  ])Osition  held  l>y  art  in  the  days  of  Pericles  as 
the  exponent  of  man’s  religions  and  political  outlook, 
retaining  its  religions  functions  in  the  Aliddle  Ages, 
not  its  political,  must  be  resigned  to  poetry  and 
literature.  Perhaps  it  will  take  its  place  l)y  the  side 
of  the  modern  novel — Aaron’s  rod  among  intellectual 
efforts.  Now  and  again  the  inherited  delight  in  form 
will  Iireak  out,  in  an  endeavour  to  express  ideas  by 
bygone  symbols  and  fashions,  for  it  wall  always  l)e 
pleasant  and  refreshing  in  literature  and  ai't  to  take 
an  occasional  plunge  into  the  purely  sug'gestive.  Rut 
this,  most  likely,  will  be  rare,  and  always  with  con¬ 
scious  effoi't,  wduch  is  as  great  an  enemy  to  poetry  as 
it  is  to  art.  Alost  jn-obably  art,  in  its  most  natural 
domain,  is  a  thing  of  the  ])ast. 

Child  of  the  Sun  and  of  Loveliness,  a  Princess  in 
olden  times,  she  may  become  the  handmaid  of  reality; 
she  may  busy  herself  tenderly  in  the  cottage,  the 
hospital,  and  the  workhouse  ;  and,  from  Hogarth  to 
Eranyois  Alillet,  prove  how  she  can  tell  the  story 
of  everyday  life,  and  call  to  mind  human  needs  and 
sufferings.  She  will  hardly  compete  with  language, 
but  ill  disiilay  of  beauty  and  S]ilendour  even  poetry 
is  a  beggar  by  her  side,  for  in  splendour  she  was 
nurtured,  and  splendour  is  her  natural  home. 

In  an  age  of  miracles  she  is  left  with  less  oceujia- 
tion  than  in  simpler  times.  She  cannot  render  the 
wonders  of  the  jihonograph.  Still,  while  human 
nature  continues  to  be  the  same,  we  cannot  think 
that  art  will  ever  cease  to  exist ;  and  whatever  may  be 
her  mission,  or  whatever  he  may  set  himself  to  say,  the 
artist  can  only  hope  for  real  success  through  absolute 
conscientiousness.  He  must  cultivate  sincere  con¬ 
victions,  and  endeavour  to  carry  them  out  with  equal 
sincerity  according  to  his  means  ;  and  whether  they 
will  be  abundant  or  slight  will  depend  upon  his 
thoughtful  industry. 
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MICHELANGELO. 


Ky  CLA.UDE  PHILLIPS. 


TIIP]  Dryasdust  tribe  have  always  devoted  un- 
wearyino-  efforts  to  tlie  traeking-out  of  the 
so-called  plagiarisms  of  the  Great  Masters;  and  not 


numerable  instances  succeeded  in  running  to  earth 
examples  of  such  plagiarisms  —  some  undoubtedly 
genninej  some  probable^  some  at  any  rate  hen  Irovufi. 


PIET.A. 

{In  the  Church  of  Sf.  Veter,  at  Home.  By  Mlchelanyclo.  End  of  the  Fifteenth  Century.) 


painters  and  sculptors  alone,  but  all  creative  artists 
of  high  rank,  and  more  especially  poets  and  musicians, 
have  been  marked  out  as  the  prey  of  such  investi- 
gators.  A  laudable  industry  has  been  displayed  in 
such  researches,  and  a  ferret-like  instinct  has  in  in- 


But  the  object  has  often  been  less  the  worthy 
one  of  following  into  its  innermost  recesses  the  work¬ 
ings  of  a  master-mind— thus  enabling  the  student  to 
divine  its  workings  and  assist  at  its  developments — 
than  the  small  andjietty  one  of  seeking  to  drag  down 
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tlieg-iimt  to  the  level  of  the  dwarf,  to  undermine  with 
tlie  iudnstry  of  the  ant  the  foundations  of  the  colossus. 
Ry  all  means  let  us  salute  with  enthusiasm  the  re¬ 
velation  of  any  fact  connected  witli  the  o-enesis  of 
a  masterpiece;  but  let  ns  not  li^-htly  assume  that, 
because  the  chosen  of  the  world,  following-  an  unerr¬ 
ing-  instinct,  may  on  occasion  borrow  from  precursors, 
or  from  contemporaries,  an  idea  or  motive — assimilat¬ 
ing-  and  i)erfecting-  the  borrowed  sng-g-estion  by  in¬ 
fusing-  into  it  all  their  own  commanding-  jiersonality 
— they  must  in  S(j  doing  necessarily  sink  below,  or 
even  to  the  level  of,  those  from  whom  they  derive 
inspiration  ;  or  by  their  deliljerate  appropriations  de¬ 
serve  the  rejiroach  of  plag-iarism  pure  and  simple. 

On  the  contrarv,  it  is  just  those  master-spirits 
who  have  felt  within  themselves  the  power  to  sway 
and  transform  art,  whose  right  to  grasp  with  all- 
embracing-  hands  whatever  may  best  serve  their  pnr- 
])Ose  we  may  most  unreservedly  admit,  applauding 
its  exercise  in  its  results.  It  is  the  lesser  tribe  of 
those  who  merely  perpetuate  traditions  and  formulas, 
who  seek  to  preserve  the  husk  while  letting  slip  the 
kernel,  who  should  beware  ;  it  is  the  eclectics  who 
think  to  sustain  and  j)erpetuate  the  traditions  of  a 
great  period  by  sipping  the  honey  of  every  tlower — 
by  borrowing  from  a  thing  of  beauty  merely  its 
external  side,  while  neglecting  to  penetrate  them¬ 
selves  with  its  essence — to  whom  we  may  rightly 
cry.  Hold!  Their  robberies,  indeed,  are  without 
excuse,  as  they  are  w'ithout  enduring  result.  Rut  to 
those  who  can  transform  the  rough  pebble  into  the 
rich  jewel,  whose  magic  touch  can  mould  and  fuse 
discurdaut  elements,  so  as  to  evolve  perfect  beauty 
from  conceptions  of  half-concealed  ])ower  and  un- 
(•om])rehended  charm,  to  such  let  us  rather  pay  the 
tribute  of  our  wonder  and  our  gratitude. 

Shall  it  be  said  that-  a  Shakespeare  must  descend 
from  his  throne,  because  he  has  sought  and  found  in 
rude  and  half-developed  tales  the  raw  material  for 
the  workbs  great  tragedies  ?  because  he  may  have 
discovered  at  times  in  the  work  of  others  the  crude 
sketch,  the  skeleton  which  by  his  magic  he  has  clothed 
with  life  and  gifted  with  immortality  ?  Shall  we 
scoff  at  Alilton  because,  perchance,  it  may  be  possible 
to  show  that  he  owes  something  to  Vondel,  or  because 
we  may  wonder  to  find  in  the  “  Eieud  of  Calderon'’s 
“  El  Alagico  Prodigioso  ’’  the  germ  of  his  loftiest 
invention,  the  awful  figure  of  Lucifer?  Shall  Phidias 
be  less  reverenced  if  he  be  shown  to  have  evolved 
the  conception  of  his  great  chryselephantine  figure  of 
Athene  Parthenos  from  the  preceding  archaic  type 
of  the  goddess?  or  Praxiteles  lose  fame  because, 
before  he  gave  to  the  world  his  “  Hermes  and 
Dionysus,^-’  his  sire,  Kephisodotos,  had  jn-oduced 
the  “  Eirene  and  Plutos  ”  from  which  its  leading 
motive  is  evidently  derived?  If  the  boundaries 


of  the  meiiin  and  i/inm  had  been  as  closely  guarded 
as  some  purists  would  have  it ;  if  to  genius  were 
refused  that  jier mission  to  make  its  own  b}^  right  of 
conquest  the  motives  and  types  of  preceding  periods, 
which  we  cannot  safely  concede  to  mediocrity  ;  then 
might  the  world,  indeed,  be  poorer  by  some  of  its 
greatest  masterpieces.  Rut  luckily,  it  is  the  natural 
and  uncontrollable  impulse  of  great  g-enius  of  the 
creative  order  to  spurn  such  conventional  trammels, 
and  to  go  its  own  way  unheeding. 

In  the  fne  arts,  especially,  those  who  have  soared 
highest  and  whose  place  in  the  hierarchy  is  least  open 
to  question,  have  also  been  the  most  conspicuous 
for  the  courage  with  which  they  made  their  own 
that  which  appeared  most  applicable  for  their  great 
pur])oses. 

It  is  such  as  Michelangelo,  Raphael,  Durer,  and 
even  Rembrandt,  who  have  been  remarkable  for  the 
boldness  and  success  with  which  they  borrowed  and 
assimilated  conceptions  suggested  by  their  prede¬ 
cessors —  a  I)oldness  in  strange  contrast  wdth  the 
jjresumptiou  of  the  Caracci  and  the  degenerate  eclec¬ 
tics  of  their  school,  who  ventured  to  seize  upon  the 
perfected  masterpieces  of  a  Titian,  a  Correggio,  a 
Rajihael,  and  to  serve  them  up  again  thinly  disguised, 
and  bereft  alike  of  vitality  and  meaning.  It  is 
with  some  instances  from  the  works  of  Buonarroti 
that  I  ])ro])ose  to  illustrate  these  remarks. 

No  one  has  exercised  the  royal  prerogative  of  genius 
with  greater  freedom  than  Alichelangclo,  the  most 
tremendous,  the  most  original  genius  of  the  com- 
])leted  Renaissance — wdthout  parallel,  if  we  regard 
his  personality  as  a  whole,  and  without  successor — 
and  no  one  has  more  absolutely  transformed  and  made 
his  own  what  he  condescended  to  borrow.  Nume¬ 
rous  instances  might  bo  adduced  of  this  assimilative 
power  of  the  great  Florentine,  but,  for  our  })resent 
purpose,  some  few  prominent  examples  may  sufiice. 
The  lirst  with  which  we  have  to  deal  is  not,  perhaps, 
the  instance  in  which  the  creative  faculty  of  Buonar¬ 
roti  has  most  transcendently  evidenced  its  superiority, 
as  well  as  its  power  of  adaptation  and  development. 
This  is  the  famous  “  Pieta,-”  executed  in  I  il39  for 
the  French  prelate  and  envoy  at  the  Roman  Court, 
Cardinal  Jean  de  Villiers  de  la  Grolaie,  who  ordered 
the  group  for  a  chapel  of  the  old  Basilica  of  St. 
Peter^s.  This,  the  first  ])lastic  work  in  which  the 
young  giant  fully  asserted  his  personality,  and  de¬ 
parted  for  ever  from  mediaeval  form  and  mediaeval 
feeling,  while  in  a  sense  continuing  mediaeval  tradi¬ 
tions,  has  perhaps  been  as  enthusiastically  and  as  un- 
i-eservedly  admired  as  any  work  of  the  master.  And  not 
without  cause ;  for  the  youthful  sculptor,  still  pene¬ 
trated  with  the  classic  iniluences  of  the  garden  of 
the  Medici  Palace,  lu-ought  forth  a  new  thing,  and 
marked  at  the  same  time  the  close  of  the  glories  of  the 
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Quattrocento^  and  the  first  phase  of  a  short  period  of 
incomparable  power,  containing  within  itself,  alas  !  al¬ 
most  from  its  inception,  the  germs  of  decay.  Nothing 
can  exceed  the  massive  dignit}'-  of  the  yet  youthful 
Madonna,  supporting  the  finely  modelled  and  natur¬ 
ally  disposed  form  of  the  dead  Christ,  to  whose  inert 
limbs  her  heavy  and  boldly-cast  draperies  form  an 
admirable  background.  Yet  it  is  to  be  questioned 
whether,  in  simple  pathos,  in  truth  and  directness  of 
presentment,  the  Florentine  has  equalled  the  humble 
precursor  of  the  fourteenth  century  to  whom  he 
evidently  owes,  not  only  the  first  idea,  but  indeed  the 
main  outlines  and  arrangement  of  the  group  itself. 
The  medijBval  colleetions  of  the  British  Museum  con¬ 
tain  a  small  “  Pieth  ”  in 
ivory,  painted  and  gilt — due 
apparently  to  the  hand  of 
an  Italian  artificer  of  the 
fourteenth  century  —  which 
has  evidently  formed  part 
of  the  decoration  of  a  bis- 
hop^s  pastoral  staff.  This, 
as  Mr.  Maskell  has  demon¬ 
strated  with  great  cogency 
in  his  ‘^Hvories,  Ancient  and 
Mediaeval  ■”  —  one  of  the 
South  Kensington  Hand¬ 
books — has  an  extraordinary 
resemblance  to  the  group  of 
Michelangelo,  and  yet  is  dis¬ 
tinguished  from  it  by  a  me¬ 
diaeval  pathos  and  simplicity 
all  its  own,  while  the  great¬ 
ness  of  the  subject  loses 
nothing  from  its  representa¬ 
tion  within  so  small  a  space. 

If  it  is  too  daring  an  as¬ 
sumption  to  take  for  granted 
that  the  great  sculptor  de¬ 
rived  his  inspiration  from  the  very  group  in  ques¬ 
tion,  yet  it  is  evident  that,  at  least,  both  works  are 
traeeable  to  a  common  source — perhaps  an  architec¬ 
tonic  sculpture  in  stone  or  marble,  or  a  work  in 
metal — from  which  Miehelangelo^s  first  inspiration 
was  in  all  probability  drawn. 

If  in  the  colossal  ^^David,^’  completed  in  1504, 
we  find  both  in  dimensions  and  attitude  a  certain  re¬ 
semblance  to  the  great  Castor  and  Pollux  groups 
of  Montecavailo,  which  enjoyed  in  the  age  of  Michel¬ 
angelo  an  unbounded  reputation,  on  the  other  hand  the 
motive  and  inner  meaning  of  the  statue,  and  especially 
its  suggestion  of  impending  action  in  repose,  carry  us 
back  to  the  famous  “St.  George^'’  of  Or  Sanmichele, 
executed  upwards  of  half  a  century  before  by  Dona¬ 
tello.  M^e  know  that  the  young  Buonarroti  was 
deeply  affected  by  this  masterpiece,  and  though  he  in 


no  way  sought  in  the  “  David  ”  to  imitate  its  outward 
design,  yet  its  influence  is  in  that  work  unmistakably 
made  manifest.  The  unique  impression  made  on  the 
beholder  by  the  “  St.  George  ”  is  in  a  great  measure 
due  to  the  absolute  repose  of  the  attitude  given  to  the 
sculptured  saint,  contrasted  as  it  is  with  the  sense  of 
physical  ardour  and  spiritual  steadfastness  conveyed 
by  the  noble  and  living  head.  And  here  is  surely  to 
be  found  the  fountain  of  inspiration  whence  Michel¬ 
angelo  derived  the  idea  of  the  undaunted  young 
shepherd,  calm  yet  full  of  fierce  resolve,  whose  im¬ 
mobility  is  with  lightning  swiftness  to  be  exchanged 
for  violent  action.  In  this  case,  too,  it  is  doubtful 
whether  we  can  claim  the  palm  for  the  later  sculptor. 

For  great  as  is  his  concep¬ 
tion  of  the  Jewish  youth, 
nerved  to  meet  the  worse 
fate,  and  weighing  yet  dis¬ 
daining  danger,  still  the 
Christian  hero  of  Donatello 
is  the  higher  and  nobler 
conception  ;  he  has  achieved 
the  supreme  triumph  of  rea¬ 
lising  in  the  marble  image 
the  militant  type  of  the 
warrior  tempered  by  the 
sj^iritual  ecstasy  of  the  saint. 

It  miglit  fairly  be  ar¬ 
gued  that  in  the  instances 
just  given  Michelangelo  has 
hardly  so  absolutely  justified 
the  unrestrained  use  of  the 
royal  right  of  appropriation 
as  to  give  support  to  my 
theory.  But  at  any  rate  in 
the  typical  example  now  to 
be  brought  forward  his  su¬ 
premacy  is  made  manifest 
in  extraordinarily  striking 
fashion ;  his  happy  daring  in  the  selection  of  the 
motive  of  a  great  precursor  is  shown  to  have  had  as 
its  result  the  evolution  of  one  of  his  most  sublime 
masterpieces — one  of  the  typical  creations  to  which 
one  involuntarily  reverts  when  the  name  of  the 
master  is  spoken. 

Too  little  attention  has  been  given  as  yet  either 
to  the  life  or  works  of  the  great  Sienese  sculptor, 
Jacopo  della  Quercia,  enthusiastically  as  his  monu¬ 
ment  to  “  Ilaria  del  Carreto  ”  in  the  Cathedral  of 
St.  Martin  at  Lucca  has  in  bygone  days  been 
praised  by  Mr.  Ruskin,  and  though  we  know 
that,  in  the  famous  competition  for  the  commis¬ 
sion  to  execute  the  first  pair  of  bronze  gates  for 
the  Baptistery  of  San  Giovanni,  he,  in  the  opinion  of 
his  contemporaries,  approached  nearest  to  Ghiberri 
and  Brunelleschi.  His  most  considerable  work  is 


PIETA. 


(From  an  Ivory  Group  in  the  Britinh  Museum.  Latter 
half  of  the  Fourteenth  Century.') 


260 


THE  MAGAZINE  OF  ART. 


(lie  decoration  of  the  qnvnt  iiortal  of  Sen  retronio, 
(he  metropolitan  ehiireh  of  Itoloo-na,  in  which, 
among  meny  marhle  reliefs,  illustrating  suhjects 
drawn  from  the  OKI  'J'estament,  we  are  especially 
attracted  to  that  which  represents  the  “  (’real  ion  of 
Eve.'’'  It  hears,  indeed,  such  an  extraordinary  resem- 
Idance  to  (he  fresco  of  Miclndaiigido  which  chdine- 
ates  the  same  suhjcct  on  the  ceiling  of  the  Sistine 
Chapel,  as  to  strike  at  once  even  the  most  casual  ob¬ 
server.  ’riietairlicr  work, and,  indeed,  (he  whole  deeora- 


undeniahly  contained  the  first  sugg’estion  for  the  awe¬ 
inspiring  type  afterwards  perfected  by  ^Michelangelo 
in  (he  Sistine  frescoes — a  conception  whiedr  was  im¬ 
mediately  adopted  and  recognised  as  final  by  his  con- 
femporaries,  and  from  which  even  Raphael,  as  is 
evidenced  by  his  “Loggie’'’  and  “Vision  of  Ezechiel,” 
did  not  venture  widely  to  dejiart. 

Ei-om  this  same  type,  invented  by  Jacopo  della 
(■iuercia,  and  repeated  by  him  in  other  portions  of  the 
sculpt ui'cd  |)ortal,  Alichelangelo  has  derived  not  only 
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tion  of  the  ])or(al  (of  which  a  fine  cast  has  recently 
been  placed  in  the  South  Kensington  iMuseum),  shows 
a  surjirising'  ease  and  daring  lioth  of  conception  and 
execution — sometimes,  indeed,  verging  on  over-daring 
and  exaggeration.  These  ipialities  are  the  more  cal¬ 
culated  to  excite  our  wonder  when  we  consider  (hat 
(Iuercia  was  some  years  the  senior  of  fihiherti,  and 
considerably  older  than  Donatello,  neither  of  whom 
he,  indeed,  apjiroached  in  execution  or  in  enthusiastic 
devotion  to  the  study  of  nature,  though  he  sometimes 
surpassed  (hem  both  in  the  lioldness  and  originality  of 
his  flights.  In  the  nude  form  of  the  recumbent  Adam 
of  the  sculptured  relief  may  he  distinctly  traced  the 
germ  of  Buonarroti’s  great  figure.  In  the  figure  of 
the  Almighty — striking  and  majestic,  notwithstand¬ 
ing  the  unfortunate  effect  of  the  projecting  triangular 
nimbus,  an  emblem  appropriated  in  many  works  of  the 
(luattrocento  to  the  First  Person  of  the  Trinity — is 


his  conception  of  the  Deity,  but  two  other  distinct 
variations  of  the  same  type  ;  one  the  nobly  pathetic 
figure  of  the  seated  “Jeremiah,”  than  which  the 
supreme  artist  has  ])roduccd  nothing  more  deeply 
moving;  the  other  (he  terrible  “Moses,”  which, 
indeed,  with  the  strange  snake-like  locks  of  the 
long  llowing  beard,  and  the  superahuiidance  of  the 
weighty  draperies,  comes  almost  nearer  in  externals  to 
(luercia’s  conception,  than  do  even  the  works  already 
cited.  Alichelaugelo’s  indebtedness  to  his  precursor 
is  also  made  clear  by  an  examination  of  other  por¬ 
tions  of  the  Sienese  sculptor’s  work,  and  ajrpears 
notably  in  two  other  reliefs,  “Eve  Spinning”  and 
the  “  Expulsion  from  Paradise.”  Nor  is  there  cause 
for  surprise  at  the  indelible  impression  thus  shown 
to  have  been  made  on  the  mighty  Florentine ;  for  we 
know  that  he  twice  dwelt  at  Bologna,  a  first  time  in 
ll-OJ,  and  again  from  1506  to  1508,  when  he  was 


THE  PLAGIARISMS  OF  THE  OLD  MASTERS. 


Ul 


snmmoiu'd  thither  by 
colossal  bronze  statue 
actually  modelled  and 


Julius  11.  to  execute  the 
of  that  Pope,  which  was 
east  in  a  workshop  con- 
Saii  Petronio.  This,  wdien  completed, 
niche  over 


tiyuous  to 
occupied  a 

(his  same  central  portal 
of  the  great  church, 
until  in  1511  it  was 
pulled  down  and  de¬ 
stroyed  by  the  revolted 
citizens. 

Another  famous  in¬ 
stance — in  which,  how¬ 
ever,  it  has  never  been 
clearly  established 
whether  Ruonarroti  was 
the  borrower  or  the  in¬ 
ventor — is  the  fresco  of 
“Judith  with  the  Head 
of  Holofernes,’^  also  part 
of  the  ceiling  of  the  Sis- 
tine  Chapel,  which  shows 
a  resemblance,  so  re¬ 
markable  that  it  cannot 
be  fortuitous,  to  the 
design  of  the  so-called 
“Signet-ring  of  Alichel- 
angelo,^"’  now  preserved 
in  the  collections  of  the 
Louvre.  This  is  an  in¬ 
taglio,  formerly  consid¬ 
ered  to  be  an  anticpie,  btit 
which,  as  has  now  been 

clearly  established,  is  the  work  of  Piermariada  Peseia, 
a  contemporary  of  Ruonarroti.  Though  it  shows  ap¬ 
parently  only  a  scene  from  a  vintage — one  woman  who, 
standing  before  another,  snatches  at  bunches  of  grapes 
contained  in  a  basket  which  the  latter  holds — it  is 
yet,  as  regards  the  attitudes  and  the  general  lines  of 
the  composition,  almost  identical  with  the  scheme  of 
the  “  Judith  ”  group.  It  has  been  argued,  and  with 
considerable  probability,  that  the  fresco  cannot  well 
be  derived  from  a  contemporary  work  l)y  comparison 
so  insignificant  as  is  the  gem  in  (piestion,  but  that, 
on  the  contrary,  the  design  of  the  gem  was  more 
probably  taken  from  the  fresco,  or  perhaps  was  even 
furnished  by  Alichelangelo  himself.  Aht,  on  the 
other  hand,  seeing  what  the  method  of  the  great 
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della  Quercia.  3Iiddle  of  the  Fifteenth  Century.) 


artist  has  been  shown  to  be,  on  occasion,  even  in 
the  inception  of  works  of  still  greater  magnitude, 
it  appears  not  altogether  unreasonable  to  suppose 
that  a  design,  beautiful  indeed,  but  not  in  itself  of 

any  great  significance, 
may  have  been  appro¬ 
priated  by  the  painter 
of  the  Sistine  frescoes, 
and  by  his  transmuting 
power  enriched  and  en¬ 
dowed  with  new  life. 

Quite  recently  it  was 
pointed  out  in  the  al¬ 
ready  defunct  Kiii/sl- 
that  the  first  idea 
for  the  famous  “  Leda 
— a  design  freipiently 
repeated,  with  and  with¬ 
out  variations,  both  in 
painting  and  sculpture, 
and  the  original  of 
which,  much  injured,  is 
preserved  in  the  private 
apartments  of  the  Xa- 
tional  Gallery — was  in 
all  probability  derived 
from  a  relief  forming  part 
of  a  Roman  sarcophagus, 
the  subject  of  which  is 
reproduced  in  an  ancient 
codex  now  preserved  in 
the  Royal  Library  of 
Berlin. 

It  does  no't  come  within  the  scope  of  the  present 
article  to  do  more  than  to  call  attention  once  more  to 
•  the  great  impression  which,  as  has  so  often  been  pointed 
out,  was  2>i''^duced  by  the  woi’ks  of  Luca  Signorelli 
on  his  younger  contemporary.  The  ftiria,  the  in¬ 
domitable  energy,  the  power  of  expression  through 
the  medium  of  the  naked  human  body,  the  love  of 
strange  and  contorted  attitudes,  which  mark  the 
elder  painter,  left  a  most  powerful  impression  on 
Michelangelo^s  art — an  impression  which  is,  how¬ 
ever,  evidenced  less  by  any  actual  adoption  of 
particular  designs  or  motives  from  Signorelli’s 
works  than  by  the  assimilation  and  reproduction  in 
altered  and  developed  shape  of  many  of  his  great 
qualities. 
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XT  was  said,  sometliins;’  more  than  a  year  ag’o,  that 
tlie  sarcophagus  of  .Vlexander  tlie  Great  had 
l)een  unearthed  at  Saida  in  Syria.  Whetlier  this 
is  true  or  not  do('s  not  seem  to  liav('  hecn  estab¬ 
lished,  hnt  the  rejmrt  conld 
not  fail  to  remind  ns  of 
the  career  of  one  of  the 
most  extraordinary  men 
that  ever  lived.  His  death 
at  the  early  age  of  thirly- 
two  in  a  foreign  country, 
and  after  a  wild  revel 
lasting  several  days,  is 
particularly  tragic.  And 
yet  it  is  just  such  a 
scene  as  this  that  litly 
closes  the  life  of  a  hero, 
all  of  whose  actions  were 
the  outcome  of  violent 
impulses.  More  than  two 
thousand  years  have 
elapsed  since  his  death 
turned  the  current  of  his¬ 
tory,  hut  the  mere  ru¬ 
mour  that  his  l)ones  had 
been  discovered  was  lis¬ 
tened  to  with  the  intensest 
interest. 

As  to  his  character  and 
abilities,  historical  con¬ 
troversy  has  long  been 
busy.  Some  critics  have 
asserted  that  he  was  a 
mere  marauder,  utterly 
devoid  of  statesmanship, 
who  destroyed  with  a  wanton  hand  what  he 
knew'  ho  could  never  replace ;  others,  on  the  con¬ 
trary,  regard  him  as  a  Hellene,  fighting  against 
barbarism,  and  following  out  what  he  conceived  to 
be  a  wise  and  noble  policy.  But  after  all  it  is 
not  only  as  a  king  and  a.  conqueror  that  he  has 
a  claim  to  be  remembered.  In  spite  of  the  fact 
that  he  spent  the  greater  part  of  his  life  in  the 
battie-tiehl,  he  exercised  a  very  decided  influence 
upon  the  art  of  his  time.  As  if  to  justify  his 
assumption  of  the  title  of  Hellene,  he  seems  to 
have  been  always  eager  to  distinguish  himself  as  a 
patron  of  artists  and  a  connoisseur  of  painting  and 
sculjiture.  In  itself  it  is  by  no  means  remarkable 
that  a  powerful  monarch  should  look  with  kindliness 


on  the  ]uirsuits  of  peace,  but  in  Alexander's  case  it 
is  the  more  noticeable,  because  he  was  playing  a  part 
which,  in  the  history  of  Greece,  had  rarely  been 
assumed  before.  Hitherto,  Greek  art  had  not  de¬ 
pended  on  individuals  for 
its  encouragement,  but 
had  always  been  devoted 
to  religious  or,  at  least, 
civic  purposes.  In  earlier 
times  it  was  the  custom 
to  dedicate  statues  to  dei¬ 
ties,  or  set  them  up  in 
honour  of  athletes  and 
citizens  who  had  deserved 
well  of  their  state,  but 
realistic  portraiture  was 
almost  unknown.  "VAheii, 
however,  the  personality 
of  the  iMaeedonian  king 
began  to  dominate  the 
world,  art  gradually  be¬ 
came  move  private  in  cha¬ 
racter.  Alexander,  for 
instance,  gave  commis¬ 
sions,  purchased  statues 
and  pictures,  and  paid 
handsomely  for  them  ; 
and  more  than  this,  he 
honoured  himself  with  the 
friendship  of  many  of  the 
most  distinguished  artists 
of  his  age.  He  appointed 
Lysippus  Court  Sculptor, 
and  Apelles  Court  Painter, 
and  especially  authorised 
them  to  represent  him  in  bronze  or  on  canvas.  At 
the  same  time,  the  exploits  of  Alexander  or  of 
Heracles  and  Achilles,  the  heroes  whom  he  reverenced 
above  all  others,  were  the  favourite  sulpjects  of  the 
less  distinguished  artists  of  the  ])eriod. 

AVith  Apelles,  the  painter  of  “  Calumny,”  that 
celebrated  picture  which  suggested  a  subject  to  both 
Diirer  and  Botticelli,  Alexander  appears  to  have  lived 
on  terms  of  peculiar  intimacy,  and  several  anecdotes 
have  come  down  to  us  which  illustrate  the  relations 
existing  between  the  gre.atest  painter  and  the  greatest 
monarch  of  the  fourth  century  before  Christ.  It  need 
scarcely  be  said  that  we  cannot  accept  these  anecdotes 
as  the  literal  truth,  but  <loubtless  they  are  but  pic- 
turescjue  distoidions  of  actual  facts,  and  every  one  of 


BUST  OF  ALF.XAXPF.R  IX  THE  LOUVRE. 


PORl’llAITS  OF  ALEXANDER  THE  GREAT. 


263 


which  Apelies  had  i>aiuted.  T!ie  king  ex[)ressed  no 
admiration  of  the  picture,  but  the  horse,  on  which 
he  was  riding,  neighed  approval ;  whereupon  Apelles 
remarked  that  the  horse  was  a  better  critic  of  art 
than  the  rider.  At  another  time,  when  Alexander 
suggested  what  he  considered  as  an  improvement  in 
Apelles^  work,  the  artist  silenced  him  by  saying  that 
he  was  only  making  himself  ridiculous  to  the  boys 
who  mixed  his  colours.  This  retort  might  still  be 
found  useful  (if  artists,  nowadays,  only  had  boys  to 
mix  their  colours)  for  the  suppression  of  the  re¬ 
fractory  sitter. 

Bearing  in  mind  his  professed  interest  in  art  and 
his  intimacy  with  artists,  it  is  not  surprising  that 
innumerable  portraits  should  have  been  executed  of 
Alexander  the  Great.  We  propose  in  the  present 
article  to  examine  a  few  of  those  that  have  come 
down  to  us.  In  the  general  destruction  of  all  Greek 
paintings  the  celebrated  portraits  of  Alexander  by 
Apelles  have,  of  course,  perished.  We  can  therefore 
only  form  an  imperfect  judgment  on  them  from  the 


accounts  given  us  by  Plutarch,  Pliny,  and  others. 
By  far  the  most  celebrated  was  that  which  adorned 
the  Temple  of  Artemis  at  Ephesus.  In  this  picture 
the  king  was  represented  as  wielding  the  tluinderboit 
of  Zeus — a  piece  of  blasphemy  no  doubt  ilattering  to 
the  vanity  of  one  who  impiously  regarded  himself 
as  descended  from  the  ruler  of  Olympus.  Tradition 
says  that  this  portrait  was  so  realistically  treated 
that  the  fingers  and  thunderbolt  seemed  to  project 
from  the  canvas,  and  that  the  king  was  so  pleased 
with  it  that  he  used  to  say  that  there  were  two 
Alexanders,  the  one  invincible,  the  son  of  Philip,  the 
other  inimitable,  the  work  of  Apelles.  It  is  interest¬ 
ing  to  note  that  the  enormous  sum  of  £5,000  was 
paid  for  this  picture.  For  the  rest,  Apelles  repre¬ 
sented  him  as  riding  in  a  triumphal  car  followed 
by  War  in  fetters,  and  also  in  a  group  with  Castor 
and  Pollux,  and  a  figure  of  Victory.  The  last  two 
pictures  were  carried  to  Rome,  where  the  Emperor 
Claudius  thought  to  enhance  their  value  by  substi¬ 
tuting  the  features  of  Augustus  for  those  of  Alex¬ 
ander.  These  works  are  only  known  to  us  by 
repute,  but  there  is  one  picture,  illustrating  an 
incident  in  the  Persian  camiJaign,  a  copy  of  which 


BUST  OF  ALEXANDER  IN  COUNT  EEBACH’s  COLLECTION. 

is  still  in  existence.  This  is  the  celebrated  “Battle 
of  Issus/^  painted  by  a  lady  artist  of  Egyptian  birth. 


them  probably  has  its  undercurrent  of  reality.  On 
(me  occasion,  we  are  told,  Alexander,  when  at  Ephesus, 
went  to  look  at  a  portrait  of  himself  on  horseback 
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luimed  Helena.  The  orig'huil  was  taken  to  Rome  by 
Vespasian,  in  whose  reigai  it  was  probably  translated 
into  mosaic.  Jndg-ing’  from  the  copy,  which  is  now 
in  the  Naples  IMusenni,  the  original  was  an  admirable 
work.  The  moment  chosen  tor  rej)resentation  is  that 
at  which  the  Greeks  are  making  an  onslaught  on  the 
Persians,  one  ot  whom  is  translixed  by  the  spear  of 
Alexander  himself.  Darius,  the  king,  is  in  imminent 
danger  of  his  life,  and,  though  he  is  hard  jiressed  by 
the  enemy,  his  charioteer  in  \  ain  urges  his  horses  in 
flight.  One  of  his 
noliles  has  lea]it  from 
his  horse,  and  is  hold¬ 
ing  it  ready  for 
Darius  to  mount  and 
escajie.  But  this  tlie 
Persian  king  does  not 
notice,  and  his  face 
wears  an  expression 
of  fear  and  des])air. 

Alexander  is  easily 
recognisable  by  his 
shaggy  hair  and 
heavy  eyebrows.  The 
work  is  excellently 
c  0  m  p  o  s  e  d ,  a  n  d , 
though  somewhat  de- 
lieient  in  drawing  and 
perspective,  is  re¬ 
markable  for  accu¬ 
racy  of  detail  and  the 
vivid  expression  of 
emotion.  Goethe, 
whose  opinion  of  ar¬ 
tistic  matters  is  al¬ 
ways  interesting,  says 
of  it,  “  Neither  the 
jiresent  age  nor  pos¬ 
terity  can  do  justice 
to  this  marvel  of 
art  j  after  careful  con¬ 
sideration  and  re¬ 
search  we  are  obliged  to  return  to  the  attitude  of 
simple  and  jiure  wonderment.'’^ 

This  is  the  only  relic  of  Greek  art  whitdi  enables 
us  to  form  any  judgment  on  the  jiainted  portraits 
of  Alexander.  But  when  we  come  to  senljiture  the 
case  is  widely  different.  Afany  busts  and  statues 
are  known  to  us,  from  which  we  can  gain  an  adequate 
idea  of  Alexander’s  features,  and  most  of  them  we 
can  ascribe  with  tolerable  certainty  to  the  artists 
who  executed  them,  or  to  the  originals  of  wdiich 
they  are  copies.  AVhile  examining  the  sculptured 
jiortraits  of  Alexander  it  will  be  well  to  bear  in  mind 
the  description  which  Plutarch  and  others  have  given 
us  of  him.  His  head  was  slightly  imdined  to  the 


left,  a  deformity  due  to  an  inequality  of  the  muscles 
of  the  neck,  d'here  was  a  liquidity  about  his  deep- 
set  eyes  which  gave  a  far-off  look  to  his  face.  His 
eyebrows  were  shaggy,  and  there  was  something’ 
manly,  awe-ius[)iring,  almost  leonine,  in  his  glance; 
his  hair  was  in  curls  and  brushed  up  over  his  brow. 
These  characteristics  scarcely  suggest  to  us  the  fear¬ 
less  conqueror,  and  seem  rather  to  belong  to  the 
dreamer,  philosojiher,  or  jioet. 

The  best  known,  though  least  satisfactory,  portrait 

of  Alexander  is  the 
bust  now  at  the 
Louvre  (p.  262).  It 
was  found  at  Tivoli 
in  1779,  and  was  jn-e- 
vented  by  Chevalier 
Azara  to  Na])oleon 
1.,  an  emperor  who 
rivalled  the  Alacedo- 
niau  not  only  in  his 
thirst  for  conquest, 
but  in  his  kimlly 
]iatronage  of  the  arts. 
This  bust,  which  is 
the  only  one  now 
extant  which  is  in¬ 
scribed  with  Alex¬ 
ander’s  name,  is  no 
doubt  a  Roman  ciqiy 
of  a  Greek  original, 
and  probably  lielongs 
to  aliout  the  last  cen¬ 
tury  of  the  Roman 
Reimblic.  In  its  ]ire- 
sent  condition  it  is 
hard  to  jiass  judg- 
mmit  on  it  as  a  work 
of  art,  for  its  surface 
has  been  much  worn 
by  time  and  exjiosure. 
Compared  with  the 
Jiortraits  to  which  we 
shall  refer  later,  it  lacks  individuality,  and  can 
scarcely  be  called  ilattering.  All  the  intenseness 
and  restless  energy  which  we  expect  to  tind  in  the 
head  of  Alexander  has  been  omitted  from  this  bust. 
However,  in  sjiite  of  its  insijiidity,  it  may  probably 
be  regarded  as  an  accurate,  though  uninspired,  por¬ 
trait,  ami,  as  its  inscrijition  makes  it  quite  clear  that 
it  is  a  Jiresent lueiit  of  the  Alacedouiau  king,  it  is 
useful  as  a  standard  by  which  to  judge  the  claims 
of  other  busts  to  authenticity. 

A  far  iiner  work  of  art  is  the  British  iMuseum 
bust  (p.  26-‘3),  which  is  in  every  resjiect  notable.  It 
was  found  at  Alexandria  in  Egyjit,  and  is  of  fine 
Parian  marble.  Its  delicate  modelling  and  fine  work- 
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manship  stamp  it  at  once  as  tlie  production  of  a  great  fur  tlie  first  time  in  England.  It  wa.s  found  at  Rcune 
master,  and  its  style  is  easily  recognised  as  that  of  in  1791,  and  only  the  head  is  original.  It  was  not  a 
Lysippus,  tiie  Macedonian  Court  Sculptor.  That  it  piece  of  a  terminal  figure,  but  undoubtedly  belonged 
is  ail  original  work  by  this  artist  we  cannot  believe, 
because,  as  far  as  we 
know,  Lysippus  only 
worked  in  bronze ; 
but  there  can  be 
little  doubt  that  it 
is  an  early  copy  of 
one  of  his  famous 
portraits.  It  repre¬ 
sents  a  youth  of 
singularly  attractive 
features.  Tiie  head 
is  slightly  inclined 
towards  the  left ; 
the  eyes  are  deep- 
set  beneath  a  pro¬ 
minent  brow,  and 
possess  a  far-off  and 
schwcirmerisch  look 
quite  ill  keeping 
with  Plutarch’s  de¬ 
scription  ;  the  hair 
falls  over  the  neck 
and  ears  in  curls, 
which  cluster  round 
the  brow ;  the  nos¬ 
tril  is  dilated,  and 
the  upper  lip  is 
curled  as  if  in  scorn, 
while  there  is  a  good 
deal  of  waywardness 
and  sensuality  in 
the  slightly  opened 
mouth.  In  fact,  ex¬ 
cept  in  the  broad, 
strong  chin,  we  seem 
to  see  ill  this  bust 
only  the  impulsive 
side  of  Alexander ; 
here  we  might,  in-  ■ 
deed,  recognise  the 
murderer  of  Clitus, 
the  slave  of  ungov¬ 
ernable  passions,  and 
the  victim  of  innu¬ 
merable  supersti¬ 
tions,  but  we  look 
ill  vain  for  the  fea¬ 
tures  which  should  characterise  the  conqueror  of  two 
continents. 

An  interesting  contrast  to  the  last  mentioned  is 
the  bust  from  Count  Erbach’s  collection  (p.  263),  a 
reproduction  of  which  is,  I  believe,  now  publislied 
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Before  it  wiis  restored  a 
distinct  inclination 
of  the  licad  towards 
the  left  was  dis¬ 
cernible,  but  this 
has  been  lost  in  fit¬ 
ting  the  bead  on  the 
shoulders.  It  will 
be  noticed  that  in 
essential  points  it 
agrees  with  tlie 
British  Museum 
bust,  wliieli  I  have 
already  described. 
It  has  the  same 
finely-cut  profile  and 
nobly  arched  brow, 
the  same  over-sha¬ 
dowed  eyes,  the 
same  parted  lips. 
The  hair  falls  over 
tlie  neck  in  simi¬ 
larly  arranged  curls. 
But  in  the  Erbach 
bust  there  is  what 
Professor  Stark 
terms  “a  determined 
energy  and  Attic 
Sophrosyne,”  which 
is  quite  lacking  iu 
the  British  Museum 
portrait.  The  for¬ 
mer  possesses  an  in¬ 
tensity  and  serious¬ 
ness  which  are  quite 
its  own,  and  strong¬ 
ly  suggest  the  more 
masterful  side  of 
Alexander’s  charac¬ 
ter.  In  style  too 
there  is  a  wide  dif¬ 
ference  between 
these  two  works  of 
art.  The  bust  of  the 
Erbach  collection  is 
not  so  realistic  nor 
so  individual  in  cha¬ 
racter  as  that  in 
the  British  Museum,  but  its  refinement  and  re¬ 
straint  recall  the  best  traditions  of  the  later  Attic 
school.  'We  may,  with  some  amount  of  probability, 
ascribe  it  to  Leoebares,  an  Attic  sculptor  and  pupil 
of  Scopas.  This  artist  is  known  to  have  collaborated 
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with  Lysippus  in  produciuo'  a  g'rouj)  rejiresenting- 
Alexander  at  a  lion  hunt,  and  by  himself  executed 
statues  of  Ainyntas,  Philip,  and  Alexander  in  gold 
and  ivory,  which  have,  of  course,  perished  with  all 
other  examples  of  this  sumptuous  art. 

The  bust  of  the  Capitol  (p.  20-1)  is  also  an  un¬ 


type,  and  that  it  should  be  classed  with  the  British 
jMuseum  bust.  It  is  quite  possible  that  it  belonged 
to  a  full-length  statue,  as  the  shoulders  are  a  modern 
addition. 

The  head  of  the  so-called  dying  Alexander  at 
Florence,  with  its  terrible  expression  of  acute  agony, 


MARBLE  STATUE  OF  ALE.XAXDEE  IN  THE  GLYPTOTIIEK  AT  MUNICH. 
(^Engraved  by  Jonnard.) 


mistakable  portrait  of  Alexander,  though  it  has  for 
many  years  been  deserilied  as  a  Sun  god,  principally 
because  in  the  band  which  encircles  the  head  there 
are  seven  holes,  in  which  metal  rays  may  have  been 
placed.  But  after  comparing  it  with  acknowledged 
representations  of  the  IVIacedonian  hero,  we  cannot 
but  conclude  that  it  is  an  Alexander  of  the  Lysippus 


is  now  generally  acknowledged  to  be  either  a  youthful 
giant  from  the  Pergamene  Relief,  or,  at  any  rate, 
the  work  of  a  Pergamene  scnlpto)’.  No  sooner  were 
these  sculptured  decorations  of  the  great  attar  of 
Eumenes  at  Perganium  discovered,  than  it  was  seen 
that  the  Florentine  head  was  decidedly  similar  to 
them  in  style.  Though  it  does  possess  some  points 
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of  resemblance  to  the  Alexander  type,  by  which, 
perhaps,  it  was  influenced,  its  claim  to  be  descidbed 
as  a  portrait  of  the  king-  was  always  more  than 
doubtful. 

Of  the  full-length  statues  of  Alexander,  by  far 
the  m_ost  interesting  known  to  us  is  that  at  the  Glyp- 
tothek  at  Munich,  which  is  engraved  here  (p.  266). 
It  is  of  Parian  marble,  and  came  from  the  Rondanini 
Palace  at  Rome.  Thorwaldsen,  so  much  of  whose 
work  is  to  be  seen  in  the  gallery  of  ancient  sculpture 
at  Munich,  restored  both  the  arms  from  above 
the  elbow,  the  right 
leg,  and  added  several 
unimportant  details. 

The  motive  of  the 
statue  is  doubtful,  but 
it  has  been  suggested 
that  the  figure  was 
fastening  on  a  greave, 
an  attitude  in  which 
Alexandei'-’s  favourite 
hero,  Achilles,  is  often 
represented.  The  pose 
of  the  head,  however, 
is  against  this  theory, 
and  perhaps,  where  we 
have  so  few  data  to 
argue  upon,  it  is  idle 
to  speculate  further  on 
the  matter.  The  style 
of  Lysippus  is  also  to 
be  observed  in  the 
Gabii  statue  in  the 
Louvre  (p.  265),  which 
is,  in  all  probability, 
a  copy  of  a  celebrated 
statue  of  Alexander 
holding  a  spear.  This 
work  was  executed  by 
Lysippus  in  competi¬ 
tion  with  Apelles,  who,  as  I  have  stated  above,  I’e- 
presented  Alexander  as  wielding  the  lightning  of 
Zeus.  For  this  the  sculptor  reproached  the  painter, 
preferring  to  invest  his  state  with  a  less  fanciful 
attribute.  The  head  was  upturned  towai’ds  the 
sky,  a  pose  which,  perhaps,  finds  its  explanation 
in  the  physical  deformity  to  which  attention  has 
already  been  called.  The  figure  above  is  a  repro¬ 
duction  of  a  bronze  statuette  of  Alexander  on 
horseback  from  Herculaneum.  It  is  not  unlikely 
that  it  is  a  copy  on  a  small  scale  of  the  statue  of 
Alexander,  which  formed  part  of  the  group  which 
the  king  himself  ordered  of  Lysippus  to  commemorate 
the  battle  of  Granicus,  and  which  he  had  set  up  in 
Dium  in  Macedonia.  It  is  a  work  of  considerable 
merit;  the  figure  of  Alexander  is  full  of  life  and 


energy,  although  it  may  be  objected  that  the  horse  is 
treated  in  a  somewhat  conventional  spirit. 

But  it  was  not  only  to  the  painters  and  sculptors 
of  Greece  that  Alexander  served  as  a  model.  The 
practisers  of  the  lesser  arts  wore  equally  inspired  by 
his  noble  brow  and  impressive  features,  and  nowhere 
is  the  influence  of  his  personality  more  clearly  seen 
than  in  the  coinage  of  his  own  and  the  succeeding 
age.  "On  coins  before  the  time  of  Alexander  the 
Great, says  Professor  Gardner,  "there  are  but  two 
heads  that  have  any  pretensions  to  be  regarded  as 

])or(raits.”  But  with 
the  accession  of  the 
son  of  Philip  the  age 
of  portraiture  began. 
Not  only  do  we  find 
Alexander's  head,  some¬ 
times  with  divine  at¬ 
tributes,  placed  on  his 
own  coins  and  on  those 
of  the  Diadochi,  but 
henceforth  Zeus  and 
Heracles,  deities  and 
heroes  alike,  are  repre¬ 
sented  with  the  deep- 
set  eyes,  the  parted  lips, 
and  the  overhantfino- 
brow  of  the  conqueror 
of  India. 

On  the  obverse  of 
a  coin  of  Lysimachus 
(p.  268)  a  wonderfully 
beautiful  head  of  Alex¬ 
ander  is  represented. 
We  have  no  difficulty 
in  recognising  here  the 
characteristic  features 
of  the  Macedonian 
king.  It  will  be  no¬ 
ticed  that  he  is  repre¬ 
sented  as  horned,  like  Zeus  Ammon,  whose  descendant 
he  professed  to  be.  The  tetradrachm,  struck  between 
330  B.c.  and  280  b.c.,  which  is  also  reproduced  (p. 
268),  is  interesting  as  showing  how  the  Heracles  type 
gradually  approached  that  of  Alexander.  The  coin 
before  us  is  distinctly  archaistic  in  style,  and  yet, 
beneath  the  lion  skin  of  Heracles,  we  can  scarcely 
help  detecting  the  deep-set  eyes  and  slightly-opened 
mouth  of  the  son  of  Philip. 

The  third  is  an  Egyptian  coin,  on  which  Alex¬ 
ander  is  represented  wearing  a  head-dress  composed 
of  an  elephants  scalp.  It  is  full  of  force  and 
strength,  the  lower  part  of  the  face  especially  re¬ 
calling  the  British  Museum  bust. 

Enough  has  already  been  said  to  show  how  ex¬ 
tensive  was  the  influence  which  Alexander  exercised 


BRONZE  EaUESTEIAN  FIGURE  OF  ALEXANDER  FROM 
HERCULANEUM. 
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on  the  art  of  liis  own  lime.  Hnt  tliis  iiiHnence  portrait  alxnit  witli  them  set  in  a  bracelet,  ring,  or 
did  not  cease  with  his  death.  Centuries  afterwards  other  ornament,  while  Comniodns  Alacer  prized 


COIN  OK  I.VSIMACHl'S  WITH  HEAD 
OK  ALEXANI>ER. 


TKTRAHR.VCH.M  OV  AI.EXANDER, 
bTRUCK  BETWEEN  o3U  ICC.  ANI)  280  B.C. 


EGYPTIAN  COIN  WITH  HLAH  OF 
ALEXANDER. 


lie  was  re\('reni’e(l  as  a  deity  by  Caraealla,  and 
Ale.xander  So\erus  placed  an  image  nf  him  among 
his  household  gods.  Tn  the  later  days  of  the  Ro¬ 
man  Empire  we  are  told  that  women  carried  his 


among  his  po.ssession.s  an  amber  mp,  in  the  centre 
of  which  was  the  head  of  Alexander,  and  round  the 
boi'der  of  which  were  senlptnred  some  incidents 
from  his  many  campaigns. 


“A  FAMILY  POETUATT.” 


Ry  Rembr.vndt.  Etched 

Among  the  great  lights  of  painting,  none, 
perhaps,  have  been  so  continnoiis  in  their 
development  as  Rembrandt  van  Ryn.  Titian, 
AAlazipiez,  Rubens — all  these  had  their  stages,  their 
“manners’'’  one  used  to  say;  bnt  with  them  long 
years  elapsed  after  their  first  maturity,  during  which 
their  art  underwent  bnt  little  change.  With  Rem¬ 
brandt  it  was  different.  From  1627 — or  1625,  if  we 
aeee]'it  a  lately  discovered  jwrtralt— when  he  dated 
his  first  picture,  down  to  close  upon  the  day  of  his 
death  in  1660,  his  art  expanded  yearly,  grew  larger, 
broader,  more  signilicant  in  handling,  and  bolder  in 
the  use  of  colour,  ’bhis,  coupled  with  a  habit  of 
dating  about  one  canvas  in  every  ten,  makes  it  easy 
to  arrange  his  work  chronologically.  Wo  may, 
therefore,  put  faith  in  the  date  of  16)62-6,  given  by 
\  osmaer  for  three  of  his  most  famous  picture.s,  more 
especially  as  it  is  accepted  liy  Mr.  Bredius  and  other 
more  recent  authorities.  The  first  of  the  three  is  the 
picture  at  Stockholm  known  as  “The  Oath  of  John 
Ziska,”  wliidi  is  believed,  however,  by  some  good 
judges  who  have  seen  it,  to  rejiresent  an  episode  from 
the  history  of  Judas  Maceabaius.  The  second  is  the 
])ortrait  group  at  Amsterdam,  in  the  Van  der  IIoo]) 
collection,  which,  like  the  “  Ziska,”  has  long  passed 
under  a  title  now  contested,  that  of  the  “  Jewish 
Briile.”  The  third  is  the  large  “Family  Portrait” 
in  the  Brunswick  Gallery,  of  which  an  etching  by  ^I. 
Daniel  Alordant  precedes  these  pages.  A  fourth  pic¬ 
ture  from  the  same  time,  according  to  Vosmaer,  is  the 
“Jew  Alerchant”  of  the  National  Gallery.  Here, 
however,  the  lamented  Dutchman’s  chronologv  is  less 


BY  Daniel  l\roRDANT. 

acceptalile,  and  a  somewhat  earlier  date  may  be  the  true 
one.  As  for  the  })ictu.res  at  Brunswick  and  Amster¬ 
dam,  their  mutual  affinity  cannot  be  overlooked.  The 
same  man  and  woman  occur  in  both.  In  each  there 
is  the  same  frankly  audacious  brushing,  the  same 
bold  use  of  various  reds,  of  rich  golden  yellows,  of 
lights  as  solid  as  the  modelled  jewellery  of  the 
Italian  qiiattro-coitisii.  In  each,  too,  we  find  the 
same  directness  of  gesture  and  simplicity  of  aim.  In 
the  one  group,  as  in  the  other,  the  scheme  of  light 
and  shadow  gives  no  more  than  a  hint  of  the  research, 
the  deliberate  infinity,  of  Rembrandt’s  earlier  years. 
The  Brunswick  picture  used  to  be  called  “The  Eamily 
of  Rembrandt,”  and  some  have  professed  to  descry 
a  likeness  to  the  painter’s  fellow-sinner,  llendrickie 
Stoffels,  in  this  staid  young  mother.  No  ingenuity, 
however,  could  make  a  Rembrandt  of  the  man.  And 
yet  his  identity  may  not  lie  beyond  our  reach.  In 
the  iMunich  Gallery  there  hangs  a  half-length  por¬ 
trait,  numbered  315  and  ascrilied  to  Carel  Fabritius. 
To  my  eyes  it  appeal's  to  lie  by  Rembrandt  rather 
than  his  scholar,  and  to  have  been  painted  from  the 
Brunswick  paterfamilias  in  his  early  youth.  It  is 
believed  to  represent  Jan  Haaring  the  younger,  a 
writing-master  of  Amsterdam.  So  far  as  I  know, 
there  is  nothing  to  contradict  the  supposition  that 
Ilaaring  sat  to  Rembrandt  in  after  years,  with  his 
wife  and  children,  and  that  the  master,  attracted  by 
their  lieauty,  portrayed  the  couple  twice  over.  The 
date  of  the  Munich  portrait,  which,  whether  by 
Rembrandt  or  Fabritius,  must  have  been  painted 
about  1650-2,  hts  in  completely  with  this  suggestion. 

AValtee  Aemstrong. 
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There  can  be  no  question  tluit,  taken  as  a  whole, 
this  year’s  exhibition  of  the  Royal  Academy  is 
one  of  the  most  interest ing  the  present  generation 
has  seen,  and  that  in  spite  of  the  abstention  of  such 
leading"  artistic  spirits  as  Air.  Burue  Jones  and  Mr. 
E.  J.  Gregory.  But  brilliant '.as  are  the  canvases  of 
one  or  two  of  the  foremost  Academicians,  the  g'rcatest 
successes,  relatively  speaking,  are  achieved  by  out¬ 
side  artists,  to  whom  our  great  Rejmblic  of  Forty 
has  this  year  accorded  such  generous,  such  unstinted, 
and,  at  the  same  time,  such  well-deserved  hospitality. 
Thus  the  catholicity  of  the  Academy,  doubtless 
stimulated  by  the  intrinsic  quality  of  the  canvases 
submitted  by  the  Outsiders,  has  raised  its  character 
for  fairness  beyond  the  point  it  has  reached  here- 


entirely  absorbed  by  these  great  masters  of  the 
English  school — at  any  rate,  the  work  of  the  Out¬ 
siders  could  hardly  be  taken  into  serious  account  at 
all.  To-day,  however,  the  old  order  is  changed  ;  the 
half-dozen  linest  works  of  Academicians  are  fairly 
rivalled  by  the  half-dozen  linest  works  of  outside 
contributors,  if  not  always  in  skill  and  iinish,  at 
least  in  grasp  of  subject,  in  originality  of  design 
and  handling,  in  virility,  in  earnestness,  and,  con¬ 
sequently,  in  fulness  of  promise.  The  groups  of 
young  artists  who  have  thus  gained  such  remarkable 
distinction  have  all,  I  believe,  acquired  abroad  that 
first  facility  of  draughtsmanship  which  is  so  necessary 
before  a  picture  can  be  attacked  with  self-confidence, 
certainty,  and  fresh  vigour — qualities  that  are  ab- 


“  AS  WHEX  THE  SUN  DOTH  LIGHT  A  STOEM.” 

{From  the  PlcUire  hy  77.  Moore,  A.R.A.  Engraved  by  P.  Kahdemann.  Royal  Academy,  18S9.) 


tofore,  and  has  secured  for  the  collection  a  higher 
average  of  excellence.  Fifty  years  ago  a  greater 
number  of  planets  of  the  first  magnitude  blazed 
in  the  artistic  firmament :  Wilkie,  Turner,  Landseer, 
Roberts,  and  Constable,  for  example,  among  them. 
But  the  artistic  genius  of  the  country  seemed  to  be 


solutely  requisite,  if  the  result  is  to  be  convincing 
by  reason  of  its  realism,  its  truth,  and  the  obvious 
earnestness  of  the  artist.  Such  is  the  group  led  by 
Air.  S.  J.  Solomon  and  iMr.  Arthur  Hacker;  such, 
the  ‘^Newlyn  School,”  of  which  IMr.  Stanhope 
Forbes,  Air.  Frank  Bramley,  Air.  Tuke,  and  Air. 
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Adrian  Stokos  are  i'ureinost  repres^entatives  ;  sueli,  wliieli  iMr.  b>arg'eiit  is  tlie  most  Ijrilliaut  as  well  as 
the  ga-ouj)  of  EreiiL'li-tanght  Americans— Gallic  in  the  most  deliantly-orig'inal  example.  To  these  I  ])ro- 


GEOEGE  IIENSCIIEL. 

(Fruiii  Uic  PicLnrc  hy  J.  S.  Sanjcnt.  Royal  Acadiiny,  lanU.) 

their  boldness  and  daslp  but  entirely  national  and  pose  to  refer  further  on,  pausing'  here  to  continue  the 
individual  m  their  sense  of  ga'ace  and  style — of  remarks  on  the  individual  achievement  of  the  most 
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prominent  of  the  Aeadeiniciaus  which  considerations 
of  space  obliged  me  to  break  off  in  the  last  number 
of  this  Magazine  after  considering  the  work  of  Mr. 
G.  F.  Mhatts. 

From  the  art  of  Mr.  Watts  to  that  of  Mr.  Alma- 
Tadema  is  a  far  cry^  so  dissimilar  are  the  artists  in 
their  ultimate  aim — the  latter  chielly  seeking  to  appeal 
to  the  eye  of  the  spectator^  and  the  former  through 
the  eye  to  the  inner  man.  In  one  respect,  however, 
they  make  common  cause,  standing  as  they  do  shoulder 
to  shoulder  to  resist  that  wave  of  “  sloppiness,”  or 
affectation  of  carelessness,  that  threatens  to  under¬ 
mine  the  art-constitution  of  many  of  the  rising  artists 
of  the  day — Mr.  Tadema  using  his  brush  as  a  silent 
protest,  but  Mr.  Watts  his  eloquent  pen  as  well.  I 
believe  that  at  no  time  has  Mr.  Tadema  produced  so 
admirable  an  exposition  of  the  art  of  the  painter,  as 
in  his  picture  entitled  “At  the  Shrine  of  Venus;” 
and  exactly  in  proportion  as  the  extraordinarily  fine 
technique  therein  displayed  extorts  the  approbation 
and  applause  of  public  and  artist  will  the  false  im¬ 
pressionism  just  referred  to  receive  a  salutary  check. 
In  this  picture — fanciful  the  scene;'  yet  so  realistically 
presented  that  it  surely  must  have  happened — we  see 
the  interior  of  a  Roman  hairdresser’s. shop,  where  two 
maidens  are  reclining  in  the  inner  room,  while,  from 
the  alcove-window  in  front,  a  third,  whom  we  only 
see  from  behind,  is  challenging  the  passers-by  with 
some  new  cosmetic.  The  artistic  value  of  this  superb 
little  work  surpasses,  I  am  inclined  to  believe,  any¬ 
thing  that  the  artist  has  hitherto  produced,  including 
even  that  gem,  “A  Favourite  Author,”  in  the  New 
Gallery.  Not  only  is  his  power  over  textures  and 
bright  sunlight  as  complete  as  ever,  but  his  figures 
are  more  human,  and  tones  are  richer  and  deeper  than 
he  has  before  succeeded  in  making  them.  This 
sumptuous  scene  is  filled  with  all  those  objects  and 
conditions  that  challenge  the  painter’s  power  over 
technique — marble,  flowers,  silver  and  gold,  satins 
and  skins,  hot  sunshine  and  cool  shade ;  and  he  has 
not  only  juggled  wdth  them  as  a  painter,  but  dealt 
lovingly  and  skilfully  with  them  as  an  artist;  so 
that  the  result  is  a  triumph  of  which  he  may  well 
be  proud. 

But  a  greater  work  than  even  those  I  have  men¬ 
tioned — the  greatest  I  venture  to  think  that  has 
appeared  in  the  Royal  Academy  for  many  a  year 
— is  Mr.  Orchardson’s  “  The  Young  Duke.”  The 
subject  itself  is  a  suggestive  and  a  highly  decora¬ 
tive  one,  although  a  subject  is,  of  course,  of  only 
partial  account  in  a  work  of  fine  art.  This  “Young 
Duke”  of  the  time  of  the  French  Empire  is  pre¬ 
siding  at  a  banquet  which  has  reached  the  dessert- 
stage,  his  sense  of  boredom  barely  relieved  by  the 
toasting  that  is  going  forward.  His  friends  and 
parasites  are  all  standing,  glass  in  hand,  drinking  to 


his  health,  at  tables  spread  with  a  white  cloth,  and 
decked  with  the  usual  accompaniments  of  dessert; 
while  on  a  small  table  nearest  the  spectator  is  a  bowl 
of  rich  roses — itself  a  miracle  of  painting,  and,  at 
the  same  time,  of  infinite  use  in  the  balance  of  the 
harmony  of  colour.  It  is  difficult  to  know  which  to 
admire  most  in  this  extraordinary  work — a  canvas  in 
which  “  impressionism  ”  reaches  its  highest  form  of 
expression  :  the  perfection  of  the  drawing  and  com¬ 
position,  the  truth  of  facial  expression,  the  consum¬ 
mate  art  in  the  scheme  of  colour  carried  up  with  such 
unerring  skill  to  the  chief  actor  in  the  scene,  who  is 
placed  with  fine  effect  against  the  richest  portion  of 
the  background.  The  whole  picture  is  the  master¬ 
piece  of  a  subtle  colourist  of  a  high  order,  whose 
facility  is  entirely  under  control,  and  who  has  the 
ability  to  realise  with  apparent  ease  and  infinity  of 
resource  many  of  the  chief  conditions  of  perfection 
in  pictorial  art. 

In  “The  Chapel  of  the  Charterhouse”  Professor 
Herkomer  displays  his  rare  gift  of  combining  genuine 
sentiment  with  powerfully-expressed  character.  It 
is  late  in  the  day  as  the  grand  old  pensioners  file 
in,  with  every  phase  of  nobly -born  misfortune  on 
their  faces  and  in  their  figures — the  personification  of 
honest  suffering,  the  types  of  splendid  failure.  The 
sentiment  of  the  scene  pervades  the  work  not  only 
in  the  figures  themselves  and  in  their  attitudes,  but 
equally  in  the  treatment  of  the  light  and  shade,  and 
in  the  sense  of  solemnity  that  is  happily  produced. 

Mr.  Frank  Dicksee’s  “Passing  of  Arthur”  alto¬ 
gether  excels  his  work  of  recent  years.  He  has,  in 
the  truest  spirit  of  reverence  and  of  poetry,  transcribed 
for  us  Tennyson’s  version  of  the  launch  of  the  dying' 
kiny-  on  to  the  Sea  of  the  .  Great  Unknown.  He 

o 

shpws  us  the  wounded  king,  full-armed,  lying  prone 
in  the  “  dusky  barge,  dark  as  a  funeral  scarf  from 
stem  to  stern,”  the  wailing  queens  around  him,  and 
his  pale  face,  like  the  level  lake,  illumined  by  “  the 
long  glories  of  the  winter  moon.”  Mysterious,  as  it 
should  be,  in  its  stealthy  light  and  prismatic  shadows, 
the  picture  is  more  strongly  painted  than  anything 
that  has  come  from  Mr.  Dicksee’s  hand  for  a  long 
time — indeed,  its  imjmsto  is  as  loaded  as  the  colour  of 
Mr.  Orchardson  is  thinly  laid  on. 

Of  the  other  Academic  painters  of  incident,  Mr. 
Poynter,  with  his  “  On  the  Terrace,”  and  “  A  Corner 
in  the  Villa,”  I'epeats  the  successes  he  made  last 
season  at  the  Academy,  and  the  year  before  at  the 
Grosvenor  Gallery.  Mr.  Briton  Riviere  is  frankly 
humorous  in  his  Rabelaisian  scene,  “  Of  a  Fool  and 
his  Folly  there  is  no  End,”  the  frighted  horses  being 
admirably  drawn,  and  the  attitude  of  him  in  motley 
excellently  conceived.  Mr.  J.  W.  Waterhouse’s 
“  Ophelia  ”  is  somewhat  disappointing ;  not  that 
this  girl  lying  on  the  grass  is  not  well  painted — the 
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face  is  admirable^  and  the  whole  thing  constitutes  “a 
good  picture/’ but  the  artist  is  a  inau  of  such  a  stamp 
and  of  such  ability  that  with  a  great  Shakespearian 
subject  for  inspiration  a  finer  creation,  or  1  might 
sa}',  realisation,  might  have  been  expected  from  him. 
^fr.  Gow’s  “  Visit  of  King  Charles  I.  to  Kingston- 
on-Hull,  i0-f2,”  where  the  hapless  monarch  and  his 
indignant  staff  meet  with  their  Hrst  rebuff  at  the 
hands  of  the  governor,  is  drawn  and  grou])ed  with 
striking  skill — such,  indeed,  as  IMeissonier  might  not 
be  ashamed  to  ]mt  his  name  to  ;  but  the  colour  is 
somewhat  weak',  and  the  general  effect,  therefore, 
one  of  com[)arative  llatness.  Could  the  artist  but 
strengthen  his  colour,  he  would  be  hailed  as  quite  the 
foremost  [)aintcr  of  Ids  class  in  England.  Mr.  Sey¬ 
mour  Lucas’s  picture  of  “The  Surrender”  is  a  decided 
improvement  on  his  last  year’s  work,  good  as  it  was. 
He  shows  a  keen  eye  for  character  and  composi¬ 
tion  in  this  representation  of  Don  Pedro  do  Valdez’ 
surrender  to  Drake  on  board  the  Revotge.  All  the 
credit  due  to  a  born  auti(piarian  must  be  awarded 
to  the  painter,  for  every  portrait  in  this  interesting 
canvas  has  its  authority  ;  ”  but  more  important 
than  that  are  the  excellent  colour  and  sound  tech¬ 
nical  work  that  distingnish  it. 

Afr.  Vicat  Cole's  “The  Summons  to  Surren¬ 
der”  pictures  an  event  immediately  antecedent  to 
that  in  Mr.  fmeas’s  work.  There  can  be  no  donbt 
but  that  the  }>icture  is  one  to  command  atteidion 
and  respect,  albeit  it  just  misses  being  a  really 
fine  one ;  nor  can  we  place  it  in  the  same  cate¬ 
gory  as  his  last  year’s  “Pool  of  London.”  The 
colour  is  somewhat  crude,  details  appear  unfinished, 
and  the  drawdng  of  the  masthead-top  is  extremely 
faulty;  yet  there  is  genuine  power  in  the  render¬ 
ing  of  the  rough  sea,  and  sjnrit,  too,  of  a  sort  little 
suspected  by  those  who  for  a  series  of  years  have 
watched  Air.  Cole  work  his  way  through  his  great 
contract  for  pictures  of  the  d'haines.  Of  a  far  more 
truthful  and  brilliant  order  are  Air.  Henry  Aloore’s 
two  sea-sca[>es,  “  Shine  and  Shower”  and  “  As  when 
the  Sun  doth  light  a  Storm” — the  former  a  sjdendid 
rendering  of  the  blue,  tumbling  sea,  on  which  play 
the  sun’s  rays  where  here  and  here  they  break  through 
the  lieavy  rain-clouds,  and  the  latter  a  wonderful 
study  of  the  foam-whipped  waives  breaking  on  the 
Varmonth  beach  at  the  cud  of  a  ten-days’  gale.  Air. 
Hook,  wdin,  like  Air.  Watts  and  one  or  two  others, 
appears  to  be  improving  wdth  advancing  years,  has 
made  certain  phases  of  the  sea  as  much  his  own  as 
Air.  Tadema  has  appropriated  classic  life  at  the  time 
wdien  its  moral  decadence  had  begun.  It  is  difllcult 
to  select  among  his  three  beautiful  works,  but  on  the 
wdiole  “  The  Sea- weed  Raker”  is,  perhaps,  the  finest 
for  exquisiteuess  of  painting.  Air.  Peter  Graham’s 
“Where  AVild  Waves  Lap”  must. rank  among  the 


finest  of  his  efforts;  while  Air.  AA'yllie’s  ghostlike 
“Phantom  Ship” — curiously  reminiscent  in  design 
of  Turner’s  “  Fighting  Temeraire  ”  and  “  The  Burial 
of  AVilkie  ’  ’ — is  not  only  a  work  of  imagination,  but 
it  is  one  of  the  very  few  pictures  in  wddeh  flashes  of 
lightning  have  heen  truthfully  pourtrayed. 

In  the  department  of  landscape  there  is  lament¬ 
ably  little  of  the  Hrst  rank.  Air.  Goodall  has  a  large 
and  effective  picture  of  “  Harrow'-on-the-llill,”  and 
Air.  Leader  entirely  succeeds,  as  usual,  in  extort¬ 
ing  the  general  praise  of  the  visitor.  A  work  that 
comes  very  near  to  being  a  great  success  is  Air. 
AlacAAdiirter’s  “Constantinople and  the  Golden  Horn” 
— a  ])icture  of  g'reat  beauty  and  charm  of  colour,  which 
only  fails  through  the  undue  coldness  and  evident 
falseness  (one  wauild  think)  of  the  foreground. 

It  can  hardly  be  realised  wdthont  a  visit  how 
much  the  Academy  suffers  in  respect  of  portrai¬ 
ture  from  the  absence  of  the  familiar  hand  of 
poor  Frank  IIoll.  Nevertheless,  many  admirable 
works  are  to  be  seen.  Air.  Onless,  among  his 
eight  jiortraits,  touches  the  high-water  mark  of 
his  'ability  in  his  jlresentments  of  his  fellow- Acade- 
mlciiuis  Air.  Pearson  and  Mr.  Sidney  Cooper.  Air. 
Herkomer,  wdth  a  like  number,  is  strikingly  suc¬ 
cessful  in  a  brilliant  ]iortrait  of  Airs.  Gladstone,  and 
in  his  dainty,  though  slightly  affected,  picture  of  the 
lieautiful  young  Lady  Eden,  in  green  draperies. 
Airs.  Gamble  and  Herr  Ludwig  are  also  among  his 
best  represented  sitters.  Air.  Luke  Fildes’s  large 
“three-quarter”  portrait  of  “Two  Sisters”  is  one  of 
the  “pictures  of  the  year.”  Painted  somewdiat  in 
the  manner  of  Gainsborough,  it  is  a  rich  though  sub¬ 
dued  harmony  in  white,  gold,  and  red;  rehned,  and 
full  of  style.  Air.  Pettie  is  much  as  usual — a  little 
hard,  but  brilliant;  Air.  Sant  is  sweetness  itself; 
while  Air.  Seymour  Lucas’s  portrait  of  Airs.  AVilliams- 
A'^aughan,  in  blue,  is  the  work  of  a  colourist. 

Thus  far  I  have  spoken  only  of  the  works  of 
Academicians — works  wdiich  stand  out  with  distinct¬ 
ness  from  their  surroundings.  But  as  we  see  some 
of  our  ofilcial  Alasters  of  Art  at  their  very  best — 
“  aud  better,”  as  an  Irishman  might  add — so  have 
some  unaccountably  sunk  far  below  the  average.  It 
would  be  a  thankless  and  useless  task  to  follow  them, 
for  not  a  few  have  done  Hue  work  heretofore,  and 
others  have  trip[)ed  for  the  first  time  this  year.  It 
will  therefore  be  more  proHtable  to  turn  the  atten¬ 
tion  to  the  work  of  some  of  the  many  Outsiders  who 
have  set  their  mark  unmistakably  on  the  walls  of 
Burlington  House,  and  proved  beyond  any  doubt  that 
there  are  those  among  them  ready  and  competent  to 
take  their  places  inside  the  institution  whenever  called 
upon  to  do  so. 

AVhat  I  consider  the  finest  work  in  the  class  w'e 
now  approach  is  Mr.  John  Swan’s  “Prodigal  Son.” 


(From  the  Picture  by  B.  W.  Leader,  A.R.A.  Engraved  by  C.  Carter.  Royal  Academy,  ISSO.) 
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Mr.  Swan,  who  has  this  year  burst  for  the  time 
upon  the  art- world  at  the  three  great  art-galleries,  has 
hitherto  been  known  as  an  animal  painter,  but  this 
picture  of  the  swine-herd,  whose  loins  are  girt  with  a 
skin,  and  who  buries  his  head  in  his  hands  as  the  mists 
of  night  float  along  the  plain,  and  the  last  light  of 
the  after-glow  touches  the  hills  beyond  with  silver 
— this  work,  I  say,  contains  not  only  deep  poetic  feel¬ 
ing,  but  a  true  knowledge  of  real  high  art,  joined 
to  great  manual  dexterity.  Hence  we  have  line 
“  quality,^'’  grand  colour,  whether  in  the  painting  of 
the  flesh-tones,  of  the  poppies,  or  in  the  blue  dis¬ 
tance,  the  whole  consolidated  by  excellent  drawing. 
Mr.  Solomon  J.  Solomon’s  “  Sacred  and  Profane 
Love”*  touches  a  higher  flight  in  point  of  subject 
than  the  artist  has  yet  attempted;  but  the  problems 
of  colour,  line,  and  composition  are  in  reality  what 
the  artist  has  set  himself  to  solve.  Mr.  Solomon’s 
portrait  of  Sir  John  Simon  in  his  sergeant’s  robes 
is  more  complete  as  a  work  of  art,  and,  ranking  con¬ 
siderably  above  his  Dr.  Ldwy  of  a  year  or  two  ago, 
must  be  mentioned  among  the  fine  things  in  the 
exhibition.  Mr.  Arthur  Hacker  paints  much  in  the 
same  manner,  and  his  “  Return  of  Persephone  to  the 
Earth”- is  full  of  beauty.  The  composition,  however, 
is  somewhat  diffuse,  and  hardly  explains  the  story  it 
is  intended  to  illustrate.  But  the  colour  is  charm¬ 
ingly  managed,  and  the  figure  of  the  girl  who  floats 
at  Proserpine’s  shoulder  is  full  of  grace. 

Coming  to  the  work  of  the  Newlyn  School,  we 
find  that  this  little  coterie  includes  some  six  or  eight 
painters  of  striking  ability  and  greater  promise.  They 
are  not  “  colourists”  in  the  ordinary  old-fashioned 
meaning  of  the  term ;  they  are  rather  “  tonists,”  if 
I  may  use  the  expression.  Drawing,  atmosphere,  and 
truth  of  local  colour  (which  is  seen  by  them  greyer 
and  far  colder  that  it  is  usually  represented  in  paint 
and  canvas) — these  are  the  tenets  of  the  new  creed. 
Chief  of  the  fraternity  is.  Mr.  Stanhope  Forbes,  in 
whose  rendering  of  “  The  Health  of  the  Bride” — the 
frugal  breakfast  at  a  sailor’s  wedding — character  is 
finely  suggested,  while  certain  passages  are  rendered 
with  consummate  skill  in  drawing  and  the  disposition 
of  light  and  shade.  In  Mr.  Frank  Bramley’s  powerful 
picture,  too,  of  “  Saved,”*  the  dramatic  element  is  well- 
imagined  and  well-sustained,  character  is  kept  firmly 
in  mind  by  the  artist,  while  the  great  problem  he  has 
set  himself  to  solve — that  of  rendering  at  once  the 
contending  lights  of  the  dawn  and  of  the  yellow  fire 
that  beams  on  to  the  face  and  figure  of  the  poor  half- 
drowned  woman  before  it— -is  satisfactorily  realised. 
We  may  object  to  the  strength  of  the  yellow  firelight, 
but  that  will  doubtless  be  softened  by  time.  Next 
come  Mr.  Tube’s  All  Hands  to  the  Pumps,”  a  veiy 

*  A  photogravure  of  this  picture  will  appear  in  a  forthcoming 
number  of  The  Magazine  of  Art. — Ed. 


powerful  picture;  Mr.  Chevallier  Tayler’.s  “Outward 
Bound,”  a  lamp-light  scene  of  a  concert  on  board 
ship ;  and  Mr.  Blandford  Fletcher’s  village  scene  of 
a  town-crier  and  his  audience,  “  O  yes  !  O  yes  !  ” 
The  Algerian  “  Nest  of  the  Sea-Mew,”  by  M.  Emile 
IVauters,  is  a  work  of  a  different  kind,  far  more 
mature  in  its  execution,  but  with  a  kindred  aim — 
that  of  rendering  not  only  the  character  of  the  scene, 
but  also  to  fix  on  canvas  the  subtle  variations  of 
the  dazzling  whites  of  Eastern  architecture  under  the 
rays  of  a  tropical  sun.  The  excellent  pastel-drawing 
by  Mr.  Hubert  Vos — -the  young  Dutch  artist  who 
has  made  England  his  painting-ground — is  a  fine 
rej^resentation  of  the  “  Bru.ssels  Almshouse  for 
Women,”  and  cannot  be  omitted  from  any  list  of 
the  best  works  in  the  Academy.  Of  the  water¬ 
colours,  Mr.  T.  B.  Hardy’s  large  Dutch-like  drawing, 
“Change  of  ^Vind,  Boulogne  Pier,”  and  Herr  Carl 
Gehrt’s  banquet-scene  from  “  Macbeth,”  are  among 
the  most  striking  compositions. 

Space  fails  me  to  speak  at  such  length  as  they 
deserve  of  the  portraiture  of  Mr.  Sargent,  hlr. 
Shannon,  Mr.  Margetson,  Mr.  Carter,  Mr.  Calkin, 
Mr.  Fred  Roe,  Mr.  A.  S.  Cope,  Mr.  Blake  M’irgman, 
and  Miss  Mortlock ;  but  of  all  it  may  be  said,  in 
greater  or  lesser  degree,  that  the  art  of  portrait¬ 
painting  in  its  various  phases  of  treatment  is  safe 
in  their  hands,  and  that  we  may  look  for  one  or 
more  of  them  to  worthily  fill  the  place  left  vacant  by 
Frank  Holl.  Several  of  them  have  already  gained 
public  recognition  and  applause,  notably  hlr.  Sargent 
and  Mr.  Shannon;  but  we  may  fairly  require  still 
higher  achievements  from  so  brilliant  a  body  of 
young  painters. 

Mr.  Adrian  Stokes,  with  his  “  Harbour  Bar,”  a 
picture  of  stream  and  sand,  achieves  a  striking 
success;  Mr.  R.  Noble,  a  young  Scottish  painter, 
whose  very  revelry  in  colour  is  finely  displayed  in  his 
“  Coming  from  Church ;  ”  Mr.  Brangwyn,  with  his 
pictures  so  startlingly  suggestive  of  vessels  beating 
forwards  through  the  waves ;  Mr.  David  Murray, 
Mr.  Yeend  King,  Mr.  Aumonier,  Mr.  Waterlow, 
Mr.  Alfred  Parsons,  Mr.  Edwin  Hayes,  and  Mr. 
Arthur  Lemon — have  all  produced  land-  and  sea¬ 
scapes  of  notable  power  and  beauty. 

Such  is  the  hundred  and  twenty-first  exhibition 
of  the  Royal  Academy,  the  best  features  of  which 
I  have  attempted  to  epitomise  in  these  few  short 
columns.  It  may  not  contain  a  series  of  masterpieces 
as  in  days  gone  by,  but  a  few  masterpieces  it  unques¬ 
tionably  can  boast,  while  the  high  average  of  merit 
attained  by  the  rank  and  file  of  “  Her  Alajesty’s 
Opposition  ”  in  art  is  of  such  excellent  achievement 
and  better  promise,  that  none  can  walk  through  the 
galleries  and  be  otherwise  than  of  good  cheer  as  to  the 
future  of  English  Art. 
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memory,  who  hated  l>oth  “  boetry 
and  bainting,”  and  was  very  wroth 
when  Hogarth  ridieided  Ins  Guards 
on  their  mareh  to  Eineldey,  would 
liave  been  somewhat  astonished 

could  he  have  risen  I'rom  his  g'rave  and  seen  the 
estimation  in  which  that  bainter  fellow '■’  was  sub¬ 
sequently  held.  The  art  of  caricature,  or,  in  other 

words,  the  art  of  ridicule,  is  almost  universally 

pojtular,  as  to  laugh  at  the  weaknesses  of  others  is, 
by  force  of  comparison,  to  elevate  ourselves.  But 
Hogarth,  the  greatest  of  modern  art-satirists,  w'as 
the  exponent  of  one  of  the  two  branches  into  which 
caricature  art  has  ever  been  divisible.  His  designs 
were  (if  we  judge  of  him  liy  his  g'reatest  works) 
attacks  upon  vicious  habits,  systems,  and  customs, 
rather  than  upon  individuals;  and  in  such  d/efs- 
(I’Lencre  as  his  “Marriage  a  la  Mode”  and  “  Rakers 
Progress”  there  is  a  disquisition  on  vice  and  folly 
in  the  abstract  rather  than  one  that  is  personal  in 
character.  The  advantage  of  this  is  that  it  is  art 
enduring  for  all  time.  Hogarth  was  in  that  re- 
sp/cct  like  Shakespeare,  the  “Marriage  a  la  IMode” 
being  lint  the  “  Mariage  de  Convenance”  of  the 
Orchardson  of  to-day,  and  the  idea  involved  has 
jirohably  existed  in  ])rinciple  from  the  fir.st  institu¬ 
tion  of  the  ceremony  that  tied  two  human  beings 
of  opposite  sexes  together  for  life.  In  like  manner, 
“The  Rake’s  Progress”  was  a  homily,  not  on  the 
times,  but  on  nature  itself,  and  is  revived  merely 
in  another  form  in  Erith’s  “Road  to  Ruin.” 

Some  of  the  stronger  exponents  of  this  kind  of 
motive  in  caricature  art  in  our  own  country  have 
been  Criiikshank,  Doyle,  Leech,  and,  among  those 
happily  still  in  our  midst,  John  Tenniel,  Du  Mauricr, 
and  Keene.  Mere  those  who  have  distinguished 
themselves  more  particularly  as  book-illustrators  to 
be  added,  it  is  needless  to  say  the  list  would  be 
very  considerably  enlarged,  for  the  names  of  de¬ 
lightful  artists  like  Hablot  K.  Browne,  and  many 
others  whose  talents  have  given  interest  and  enjoy¬ 
ment  to  our  literature,  would  be  of  the  number. 

The  region  of  politics  has  always  been  a  fruitful 
source  of  inspiration  to  the  caricaturist ;  and  very 
2)roperly  so,  for  in  a  country  which  boasts  of  freedom 
a  man’s  jjolitical  belief  can  be  no  offence  to  any 
reasonable  human  bting.  But  designs  of  a  political 
class  have,  as  a  ride,  tended  more  towards  personality 
than  generalisation  of  metive.  There  are,  ^^erhapis, 


few  men  of  great  eminence  who  are  not  distinguished 
by  marked  2>hysiognoinical  characteristics,  and,  as 
we  may  remember  in  the  pages  of  leading  comic 
journals  like  Punch,  Brougham,  AVellington,  Lord 
John  Russell,  and  those  of  like  fame,  suffered 
severely  in  the  hands  of  their  delineators.  Every 
important  act  making  up  the  sum-total  of  their 
jniblic  lives  has  been  handed  down  to  us  in  jiersonal 
delineations  in  which  exaggeration  has  been  carried 
to  the  2*oint  of  grotcsqneness.  As  upon  the  modern 
stage  it  a]i]iears  necessary  to  exaggerate  in  order  to 
heigditen  effect,  so  may  it  be  reipiisite  in  pictorial 
art  to  increase  personal  defects  that  the  impression 
upon  the  spectator  be  strengthened.  But  this  is 
I’ather  a  distressing  necessity  in  order  to  eke  out 
the  weakness  of  the  art  itself. 

A])art  from  this,  politics  are  a  great  element  of 
our  social  life,  and  political  caricature  has  doubtless 
had  the  result  of  concentrating  attention  mion  a 
subject  which  will,  under  any  circnnistanccs,  become 
a  question  for  individual  judgment.  Ridicule  is  a 
jiowerful  motive-i»ower  in  intluencing  the  acts  of 
men,  and  there  can  scarcely  be  much  doubt  that 
the  well  -  directed  shafts  of  satire  of  which  our 
comic  journals  have  been  sponsors,  had  their  in- 
llnonce  iqion  even  great  political  movements  like  the 
Reform  Bill,  the  Corn  Laws,  or  the  Emanciiiation  of 
religious  bodies  from  opjn-essive  restrictions.  Still, 
^lolitical  caricature  has,  as  a  rule,  lieen  more  per¬ 
sonal  than  general  in  character,  and  ])robably  for 
the  reason  that  it  is  easier  to  ridicule  princijJes 
through  individuals  rather  than  in  a  less  obvious 
manner.  Nearly  a  century  ago  almost  the  whole 
civilised  world  joined  in  lampooning  that  arch¬ 
brigand  Najtoleon  Bona])arte,  and  the  ways,  acts, 
and  works  of  his  life  of  bloodshed  and  ambition. 
But  his  deeds  of  rapine,  his  arbitrary  laws,  and 
the  social  revolutions  of  his  reign,  were  chielly 
brought  home  to  us  in  caricatures  in  which  he 
ligured  [lersonally  and  consiiicuously.  Most  of  us 
are  familiar  with  the  inimitable  designs  by  Crnik- 
shank  of  that  time  in  which  “  Bony  ”  and  the  acts 
with  which  he  insulted  the  human  race  were  made 
so  apparent.  And  not  less  startling  w'as  the  bitter 
|)ictorial  satire  \vith  which  the  Corsican’s  ambition 
insjnred  the  genius  of  a  AA’iertz. 

But  all  this  class  of  caricature,  being  ^Kn'sonal 
in  character,  whilst  it  may  strengthen  impression, 
offends  the  canons  of  good  taste.  It  was  but  the 
other  day  that  an  art-controversy  sprang  up,  called 
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into  being-  by  the  remarks  of  a  Royal  Academician 
in  a  paper  read  at  a  meeting  of  one  of  tire  important 
societies.  It  is  needless  to  go  into  the  merits  of  that 
controversy — if,  indeed,  from  an  art-point  of  view, 
there  can  be  considered  to  he  two  sides  to  the  ques¬ 
tion  by  sane  men — but  the  response  to  that  in  our 
leading  comic  journal  was  a  portrait  of  the  Acade¬ 
mician  habited  as  an  old  woman — a  pictorial  skit 
that  will  stick  to  him  as  long  as  he  lives.  This, 
again,  was  of  the  order  of  personal  caricature,  and  the 
universal  amusement  it  excited — right  or  wrong — 
had  the  effect  of  calling  attention  directly  to  the  sub¬ 
ject  in  disjaite,  and  of  adding  the  emphasis  of  direct 
illustration  to  alt  that  had  been  said  and  written. 
But  I  hold  that  the  likeness  itself  was  an  unneces¬ 
sary  offence,  and  the  lesson  sought  to  be  inculcated 
could  have  been  as  powerfully  taught  without  wound¬ 
ing  individual  feelings.  It  was  also  hut  recently 
that  the  metropolis  was  well-nigh  electrified  by  the 
opening  of  an  exhibition  in  Bond  Street,  which,  as 
the  work  of  one  man,  was  unique  in  talent  and  cha¬ 
racter.  Here,  again,  the  art  was  personal,  although 
in  a  somewhat  different  direction.  The  feelings  of 
individuals  were  likely  to  he,  and  indeed  were,  sorely 
wounded.  The  shaft  of  ridicule  aimed  at  the  work 
of  an  artist  might  possibly  be  the  means  of  inducing 
him  to  seek  to  amend  his  faults,  and  thus  benefit 
art;  but  it  should  be  remembered  that  all  things, 
however  sacred,  pure,  and  beautiful,  may  furnish  food 
for  satire,  and  that  to  give  occasion  to  scoff  at  or 
regard  as  contemptible  the  result  of  the  earnest  and 
honest  efforts  of  the  professors  of  any  particular 
craft  is  certainly  not  the  lesson  to  be  taught  by  the 
art  of  caricature. 

And  now  to  look  at  another  view  of  the  subject. 
Not  to  multiply  examples,  where  so  many  are 
furnished  in  the  long  list  of  talented  caricaturists 
our  country  has  produced,  John  Leech  and  Du 
Maurier  are  fairly  representative  exponents  of  what 
may  be  termed  impersonal  caricature  art.  With 
marked  fecundity  of  imagination  and  a  charmingly 
facile  pencil,  John  Leech  appeared  to  be  wholly 
without  spite,  venom,  or  malice,  in  his  nature.  His 
hunting,  drawing-room,  and  sea-side  designs,  were  as 
genially  witty  as  they  were  truthful,  and  he  has  left 
behind  him  records  of  the  follies  of  his  time,  told 
gracefully  and  with  keen  sense  of  humour.  His 
delicate  perception  of  female  beauty  was  assured,  as 
was  the  touch  with  which  he  realised  the  conception  ; 
and  one  has  but  to  remember  “  Tbe  Comic  History 
of  England,^’’  and  Mrs.  Caudle’s  Curtain  Lectures,” 
to  recall  one  who  was  both  man  of  genius  as  an 
artist  and  a  strong  humourist. 

With  views  of  art  not  dissimilar  in  motive  to 
those  of  the  eminent  man  referred  to,  George  Du 
Maurier,  the  illustrator  of  Thackeray’s  “  Esmond,” 
591 


The  Cunihill  Magazine,  and  otber  leading  jour¬ 
nals,  has  turned  his  attention  to  the  comic  side  of 
social  life.  A  pupil  of  Gleyre  in  Paris,  with  whom 
he  for  some  time  studied  assiduousljq  he  commeneed 
his  career  with  the  necessary  stock-in-trade  know¬ 
ledge  of  a  practical  artist,  whilst  a  lengthened  resi¬ 
dence  in  the  French  capital  enabled  him  to  utilise 
in  his  designs  tbe  knowledge  of  tbe  manners  and 
customs  of  tbe  people  thus  obtained.  Like  Leecb, 
his  satire  is  of  the  kindliest  character,  and  in  his 
keenest  shafts  of  humour  he  is  ever  an  educated 
gentleman.  In  his  crusade  against  wealthy  vulgarity, 
fashionable  follies,  and  in  his  exposure  of  some  of  the 
foibles  of  our  neighbours  across  tbe  Cbannel,  there 
has  been  avoidance  of  anything  that  could  wound 
reasonable  susceptibility,  Avhilst  tbe  exposure  of  any 
human  weakness  attacked  has  been  at  least  suffi¬ 
cient  to  focus  it  with  ridicule. 

One  of  the  peculiar  characteristics  of  caricature 
is  the  suitability  of  the  art  to  the  country  from 
which  it  emanates.  Sense  of  humour,  one  would 
almost  imagine,  is  universal.  Some  think  that  our 
countrymen  north  of  the  Tweed  are  deficient  in  this 
respect ;  whilst  it  is  beyond  all  question  that  that 
which  is  regarded  as  comic  in  France  and  Germany 
raises  no  responsive  feeling  in  the  minds  of  those  in 
this  country.  Difference  of  language,  life,  and  social 
manners,  hardly  accounts  for  or  explains  this.  Even 
with  a  perfect  mastery  of  the  language  and  customs 
of  the  people,  the  comic  publications  of  Germany,  for 
example,  fail  to  excite  our  risibility,  whilst  the  illus¬ 
trations  of  French  humorous  journals  constantly  strike 
us  only  as  being  far-fetched,  exaggerated,  and,  too 
often,  coarse.  No — if  indeed  sense  of  humour  be 
universal,  then  is  it  so  controlled  and  influenced  by 
the  physiological  conditions  governing  mankind  that 
it  has  no  universal  form  of  expression  as  in  the 
sister  art  of  literature,  where  we  find  the  thoughts 
of  a  man  like  Shakespeare  recognised  by  the  civilised 
world. 

And  now  to  turn  to  the  second  view  of  the 
subject.  Speaking  broadly,  tbe  art  of  caricature 
must  act  either  as  a  scourge  or  a  blessing.  The  art 
itself  has  acquired  formidable  dimensions  in  this 
and  other  countries,  and  it  is  not  too  much  to  say, 
that  the  most  popular  method  of  bringing  home  to 
the  people  any  great  movement  in  political  or  social 
life  is  through  the  medium  of  pictorial  burlesque. 
And  as  the  agency  is  2^otent,  so  is  this  art,  j^erhaps 
most  of  all  others,  subject  to  degradation.  Not 
only  when  it  descends  to  the  region  of  personality, 
but  when  it  is  made  the  medium  of  imjmrity,  or  of 
untruth,  then  is  its  power  for  mischief  made  apparent. 
That  there  are  but  too  many  examples  of  human 
invention  of  this  elass  in  journals  ojienly  sold  and 
ap^^roved,  there  is  more  than  sufficient  evidence  to 
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prove  in  some  of  tlie  Piirisian  klosqncs.  Curiously 
enough,  the  press  censorship  which  finds  such  favour 
in  various  great  Continental  countries,  whilst  it 
exercises  strict  discipline  in  eases  of  political  pictorial 
art,  allows  a  blainable  latitude  in  offences  affecting 
the  ])eople’s  moral  welfare.  The  laws  of  our  own 
country  are  fortunately  stricter  in  this  respect,  so 
that  we  do  not  countenance  similar  debasing  in¬ 
fluences,  and,  on  the  other  hand,  we  are  under  a  debt 
of  gratitude  to  men  like  Crnikshank  and  Leech,  the 
leading  motive  of  whose  work  was  the  repression  of 
folly  or  vice. 

A  eurifjns  example  of  a  certain  branch  of  carica¬ 
ture  art  is  that  furnished  by  the  Parisian  “  Flxjmsi- 
tion  des  Arts  Ineoherents,”  the  illustrated  catalogue 
of  which  most  of  us  have  seen.  Here  the  grossest 
exaggeration  in  the  sketch  portraits  of  the  artist 
exhibitors,  and  occult,  or  rather  vulgar,  delineations 
and  jokes,  form  the  staple  of  the  catalogue.  Here, 
again,  it  is  singular  that  that  which  here  recom¬ 
mends  itself  as  excessively  funny  to  our  brethren 
across  the  Channel  would  scarcely  resolve  itself  to 
our  minds  as  in  the  slightest  degree  humorous. 
AVe  may  take  two  examples  from  the  catalogue,  one 
a  sketch  of  the  Venus  de  Milo  statue,  with  an  old 
man’s  bearded  head  upon  the  shoulders,  and  the  title 
“  Ee  IMari  do  la  ^  enus  de  IMiloj^^  and  the  head 
and  shoulders  portrait  of  a  girl,  with  a  tall  hat  orna¬ 
mented  with  flowers,  and  the  face  itself  a  mere  blank 
})iece  of  ])aper,  called  “  Crnelle  enigme  !  !  !  Char- 
mant !  !  !  •”  Art  of  this  description,  if  we  make  the 
most  of  it,  is  to  us  but  vapid,  brainless  folly,  rendered 
more  deplorable  by  the  evidence  of  a  certain  degree 
of  technical  skill,  but  as  far  as  any  good  result  is 
])robable  from  such  work  there  is  evidently  none,  and 
one  would  far  rather  see  the  artists  turn  honest 
paper-hangers,  butchers,  bakers,  or  respectable  me¬ 
chanics,  for  then  they  might  be  of  some  use  to  the 
world  of  which  they  form  part. 

To  com])are  for  a  moment  with  the  art  just 
alluded  to  something’  very  oiiposite  in  character — 
George  Cruikshank’s  singularly  original  picture  in 
our  national  collection  (now  circulating  in  the  pro¬ 
vinces)  called  “The  AVorship  of  Bacchus.'”  It  is 
needless  to  comment  on  the  workmanship  of  that 
remarkable  composition.  But  there  is  no  mistake  as 
to  the  motive  and  design  of  the  master,  and  I  will 
undertake  to  say  that  few  ])ersons  of  ordinary  in¬ 
telligence  would  examine  the  work  without  retaining 
the  impression  of  it  to  their  dying  day.  The  treat¬ 


ment  of  the  design  may  be  grotesipie,  and  of  the 
nature  of  caricature,  but  there  can  be  no  (piestion 
of  the  artist’s  earnestness,  nor  of  his  wish  to  avoid 
buffoonery,  whilst  he  enforced  a  view  not  unworthy 
of  a  great  mind. 

It  is  not  perhaps  very  dillicult  to  predict  the 
future  of  the  art  of  caricature  in  this  country.  In 
1701  Hogarth  died.  He  was  an  artist  in  advance 
of  his  time,  and  unfortunately  for  himself  his  fame — 
at  least  in  the  degree  in  which  it  places  him  in  his 
proper  raidv  among  painters — was  posthumons.  It 
will  be  remembered  that  his  series  of  six  inimitalde 
pictures  of  the  “  Marriage  a  la  Mode,”  sold  in  .lune, 
175tl,  for  one  hundred  and  twenty  guineas,  his  eight 
])ietures  of  “The  Rake’s  Progress”  he  sold  for  one 
hundred  and  eig’hty-four  pounds  sixteen  shillings, 
and  his  “  Strolling  Players  ”  in  the  same  year 
(1711)  for  twenty -six  guineas.  It  is  useless  to 
speculate  as  to  what  those  splendid  productions  of 
a  profound  geinus  would  realise  if  brought  to  the 
hammer  now,  but  we  can  at  least  congratnlate  our¬ 
selves  upon  the  fact  that  a  visit  to  our  national 
collection  and  to  the  Sir  John  Soane  Aluseum  will 
enable  us  to  estimate  what  place  their  author  should 
take  in  the  muster-roll  of  British  artists. 

Should  we  as  a  nation  retrograde,  the  weak¬ 
nesses  and  follies  of  a  failing  community  will  be 
still  further  heightened  liy  the  satirist’s  pencil. 
It  is  true  that  we  have  had  no  Hogarth  since  his 
time.  And  there  is  no  present  evidence  to  .show 
that  we  shall  ever  again  have  among  us  such 
another  master-mind  in  his  particular  branch  of 
art.  Only  the  merest  semblance  of  Elijah’s  mantle 
has  fallen  u])on  his  followers.  That  there  has  been 
a  succession  of  talent  in  this  art  has  been  abundantly 
[iroved,  if  only  in  the  names  already  given,  and 
there  is  every  reason  to  suppose  that  in  the  future 
vacant  places  will  be  taken  by  other  artists  of 
like  jocular  instincts.  It  is  both  unnecessary  and 
unpleasant  t(j  indulge  in  ]»essimistie  views,  so  let 
us  hope  that  these  humourists  of  the  future  will 
not  in  talent  be  unworthy  of  those  who  have  pre¬ 
ceded  them,  and  that  they  will  ever  remember 
that  their  mission  is  not  only  to  amuse,  but  to 
render  less  probable  by  their  slialts  of  satire  those 
human  follies  of  which  we  have  but  little  reason  to 
feel  proud.  If  this  fact  be  ever  held  in  mind  and 
acted  upon,  the  work  of  the  caricaturist  will  continue 
to  occupy  the  niche  it  has  hitherto  worthily  Idled  in 
the  great  structure  of  British  Art. 
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EDUCATION  IN  AllT. 

By  J.  E.  HODGSON,  II.  A. 


O  educate  the 
young,  both  from 
moral  and  poli¬ 
tical  considera¬ 
tions,  must  ap¬ 
pear  one  of  the 
most  important 
duties  which  can 
devolve  on  the 
aged  and  the  ex¬ 
perienced.  In  an 
ideal  republic  we 
can  imagine  every 
citizen  who  has 
YOUTH  AND  AGE.  attained  power, 

(Drmcii  by  J.  E.  IToagnon,  B.A.  Engraved  by  distinction  Or 
a.  Faber.)  ’ 

wealth,  employ¬ 
ing  a  portion  of  his  time  in  imparting,  to  those 
about  to  start  in  life,  both  the  practical  maxims 
which  have  been  taught  him  by  experience,  and  the 
principles  which  have  guided  him  to  success.  In 
such  a  society  the  science  of  education  would  rank 
next  in  importance  to  the  science  of  government. 
Actually,  this  is  far  from  being  the  case,  and  no 
theory  of  education  has  yet  been  formulated  which 
is  other  than  a  prescription  administered  ex])eri- 
men tally,  in  some  cases  acting  favourably,  in  others 
detrimentally,  as  chance  and  the  constitution  of 
the  patient  may  determine.  It  is  my  firm  con¬ 
viction  that  many  of  the  finest  qualities  in  our 
national  character  are  fostered,  if  not  actually  brought 
into  being,  by  the  conditions  which  obtain  in  our 
public  schools;  and  yet  there  is  no  denying  that 
to  timid,  vacillating,  and  dependent  natures  those 
conditions  are  wholly  injurious. 

We  proceed  on  an  a  priori  system  ;  we  teach 
our  youths  to  appreciate  the  highest  principles,  the 
purest  examples  of  literary  style,  and  we  leave  them 
to  bring  those  principles  and  that  style  to  bear  upon 
the  conduct  of  their  lives  and  thoughts  by  a  deductive 
process.  In  foreign  countries  education  begins  from 
a  diametrically  opposite  point ;  it  proceeds  induc¬ 
tively.  Youths  are  given  the  means  of  independent 
study,  they  are  put  in  possession  of  several  languages 
and  of  practical  science  and  mathematics,  and  are 
left  to  find  their  own  way  upwards  into  the  higher 
regions.  Each  system  has  its  advantages ;  and  the 
results  are,  that  English  thought  is  of  a  more  elevated 
type,  English  literature  is  purer  and  more  classical  in 


form,  and  an  English  gentleman  is  more  profoundly 
imbued  with  courtesy  and  forbearance  than  foreign 
types  of  such  matto’s  ;  whereas  the  foreigner  is  more 
careful  and  precise,  he  is  incomparably  a  better  work¬ 
man,  and  his  manners  are  superficially  more  polished 
and  graceful.  This  distinction  holds  perfectly  good 
with  art.  We  must  perforce  confess  to  ourselves  that, 
in  scholarly  ability,  in  matters  of  education,  in  general 
knowledge  of  their  craft,  foreign  nations,  especially 
the  French,  take  clear  precedence  of  us;  wdiereas 
they,  if  we  may  judge  by  the  verdicts  pronounced  by 
them  on  English  pictures  exhibited  in  Paris,  Vienna, 
and  Berlin,  acknowledge  our  superiority  in  conception 
and  treatment. 

This  distinction  is  not  wholly  attributable  to  dif¬ 
ference  of  education  ;  it  is  partly  inherent  in  national 
eharactei'.  To  take  the  case  of  the  Frenchman  :  his 
mind  is  of  a  very  robust  practical  type  and  not  very 
sensitive  ;  he  delights  in  extremes  and  violent  con¬ 
trasts  ;  he  is  not  satisfied  to  please,  he  must  astonish 
and  appal ;  the  delicate  shades  of  sentiment,  the 
familiar  scenes  and  incidents  which  English  artists 
have  illustrated  with  so  much  sincerity  and  tenderness, 
appear  to  him  as  the  weak  half-tints  of  thought ; 
there  is  a  law  in  his  nature  which  impels  him  to 
overstep  their  limits,  both  in  brilliancy  and  in  depth 
of  gloom  ;  he  cannot  stop,  but  goes  on  exaggerating 
until  the  sexual  jiassion  becomes  a  raging  madness 
and  tragedy  becomes  carnage.  But  he  is  eminentlj" 
cautious  and  practical,  he  looks  far  ahead,  he  is 
satisfied  to  labour  and  to  wait,  secure  of  a  distant 
reward.  The  familiar  central  type  of  the  French 
student,  the  man  whom  we  associate  intuitively  with 
the  Quartier  Latin  and  Notre  Dame  de  Lorette,  is  a 
creature  who  has  no  prototype  in  this  country ;  the 
vieiix  rapid,  a  clever,  dissolute,  dirty,  and  generally 
disreputable  fellow,  who  is  as  poor  as  a  rat  but  does 
not  repine,  who  is  satisfied  with  his  breakfast  of 
“  polenta  and  the  cheap  joys  of  a  suburban  gnin- 
gette,  who  labours  on  for  seven  or  eight  years  at  the 
daily  drudgery  of  the  master’s  atelier,  who,  even  if 
he  is  successful  in  painting  a  picture  which  is  ac¬ 
cepted  at  an  exhibition,  is  not  over-elated  by  it,  but 
soes  back  to  his  school  conscious  that  there  is  a 

o 

technical  perfection  which  he  has  not  yet  attained, 
and  which  is  the  only  promised  land  for  which  his 
heart  is  yearning. 

The  English  student  is  much  less  patient,  he 
is  haunted  b}"  the  phantom  of  respectability;  it  is 
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perliaps  a  noble  failing’,  but  be  3'earns  for  the  gloss)" 
hat  and  the  silken  umbrella;  give  biin  the  excuse 
of  an  accepted  jiicture  or  a  small  commission  and 
he  says  good-bve  to  further  education,  he  hires  a 
studio  and  sets  up  as  a  ([ualitied  practitioner.  It  is 
this,  far  more  than  aipy  ddferiMice  in  the  s_ystem  of 
education,  which  accounts  for  the  manilest  teehiucal 
suj)eriority  of  Ereiich  ai’t;  it  is  not  that  the  hrench 
painter’s  schooling  is  superior,  but  that  he  has  far 
more  of  it.  d’here  is  little  or  no  difference  of  system 
in  the  two  countries,  but  in  its  practical  working 
the  advantage  lies  with  Erauee.  In  an  art-school 
cxam})le  is  umpiestionabl v"  superior  to  precept;  the 
student  gets  advice  and  instruction  from  the  master, 
but  he  imbibes  enthusiasm  and  emulation  from  his 
fellows,  and  these  are  all  important  in  a  matter  so 
diflieult  to  explain,  so  jairely  sensuous,  as  is  the 
technical  part  of  i)ainting  ;  and  the  novice  who  enters 
a  French  ntcHcr  enjoys  the  inestimable  advantage  of 
daily  seeing  men  at  work  who  are  passed  masters 
in  the  use  of  their  tools,  who  have  had  seven  years’ 
traiiung  with  the  brush  and  the  pencil,  and  have 
learnt  to  manipulate  those  mighty  instruments.  Add 


is  the  most  immediately  telling  and  comprehensible, 
lienee,  he  eliminates,  he  sim))lities,  ho  will  have 
nothing'  to  ilo  with  subtleties  which  he  cannot  master, 
he  will  not  llounder  about  in  a  chaos  of  noble  inten¬ 
tions  which  he  has  no  power  of  regulating  or  bringing 
into  order  and  tidiness;  he  makes  sure  of  every"  step 
.as  he  goes  along,  and  tip  to  a  certain  iioint,  the  point 
where  studentship  ends,  he  is  consecpiently"  the  surest 
guide. 

The  Englishman  starts  from  ideal  princijdes,  and 
descends  ;  the  Frenchman  from  elementary  facts,  and 
ascends;  but  the  two  rarely  touch  each  other,  and 
never  overlap.  Every  peach  has  its  unripe  spot,  the 
melon  is  rotten  w’here  it  rests  upon  the  ground,  and 
F’rench  art  education  has  also  its  element  of  unsound¬ 
ness.  It  places  the  technical  and  mechanical  jiart  of 
the  art  of  ])ainting  on  a  level  with  the  theoretical  and 
imaginative,  and  ec|uality  in  the  case  of  the  latter 
means  degradation.  “  L’art  pour  Fart”  is  a  dictum 
which  could  never  have  arisen  amongst  idealists; 
sentiment  can  admit  of  no  rival  near  its  throne.  To 
]dace  one  there  is  to  dispute  its  emjdre,  and  to  revo¬ 
lutionise  the  government  of  art. 


THE  GOOD  SHIP  “belle  SAUVAGE.” 
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to  this,  as  sincerity  and  a  regard  for  truth  compel 
me,  though  quite  reluctantly,  to  admit  all  the  superior 
advantages  of  French  art-teaching,  the  Frenchman 
is  by  nature  practical  and  not  a  dreamer;  unlike  the 
enthusiastic  young  Englishman,  he  does  not  think  of 
what  is  the  theoretically  finest  thing  to  do,  but  what 


There  is  no  page,  which  records  the  efforts  of 
human  activity,  so  utterly  dreary  to  ])eruse,  so  un¬ 
satisfying  to  the  spirit,  as  the  exhibition  of  the 
Ecole  des  Beaux-Arts,  where  two  or  three  hundred 
prize-jiicture.s  ha\"e  been  brought  together  with  the 
laudable  intention,  no  doubt,  of  stimulating  the 
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enthusiasm  o£  each  succeeding  generation  by  exhibit¬ 
ing  tlie  incompetence  of  tliat  which  had  gone  l)efore. 
It  is  appalling,  or  any  other  tremendous  adjective 
which  the  reader’s  imagination  can  supply,  to  con¬ 
trast  that  series  of  pictures — a  series  which  extends 
over  many  years — with  the  efforts  of  generations 


classicism  in  this  country.  As  far  as  we  know  none 
of  the.se  men,  except  Hogarth  occasionally,  drew  from 
stone  or  plaster;  they  were  all  colourists,  and  they 
all  ^wssessed  a  quality  hard  to  describe,  a  certain 
suavity  and  lusciousness  of  manner,  the  o])[)osite  of 
hardness,  a  quality  which  is  Morland’s  unique  claim 


ON  THE  TEEEACES  IN  UTOPIA. 

(From  a  Drawing  hg  J.  E.  Hodgson,  R.A.  Engraved  iy  P.  Nanmami.) 


which  struggled  upwards  out  of  darkness ;  to  contrast 
those  colourless  vapid  imitations  of  the  antique  with 
the  joyous  vitality,  the  spontaneity  of  Giotti,  the 
perfect  truthfulness  of  Van  Eyck,  the  unfathomable 
mystery  of  Diirer,  the  living  flesh  and  blood,  the 
grace  of  Raphael,  and  the  terrible  sublimity  of  Michel¬ 
angelo.  Had  darkness  settled  once  more  over  Europe, 
not  the  darkness  of  ignoi’ance,  but  a  darkness  deeper 
far  of  misguided  knowledge?  Something  of  that 
sort  had  occurred  to  produce  such  a  series  of  works ; 
and  that  thing-— what  was  it?  Art  education,  or¬ 
ganised,  systematised,  and  subsidised ;  a  national 
institution  with  its  array  of  dignitaries  and  pro¬ 
fessors,  with  its  huge  halls  tenanted  by  the  lifeless 
exuvifB,  the  fossil  diatoms  of  a  former  existence,  with 
its  brainless  formula  of  classical  infallibility.  In  the 
history  of  British  art  we  may,  if  we  are  pleased  to 
be  self-denying,  find  something  akin  to  a  parallel 
case.  Its  eai’liest  painters,  Gandy,  Hogarth,  Rey¬ 
nolds,  Gainsborough,  Wilson,  and  Romney,  developed 
an  art  which  had  no  classical  elements;  which  was, 
let  it  be  confessed,  superficial,  presenting  the  aspect 
of  a  great  work  without  its  structural  completeness, 
but  which  was  healthy,  which  smacked  of  the  soil, 
and  which  was,  above  all  things,  not  colourless  in 
any  sense  of  the  word  :  that  was  before  the  age  of 


to  our  consideration,  and  which  in  modern  art  is 
very  far  to  seek. 

I  will  not  dogmatise ;  I  will  admit  the  possibility 
that  cold  colouring  and  a  hard  manner  are  natural 
symptoms  of  decaying  art,  the  outcome  of  exhausted 
centuries;  that  their  being  common  to  painters  who 
have  drawn  much  in  their  youth  from  stone  and 
plaster  is  an  accidental  coincidence.  I  will  merely 
give  my  reader  some  written  evidence  of  a  contrary 
belief,  and  leave  him  to  compare  that  with  facts  as 
he  finds  them. 

There  is  no  easier  or  more  convenient  method  of 
teaching  a  youth  to  draw  fhe  human  figure  than  to 
give  him  a  statue  to  copy.  It  does  not  move  ;  he  can 
measure  it,  and  ascertain  its  poise  with  a  plumb-line ; 
but  convenience  is  no  reason  for  its  adoption  if  it 
is  ultimately  injurious.  Art  is  the  precious  result 
of  difficulties  overcome  ;  it  is  beset  by  them  from 
first  to  last,  and  it  would  be  desirable  to  lessen  their 
number  if  in  doing  so  we  did  not  also  lessen  the 
value  of  the  product.  An  easy  road  makes  fast 
travelling,  and  nothing  can  be  more  flattering  to  the 
teacher  than  the  progress  made  by  students  in  our 
antique  schools.  It  is  only  when  the  student  is  pro¬ 
moted  to  draw  from  the  life  that  the  teacher  is  made 
aware  that  that  progress  has  been  specious  ;  he  has 
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.sadly  to  recognise  that  between  the  living  breathing 
and  consequently  moving  hninan  ilesh,  and  the  still, 
lifeless  plaster  there  is  a  gulf  lixed,  and  that  even  the 
foundations  of  the  structure  iiy  which  it  must  he 
bridged  have  not  been  laid.  On  this  subject  I  may 
lay  claim  to  the  authority  of  long  experience.  The 
antique  is  form  without  life,  a  body  without  a  soul ; 
its  beauty  is  lost  upon  the  beginner,  its  lifelessness  is 
but  too  often  stamped  upon  his  art  for  ever. 

d’he  system  of  education  by  the  anticpie  began 
with  old  Sipiarcione  of  Padua,  in  the  fifteenth  century, 
and  the  first  outcome  of  it — Andrea  Mantegna,  a  man 
of  unquestionable  genius — is  to  this  day  the  ty])ieal 
example  of  its  results.  1  need  hardly  say  that  he  is 
not  the  man  we  should  select  as  typical  of  the  higdiest 
technical  excellences  of  painting.  For  t  his  we  should 
choose  Titian,  P.  Veronese,  or  jierhaps,  with  still 
more  appropriateness,  Peter  Paul  Rubens;  and  his 
testimony  on  the  subject  1  am  discussing’,  which  we 
fortunately  possess,  is  certainly  worthy  of  respectful 
at  tention. 

Count  Algarotti,  a  slavish  worshipper  of  the 
antiipie,  and  a  bigoted  advocate  of  the  system 
under  di.scussion,  was  compelled  reluctantly  to  admit 
“  that  the  methods  hitherto  laid  down  are  attended 
with  some  danger;  for  by  too  slavish  an  attention  to 
statues  the  young  |)ainter  may  contract  a  hard  and 
dry  manner;”  and  M.  Guizot,  in  reviewing  the 
Paris  Salon  in  ISIO,  regrets,  as  he  expresses  it,  “the 
inliuence  of  sculpture  on  a  school  of  })ainting  which 
has  been  brought  up  on  statues.  IMasters  teach  their 
pupils  to  paint  by  giving  them  ])laster  casts  as  their 
lirst  models;  how  can  they  possibly  avoid  l)ecoming 
cold  and  grey  colourists  ?  The  importance  given  to 
form  at  the  expense  of  colour  by  the  ]ire.sent  school, 
jirovM’s  clearly  that  it  is  ignorant  of  the  peculiar 
jii’ovince  of  painting,  and  that  it  follows  too  ex- 
rdusively  the  track  of  sculptors;”  and,  again,  an 
anonymous  German  author  of  a  clever  book  on 
“Imitation  in  Art,”  writing  in  Rome  in  1817,  saj's 
that  “few  zealous  imitators  of  the  antique  have 
avoided  the  danger  of  introducing  its  stoniness  into 
their  ])aintings.” 

Other  (piotations  might  easily  be  found,  but  these 
will  sutlice  to  jtrove  that  a  low  growl  of  disappro¬ 
bation  has  constantly  been  uttered  by  earnest  and 
thinking  men  against  a  system  of  art  education 
which  is  all  but.  universal  throughout  Europe. 

Let  me  dream  awhile  ;  let  me  forget  both  time 
and  ]dace  ;  let  me  gather  up,  as  in  a  skein,  the  im- 
jiressions  of  years,  the  tlecting  thoughts  which  flashed 
upon  me  in  the  stress  of  life’s  battle;  let  me  look 
back  upon  my  own  education  and  compare  its  results 
with  the  material  it  had  to  work  uj)on,  and  then 
jironounce  the  blame  and  say  where  the  fault  lay. 
\  ea,  verily,  as  I  live,  the  blame  is  lying  at  my  own 


door.  I  see  no  great  impediment  from  without,  no 
fault  in  institutions.  There  is  but  one  thiim'  wantintr 
in  the  backward  prospect — the  ilgure  of  a  wise  and 
trusted  friend  who  should  have  rejn-oved,  admonished, 
and  encouraged  me;  and  many,  no  doulit,  will  say  the 
same.  AVhat  we  most  want  is  good  guidance ;  to 
some  it  comes  by  nature  or  chance.  There  is  a  happy 
fatality  which  points  to  the  right  road,  as  there  is  a 
baneful  one  wdiich  leads  astray  ;  but  it  is  a  jierilous 
thing  for  youths  to  be  left  to  their  own  devices. 
There  is  no  form  of  art  education,  no  system  of 
academies  or  colleges,  which  can  bo  equivalent  to 
the  old  paternal  relatinnshi[)  of  master  and  jmjhl. 
The  apprentice  who  serves  his  time  with  his  master, 
who  lives  in  his  house  as  a  member  of  his  family, 
who  flirts,  or  does  not  Hirt,  with  his  daughter,  as 
that  is  immaterial,  but  who  works  daily  under  his 
master’s  eye,  and  has  an  insight  into  his  master’s 
alfairs;  he  is  in  the  best  case,  and  starts  in  life’s 
battle  armed,  as  none  other  is  armed,  with  a  wisdom 
beyond  his  years.  He  may  incur  the  risk  of  being 
pilloried  before  jiosterity,  as  the  unhappy  apprentice 
of  Gatien  Phlipon  was,  liy  his  uncommonly  outspoken 
daughter,  but  that  is  a  small  risk  to  set  against  the 
enormous  gain. 

M’ith  my  readers’  ])ermission  1  will  for  awhile 
forget  the  things  that  are,  unwise  :is  such  a  ]iro- 
ceeding  undoubtedly  is.  1  will  project  my  thoughts 
towards  the  unsuhstantial  region  of  perfection,  across 
the  dark  ocean  where  mortals  suffer  shijiwreck,  where 
they  float  on  crazy  rafts,  the  derelicts  of  fate  and 
fortune,  a  ]irey  to  hunger  and  to  hope  deferred,  to 
the  land  of  jieace  and  plenty,  to  lln^  land  which 
knows  no  winter,  no  fogs  ami  no  east  winds,  to  the 
fabled  island  of  Uto])ia.  Let  us  imagine  that  we 
possess  some  document  lelafing  to  it,  say,  the  diary 
of  the  special  correspondent  of  this  Magazdne,  who 
has  been  sent  there  at  enormous  expense  to  gather 
information  for  the  good  of  art..  Through  the  kind¬ 
ness  and  courtesy  of  the  most  influential  gentlemen 
of  the  island,  who  have  entertained  our  correspondent 
with  the  most  res])ectful  hosjntality,  we  learn  that 
art  education  is  there  conducted  after  the  following 
fashion. 

In  the  lirst  place,  no  youth  is  allowed  to  enter 
the  artists’  profession  merely  because  he  does  not 
seem  to  po.s.sess  assiduity  or  ability  enough  to  succeed 
in  any  other  calling.  In  this  matter  they  are  very 
strict;  every  candidate  is  set  to  make  drawings  from 
nature,  and  those  drawings  are  examined  by  pro¬ 
fessors  trained  to  the  ])urpose.  In  judging  of  these, 
no  stress  whatever  is  laid  uj)on  correctness,  which  is 
understood  to  he  an  after-result  of  education  ;  what 
is  looked  for  mainly  is  a  certain  grandeur  and  im¬ 
pressiveness,  a  far-away  look  as  in  the  scenery  of 
dreams.  After  that  the  youth  is  taken  into  picture 
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"■allerios  ami  made  to  desoi’ilj(!  the  picture.s  one  by 
one,  carel'nl  note  being  made  of  the  impression  they 
])roduee  on  him  and  of  tlio  qualities  he  observes ;  if 
he  fails  to  attain  the  requisite  number  of  marks 
necessary  for  a  lirst  class,  he  is  handed  over  to  the 
schools  where  art  is  taught  for  the  purposes  of  design 
as  applied  to  manufactures  and  other  industrial  ends. 
When  the  candidate  is  successful  in  passing  into  the 
lirst  class,  he  is  handed  over  to  teachers  who  i)ut 
him  through  a  severe  course  of  freehand  drawing;  he 
is  made  to  copy  lines  of  every  degree  of  curvature 
until  his  hand  is  educated.  Some  boys  in  Utoi)iaean 
draw  a  circle  mathematically  correct  without  any 
appliance  but  a  pencil.  In  the  next  stage  the  pencil 
and  white  paper  are  discarded ;  still-life,  groups  of 
flowers,  heads,  and  figures  are  drawn  with  white 
chalk  upon  dark  blue  paper,  the  theory  being  that 
the  forms  of  nature  are  defined  by  the  amount  of 
light  which  objects  reflect,  and  also  that  the  ex¬ 
pression  of  light  is  the  most  important  quality  of 
])ainting.  The  eye  by  this  means  is  trained  to 
discern  gradations  of  light  instead  of  gradations  of 
shade — an  important  difference.  When  the  student 
is  advanced  enough  to  be  entrusted  with  a  palette 
and  brushes,  he  proceeds  in  like  manner,  applying 
light  upon  a  dark  canvas.  No  preliminary  outline 
with  chalk  or  charcoal  is  allowed ;  all  the  work  must 
be  done  with  the  brush,  and  in  the  early  stages  there 
is  no  retouching.  There  is  a  saying  amongst  Utopian 
professors  that  in  every  act  the  hand  should  be  made 
to  feel  the  responsibility  of  painting.  The  student  is 
provided  with  sketch-books,  and  during  his  hours  of 
recreation,  which  are  always  spent  in  the  open  air, 
he  is  enjoined  to  make  memoranda  of  anything  that 
strikes  his  fancy,  either  for  its  beauty  or  for  any  un¬ 
common  quality  it  may  possess.  With  elementary 
students  these  sketches  represent  stationary  objects, 
such  as  rocks,  trees,  and  houses  ;  with  the  more  ad¬ 
vanced,  groups  or  single  figures  of  men  and  women. 
The  people  of  Utopia  are  eminently  picturesque,  and 
they  have  very  cheerful  and  social  habits ;  they  love 
to  meet  and  converse  in  the  open  air,  in  which  they 
are  encouraged  by  their  beautiful  climate  ;  all  day 
long  they  may  be  seen  in  the  market-place  or  on  the 
terraces  overhanging  the  sea,  gathered  together  in 
groups,  sitting  or  standing  in  graceful  though  j^er- 
fectly  unconstrained  attitudes.  The  student  is  en¬ 
joined  to  make  memoranda  of  such  chance  groupings, 
and,  on  the  authority  of  Lionardo  da  Vinci,  to  jot 
down  those  quick  motions  which  men  are  apt  to 
make  without  thinking  when  impelled  by  strong 
affections  of  the  mind.'’'’ 

But  the  most  remarkable,  and  certainly  to  a 
stranger  the  most  novel,  institution  in  their  art 
schools  is  what  is  called  the  “  mnemonic  ”  class ; 
there  is  one  attached  to  each  department,  and  forms 


an  adjunct  or  corollary  to  the  work  doiu'  in  (liat 
class.  In  the  preliminary  school,  for  instance,  an 
object  is  jdaced  before  them  and  its  construction  and 
properties  explained  ;  it  is  then  removed,  and  they 
take  a  drawing  of  it  fiom  memory.  To  such  per¬ 
fection  is  this  faculty  brought  by  cultivation  that 
the  advanced  students  are  able  to  make  an  exact 
likeness  of  any  individual  they  are  allowed  to  look  at 
for  a  short  time. 

From  the  jn’climinary  the  Utopian  student  passes 
into  the  life  and  painting  school,  where  the  same 
rules  are  observed.  His  drawings  are  made  with 
white  chalk  on  dark  paper,  and  the  same  process  of 
painting  is  insisted  upon  ;  there  are  the  same  re¬ 
strictions  as  to  colours,  the  method  of  laying  on  the 
tints,  and  in  the  matter  of  retouching.  Here  also 
he  is  instructed  in  the  theoretical  branches  of  his 
subject ;  he  attends  lectures,  given  by  professors  ap¬ 
pointed  for  the  purpose,  who  deliver  original  lectures. 
In  the  last  stage  the  student  makes  drawings  in 
the  life  and  antique  school  alternately ;  a  model  is 
placed  in  the  attitude  of  some  Greek  statue,  and 
after  they  have  made  that  drawing  they  compare  it 
witli  the  sculpture.  A  master  points  out  where  and 
how  the  Greek  simplified  forms,  and  in  what  manner, 
by  selection  and  comparison  of  many  forms,  he  had 
improved  upon  ordinary  nature. 

Finally,  a  gold  medal  is  awarded  for  a  picture 
representing  some  given  subject,  taken  either  from 
history  or  literature;  but  they  have  an  Index  Ex- 
purgatorius  which  is  tolerably  copious ;  no  subject 
is  allowed  which  refers  either  to  Agamemnon,  Cly- 
temnestra,  or  Iphigenia,  to  Orestes  pursued  by  the 
Furies,  to  the  finding  of  the  body  of  Harold,  or  to 
anything  connected  with  Don  Quixote,  the  Vicar  of 
Wakefield,  or  Dr.  Johnson. 

By  this  time  the  student  has  accumulated  a  vast 
mass  of  memoranda  of  attitudes,  expressions,  ges¬ 
tures,  and  groups  taken  rapidly  in  the  terraces  and 
gardens,  or  drawn  at  home  from  memory — that 
faculty,  by  the  system  I  have  described,  being  extra¬ 
ordinarily  developed,  and  he  is  enjoined  to  use  these 
materials  in  constructing  his  gold  medal  picture. 
In  making  the  award  considerable  stress  is  laid  by 
the  jurors  on  the  success  with  which  attitudes  and 
gestures  observed  in  nature  have  been  made  appro¬ 
priate  to  the  subject  chosen. 

A  curious  custom  is  recorded  in  the  document 
before  us.  In  Utopia  all  students  and  young  artists 
generally  are  compelled  to  jiaint  in  a  peculiar  process, 
which  is  extremely  fugitive.  If  their  works  are 
deemed  meritorious  they  are  subsidised  by  the  State ; 
but  after  the  close  of  the  annual  exhibition  the 
colours  fade  away  and  the  canvas  reverts  to  its 
original  condition  and  can  be  used  again.  This  at 
first  sight  would  appear  to  be  an  unnecessary  burden 
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upon  ratepayers^  but  it  is  considered  the  lesser  of  two 
evdls.  The  area  of  the  island  heino’  very  restricted 
there  were  just  gTounds  of  fear  that  it  mig-ht  become 
encumbered  with  pictures;  and  in  reality  the  sid)siily 
to  artists  is  no  burden  on  the  State,  it  is  more  than 
compensated  for  by  a  tax;  on  criticism.  A  licence, 
duly  sig'ued,  .sealed,  and  ])aid  for,  is  necessary  both 
for  praise  and  blame,  the  latter  being-  very  much  more 
in  demand  than  the  former;  the  eharg-es  are  very 
high,  and  the  proceeds  ([uite  covt-r  the  subsidy,  so 
that,  it  may  be  said,  in  Utopia  the  artists  are  main¬ 
tained  by  the  evil  things  which  are  said  of  them. 


a  Russian  proverb  ;  we  are  embarked  in  a  certain 
scheme  of  artistic  education  which  was  built  up  and 
handed  down  to  us  by  our  predecessors,  and  all  ex;- 
])erience  shows  that  more  practical  g'ood  is  got  by 
gradually  improving  old  existing  institutions  than 
by  suddenly  revolutionising  them.  There  is  no 
doubt  that  the  cultivation  of  memory — a  faculty 
that  admits  of  it  to  quite  an  unknown  extent — must 
be  of  immense  service  to  the  artist;  the  ceaseless 
activity  of  Turner  has  been  attributed  by  a  very  com¬ 
petent  authority  to  the  extraordinary  memory  pos¬ 
sessed  by  the  great  landscape-painter;  and  if  it  is 


GOOD-BYE  TO  UTOPIA. 

(From  a  Drairiiiy  h>j  J.  E.  Hoclgson,  R.A.  Engrarcd  hg  11.  Sclieu.) 


Rut  it  is  time  that  I  should  depart  from  this 
happy  island  and  revisit  once  more  the  less  poetical 
but  more  familiar  atmos])here  of  Ludgate  Hill.  As 
usual,  after  such  an  enteiq)risc,  I  come  home  freiglited 
with  a  commodity  of  unmarketable  goods.  How¬ 
ever  admirable  and  perfect  may  be  the  institutions 
of  Utopia,  and  however  suited  to  the  climate  and 
geographical  situation  of  the  island,  when  trans¬ 
planted  into  other  countries  they  do  not  seem  in 
the  least  degree  to  harmonise  with  anything  around 
them;  the  same  institution  which  works  admirably  in 
the  latitude  of  265°  S.  and  longitude  790° Eh  apjiears 
utterly  unhinged  and  out  of  place  in  Piccadilly.  “^'To 
every  town  its  custom,  to  every  village  its  habit, is 


not  from  the  stores  of  memory  that  imagimdion 
selects  its  combinations,  whence  do  the  materials 
come,  unless  we  assume  that  imagination  is  a  mira¬ 
culous  faculty — an  assumption  which,  if  logically 
carried  out,  would  lead  to  very  subversive  con¬ 
clusions?  And,  finally,  though  I  have  hitherto 
avoided  expressing  my  own  individual  opinion  on 
a  matter  which  admits  of,  and  where  there  is  actually 
found  so  much  difference,  I  will  venture  as  a  parting 
word,  to  say  that  it  is  my  lirm  conviction  that  the 
student  in  this  country  is  not  admitted  soon  enough 
to  draw  from  the  living  model,  and  to  regret  that  his 
earliest  and  most  impressionable  years  are  spent  in 
copying  the  cold,  colourless,  and  lifeless  plaster. 
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SAVONAEOL  A. 


By  F.  G. 

The  appearance  of  a  new  edition  of  Professor  P. 

Villari’s  widely-accepted  ‘^Life  and  Times  cxf 
Girolamo  Savonarola/’*  which  was  published  in  Italian 
thirty  years  ago,  and  first  translated  into  English 
more  than  a  cpiarter  of  a  century  since,  is  almost  as 


STEPHENS. 

is  beyond  question,  are  not  by  the  more  excitable 
classes  the  less  valued  in  this  country  because  they 
think,  or  pretend  to  think,  that  the  end  justifies  the 
use  of  means  more  or  less  mischievous,  crooked,  or 
even  erapulous.  It  is  strange  that  a  peo])le  like  ours. 
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remarkable  as  the  fact  that  this  is  the  second  trans¬ 
lation  of  the  text  by  a  new  hand  well  versed  in 
English,  sharing  the  enthusiasm  of  her  author,  and 
able  to  give  a  clear  and  glowing  version  of  the  ani¬ 
mated,  sympathetic,  and  highly  picturesque  work. 
It  is  rather  an  apologia  than  a  calm  and  critical 
biograph^Gn  the  sense  demanded  by  English  students, 
or  a  calm  history  of  times  and  circumstances  all  of 
which  possess  great  interest  and  an  almost  passionate 
charm  for  those  who,  like  many  of  our  countrymen, 
are  deeply  moved  by  the  careers  of  reformers,  sincere 
or  self-seeking  alike,  not  of  the  slow,  laborious,  and 
prosaic  sort,  but  such  as  were  Wat  Tyler,  the  leaders 
of  the  Pilgrimage  of  Grace,  Rienzi,and  the  Albigenses. 

Emotional  and  passionate  reformers  like  these, 
even  when,  which  is  not  often,  their  honesty 

*  Translated  by  Linda  Villari.  Two  volumes,  with  portraits 
and  illustrations.  (T.  Fisher  Unwin.) 
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which  considers  itself  the  most  straightforward  of 
mankind,  should,  when  moved  by  patriotic  and  senti¬ 
mental  sympathies,  ask  no  questions  about  right  or 
wroner  before  sanctioning'  the  most  outrageous  viola- 
tions  of  the  Ten  Commandments.  It  was  said  long 
ago  that  Englishmen,  though  not  Scotchmen,  are  apt 
to  admire  things  they  do  not  understand,  and  that 
enthusiasts  like  Savonarola — who  not  only  pretended 
to  have  made  a  journey  to  Heaven,  but  claimed  credit 
for  visions,  special  revelations  of  the  Divine  Will, 
secret  inspirations,  and  celestial  communications  as 
guides  in  carrying  out  his  schemes  for  religious, 
moral,  social,  and  political  changes — are  sure  of 
admirers  among  us  beef-fed  Britons.  It  is  strange, 
on  the  other  hand,  that  Maehiavelli,  the  greatest,  if 
not  the  only,  statesman  worthy  of  the  name  in  its 
modern  sense  of  his  own  age,  a  genius  quite  different 
from  that  which  popular  fancies  have  constructed  out 
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ot'  nothing’,  and  who  enjoyed  better  opportunities  for 
judging’  Savonarola  than  ours,  should  hav’e  treated 
the ‘‘  visionary  monk  with  serene  contempt,  tem¬ 
pered  hy  admiration  for  what  he  called  his  “  artful¬ 
ness.'’^  The  unsophisticated  reader  stands  aghast 
before  the  ideal  of  a  man  to  whom  IMaehiavelli  him¬ 
self  could  apply  the  term  ‘Girtful'”  1 

In  estimating  the  character  and  career  of  Savona¬ 
rola,  who  was  horn  in  1152,'^  we  must  rememher 
that  he  was  by  no  means  the  ilrst  of  his  class  to 
appear  out  of  the  convent  or  the  pulpit  in  the  i)art 
of  a  social,  moral,  and  ])olitieal  reformer.  Two  hun¬ 
dred  years  before  the  /’(>7e  of  Fra  Giorolaino  was  taken 
up  John  of  Vicenza,  a  Dominican,  had  for  awhile 
rescued  Pavia,  Padua,  Bolog’ua,  Verona,  and  other 
cities,  from  a  state  of  hideous  anarchy.  Success 
made  him  crazy,  and  he  fell.  In  L‘35G  one  Fra 
Jacopo  del  Dussalaro,  another  monk,  touched  the 
populace  of  Pavia  to  the  heart,  and,  although  as  pure 
a  patriot  as  ever  lived,  was  defeated  by  the  Visconti 
in  Id.jSI,  and  consigned  to  a  convent  dungeon,  whence 
one  of  the  noblest  soiils  of  the  INIiddle  Ages,  alter 
long  years  of  seclusion  and  forced  penance,  departed 
to  its  rest.  San  Ilernadino  da  Massa,  of  Siena,  was 
the  third  of  these  'worthies  who  aimed  at  reforms  of 
all  sorts,  effected  some  of  his  aims,  and  for  awhile 
maintained  a  good  inlluence  by  noble  means. 

Then  came  Fra  Roberto  da  Leece,  who,  in  1418, 
jireached  in  Perugia  with  wonderful  effect,  and  seems 
to  have  outdone  Savonarola  himself  in  his  emotional 
appeals  to  the  masses.  At  the  steps  of  the  cathedral 
he  jii’oduced  to  them  one  Eliseo  di  Christoforo  (whose 
very  name  may  have  suggested  the  profane  prank), 
a  l)arber  of  Sant’  Angelo,  stark  naked,  with  a  huge 
cross  upon  his  shouMers,  a  crou  n  of  thorns  upon  his 
head,  and  with  bruises  as  of  scourging  on  his  ilesh. 
To  these  succeeded  Fra  Giovanni  di  Capistrano,  of 
Brescia,  who,  in  1451 — the  year  before  the  birth  of 
Savonarola — produced  a  great  impression,  which  was 
soon  absorbed  in  the  exercise  of  the  brutal  rancour 
of  the  people,  great  and  small.  The  English  Pil¬ 
grimage  of  Grace,  like  the  preaching  of  Peter 
the  Hermit  in  France,  the  grotesque  passion  of  the 
Flagellants,  which,  under  the  guise  of  religious 
observances,  included  bestial  orgies ;  the  furious 
domination  of  John  f)f  Leyden,  and  scores  of  similar 
outbreaks  against  rule,  were  all  more  or  less  like  the 
achievements  of  Savonarola.  We  see  mild  rellections 
of  these  inei<lents  in  the  proceedings  of  the  Salvation 
Army  of  this  day.  Wniatever  may  be  known  of  the 

*  That  is  the  year  before  the  fall  of  Constantinople  and  the 
final  extinction  of  the  Koinan  Empire,  in  the  thirty-first  year  of 
our  King  Henry  YI.  ;  the  thii’ty-first  year  of  Charles  VII.  of 
France;  the  year  of  Schafer’s  invention  of  movable  cast  metal 
ty2)es  for  2)rinting,  and  while  the  troubles  of  .Tames  11.  of  Scotland 
were  a2)2)roaching  that  climax,  his  stabbing  IJouglas  with  his  own 
hand. 


sincerity  of  the  leaders  of  some  of  these  astonishing 
explosions,  there  ean  be  no  question  of  the  honesty 
of  the  majority  of  their  followers. 

Mr.  G.  A.  Symonds,  in  an  appendix  to  his  “  Re¬ 
naissance  ill  Italy,  The  Age  of  the  Despots,”  gives  us 
what  may  be  called  the  philosophy  of  popular  frenzies 
of  this  kind  in  the  following  pregnant  sentences 
anent  Savonarola  :  “  Combining  the  methods  and  aims 
of  all  these  men  [the  above-named  Italian  predecessors 
of  Fra  Giovanni],  and  remaining  within  the  sphere 
of  their  conceiitions,  he  impressed  a  ro/e,  which  has 
been  often  played  in  the  chief  Italian  towns,  with 
the  stamp  of  his  peculiar  genius.  It  was  a  source  of 
weakness  to  him  in  his  combat  with  Alexander  VI. 
that  he  could  not  rise  above  the  monastic  ideal  of  the 
prophet  which  prevailed  in  Italy,  or  grasp  one  of 
those  regenerative  conceptions  which  formed  the 
motive  force  of  the  Reformation.  The  inherent 
defects  of  all  Italian  revivals,  spasmodic  in  their 
paroxysms,  vehement  while  they  lasted,  but  transient 
in  their  effects,  are  exhibited  upon  a  tragic  scale  by 
Savonarola.  What  strikes  us,  after  studying  the 
records  of  these  movements  in  Italy,  is  ehielly  their 
want  of  true  mental  energy.  The  momentary  effect 
produced  in  g'reat  cities  like  Florence,  Milan,  Verona, 
Pavia,  Bologna,  and  Perugia,  is  ([uite  out  of  pro¬ 
portion  to  the  slight  intellectual  power  exerted  by 
the  prophet  in  each  case.  He  has  nothing  really 
new  or  life-giving  to  communicate.  He  preaches, 
indeed,  the  duty  of  repentance  and  charity,  insti¬ 
tutes  a  reform  of  glai’ing  moral  abuses,  and  works 
as  foreildy  as  he  can  upon  the  imagination  of  his 
audience.  But  he  sets  no  current  of  fresh  thought 
in  motion.  Therefore,  when  his  personal  influence 
was  once  forgotten,  he  left  no  mark  upon  the  nation 
he  so  deejjly  ag’ltated.  We  ean  only  wonder  that,  in 
many  cases,  he  obtained  so  complete  an  ascendency 
in  the  political  world.  All  this  is  as  true  of  Savona¬ 
rola  as  it  is  of  San  Bernardino.  It  is  this  which 
removes  him  so  immeasurably  from  IIuss,  from 
M’esley,  and  from  Luther.’’ 

The  philosophy  of  Professor  Villari  would  have 
been  simpler,  as  well  as  more  coinjirehensive,  if  it  had 
included  the  fact  that  ninety-nine  of  every  hundred 
of  Savonarola’s  audiences  were,  at  the  host,  susceptible 
to  no  other  impressions  than  such  as  touched  the 
imaginations  of  the  better  men,  the  envy,  sj)ite,  and 
jealousy  of  their  superiors  which  affected  the  mass 
below  these,  and  that  general  curse  of  unrest  whioh 
disturbs  every  polity,  every  human  association ;  and  is, 
after  all,  the  best,  often  the  only,  apology  for  tyrants 
of  all  sorts,  imperial,  royal,  oligarchical,  and  what  not. 
Unsustained  by  physical  force,  and  often  disclaiming 
its  use,  the  dominion  of  reformers  like  Savonarola 
soon  passed  awa}’.  Claiming  the  gift  of  projdiecy, 
and  leading  his  audience  to  expect  miracles  in  support 
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of  Ills  authority,  he  failed  utterly  when  it  came  to 
the  pinch ;  and  neither  archangel  all  iu  arms,  tiery 
chariot,  nor  champion  like  one  of  the  Dioscuri,  came 
to  his  support  at  the  critical  moment  of  his  fate. 

How  great  was  the  inlluence  of  Savonarola,  and 
how  j)rofound  the  impression  his  earnestness  had  pro¬ 
duced  upon  many  persons,  are  facts  attested  by  Pro¬ 
fessor  VillaiPs  vivid  account  of  the  execution  of  this 
enthusiastic  monk,  who  to  this  day  many  consider  to 
have  been  a  martyr  to  religion  and  the  love  of  man¬ 
kind.  Savonarola  had  been,  it  is  to  be  remembered, 
tried — if  the  process  in  question  can  be  applied  to  a 
monstrous  travesty  of  law  and  justice — not  once,  nor 
twice  only,  but  thrice.  It  is  needful  to  say  this  with¬ 
out  accepting  the  strong  statements  here  borrowed 
fi-om  Burlamacchi  (or  the  original  he  followed),  who 
was  a  monk  intimate  with  Savonarola,  on  that  au¬ 
thority,  and  naturally  a  pleader  on  his  side.  Among 
these  statements  is  one,  at  least  open  on  the  face  of  it 
to  doubts  and  suspicions,  and  a  fair  example  of  many 
more.  It  is  to  the  effect  that  a  letter  from  Rome 
to  Benivieni  stated  that  the  Papal  Commissioners 
sent  from  Rome  to  Florence  “  'were  instructed  to  put 
Savonarola  to  death,  were  he  even  another  John  the 
Baptist.”  Of  course,  such  incredible  hearsay  is 
not  evidence  of  more  value  than  the  assertions  we 
have  from  the  same  source  that  Romolind,  one  of 
these  commissioners  of  the  Pope,  said  to  one  Pundolfo 
della  Luna,  his  host  in  Florence,  ‘^We  shall  make 
a  fine  honfire  ;  I  bear  the  sentence  with  me  already 
prepared ;  ”  the  sentence  being  that  of  death  to  the 
accused. 

The  third  time  Savonarola  was  put  to  the  question 
under  torture,  with  a  similar  result.  The  judges 
would  not  accept  his  denials  of  guilt,  and  falsified 
what  he  did  say.  Their  report  was  concealed  from 
the  public  eye,  and  the  Prior  of  San  Marco’s — i.e., 
Savonarola  himself — Fra  Domenico,  and  Fra  Silvestro, 
were  condemned  to  be  first  hanged  and  then  burnt. 
The  indomitable  Domenico  “  begged  and  almost  im¬ 
plored  that  he  might  be  burnt  alive,  so  as  to  endure 
a  harder  martyrdom  for  the  cross  of  Christ.^^  The 
three  were  brought  out  into  the  Piazza,  where  a  kind 
of  gibbet  was  erected,  with  three  halters  and  chains, 
the  first  being  to  hang  the  friars,  the  second  to 
keep  their  corpses  suspended  over  an  enormous  mass  of 
fuel  which  had  been  gathered  there  when  it  should 
be  set  on  fire. 

The  story  of  the  sacrifice  is  told  with  horrible 
minuteness,  and  it  is  added  that  certain  ladies  dis¬ 
guised  as  serving-maids  forced  their  way  through 
the  crowd  to  the  pyre  and  gathered  I’elics  of  the 
victims.  In  vain  the  Signory  ordered  the  ashes  to 
be  cast  into  the  Arno.  The  Piagnoni,  or  followers  of 
Fra  Girolamo,  attended  the  carts  and  picked  up  what 
fell  from  them,  or  gathered  fragments  of  the  corpses 


at  the  place  of  execution.  The  relics  were  i)laeed  in 
caskets  and  almost  worshijtped..  Pico  the  younger 
declared  tliat  he  possessed  a  portion  of  Savonarola^s 
heart,  recovered  by  himself  from  the  river — which 
he  believed  worked  miracles  of  healing,  exorcised 
evil  spirits,  and  achieved  the  like  wonders.  The  foes 
of  the  Fra  even  cursed  and  degraded  the  bell  of  San 
Marco^s  convent,  bringing  it  into  the  street  and  pub¬ 
licly  flogging  if,  because  it  had  sounded  the  alarm 
on  a  day  of  riot.  A  poor  donkey  was,  in  dishonour 
of  the  Fra,  vicariously  cudgelled  to  death  on  the 
steps  of  the  duomo.  Thus  died  Savonarola,  in  due 
time  to  be  honoured  as  a  saint,  and  then,  as  the  world 
changed,  tp  be  more  than  half  forgotten.  The  best 
record  is  in  these  volumes  and  their  original. 

It  may  be  asked,  what  was  the  starting-point  of 
this  strange,  eventful,  passionate,  and,  for  a  time, 
momentous  career  with  a  terrible  ending?  It  is  not 
surprising  that  Professor  Villari  sees  in  the  growth 
of  that  sort  of  Paganism  which  is  called  Neo-Platon¬ 
ism,  and  the  consequent  neglect  if  not  profanation  of 
everything  Christian  which  obtained  in  Italy  during 
Savonarola^s  boyhood,  causes  enough  to  rouse  the 
enthusiasm  of  so  ardent  and  devout  a  nature  as  his. 
The  fall  of  Constantinople  had  let  loose  over  Italy  a 
number  of  persons  who  were  more  learned  in  Greek 
than  devoted  to  Christ;  the  fantastic  spirit  of  the 
time  actually  revelled  in  a  sort  of  blasphemy  which 
was  in  every  sense  academical  and  far  removed  from 
sincerity  of  any  kind.  When  he  was  quite  a  boy 
Savonarola  saw  at  Ferrara  statues  of  pagan  divinities 
set  up  in  honour  of  the  Pope,  or,  as  he  was  bound 
to  accept  him,  God^s  Vice-Regent  upon  earth.  He 
saw  carelessness  and  corruption  everywhere,  and  men 
and  women  abandoned  to  wanton  enjoyments  ;  he 
fell  in  love  with  a  maiden  of  the  Strozzi,  and  was 
insolently  rejected  as  of  unworthy  blood.  Despite 
the  pleadings  of  his  mother  he  devoted  himself  to  a 
monastic  life,  and  when  his  novitiate  was  past,  lived 
according  to  the  severest  conventual  rule,  mostly  alone, 
often  lost  in  contemplation  and  so  deeply  rapt  that 
the  brethren  often  believed  him  in  a  trance. 

It  is  almost  enough  to  say  of  such  a  nature  that 
its  fierce  antagonism  to  authority  was  due  to  the 
scandalous  condition  of  the  Papacy  and  hideous  in¬ 
famies  of  Alexander  VI.,  Sixtus  IV.,  and  Pietro 
Riario  or  the  Cardinal  San  Sisto,  who,  as  Archbishop 
of  Florence,  could  not  but  come  to  the  young  enthu¬ 
siast’s  notice  in  a  very  emphatic  and  shocking  manner. 
Lorenzo  the  Magnificent  was  the  very  type  of  a  ruler 
hateful  to  such  a  man  as  the  young  monk,  who — 
soon  after  the  Pazzi  slew  Giuliano  de’  Medici  close  to 
the  altar  of  the  Florentine  duomo,  and  at  the  moment 
of  the  elevation  of  the  Host — preached  his  first 
sermon  with  a  great  effect.  The  ecstatic  pictures  of 
Fra  Angelico  on  the  walls  of  San  Marco’s  convent 
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were  likely  to  giv'e  lionlifc  as  well  as  lunn  to  the 
visionary  tendencies  and  rapturous  energies  of  siudi 
a  nature  as  Savonarola’s^  heightened  as  that  nature 


inonuinent,  inscribed  “Dir^e  hoUce  Sacrum”  in  the 
most  splendiil  chapel  of  the  church  of  St.  Francis, 
where  the  whole  temple,  indeed,  would  seem  to  lie 
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was  hy  a  life  ascetic,  studious,  and  secluded,  if  not 
austere.  A  vast  amount  of  sham  learning  was  then 
current  and  offensive  to  his  own  genuine  attainments. 
What  could  such  a  genius  say  to  that  which  w'as 
practi(\ally  the  deilication  of  Isofta  da  Rimini,  Sigis- 
mondo  Alalatesta’s  concuhine,  and  the  erection  of  her 


dedicated  to  this  cruel  rulllan,  to  his  Isotta,  and  the 
deity  of  the  Gentiles,  rather  than  to  the  Virgin  or 
the  Cod  of  the  Christians?  The  Fra  might  have 
seen  a  bronze  Venus  carved  in  the  gate  of  the 
sacristy,  and  Fan  in  marble  chase  a  naked  nymph 
round  the  baptismal  bowl. 


389 


CURRENT  ART. 


TFIE  NEW 

The  second  summer  exhibition  at  the  New  (jallery 
will  add  immensely  to  its  iniluence  and  position. 
Its  policy  and  2:)urpose  are  now  more  fully  declared. 
To  carry  on  the  best  traditions  of  the  old  Grosvenor^ 
to  alford  the  members  of  the  more  advanced  schools 


G  A  L  L  E  II  Y. 

is  the  more  strani^e  because  those  responsible  for  the 
management  of  the  New  Gallery  are  by  no  means 
limited  in  their  choice  of  pictures.  They  have  re¬ 
ceived  the  support  of  so  many  distinguished  artists 
that  they  might  surely  dispense  with  the  aid  of  the 
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(From  the  Picture  hy  Miss  Cridland  in  the  New  Gallery.  Engraved  by  C.  Carter.) 


an  opportunity  of  showing  their  pictures,  to  give 
prominence  to  such  works  as  are  directly  inspired  by 
the  decorative  spirit — these  are  the  ends  and  aims  of 
the  directors  of  the  New  Gallery.  There  is,  however, 
one  complaint  which  may  fairly  be  brought  against 
the  way  in  which  the  hanging  committee  have  dis¬ 
charged  their  functions.  They  have  erred  throughout 
on  the  side  of  leniency,  and  have  placed  upon  their 
walls  a  certain  number  of  works,  ambitious  enough  in 
conception,  as  is  generally  the  case  with  the  efforts  of 
amateurs,  but  lamentably  weak  in  execution.  This 
.593 


pretentious  amateur.  We  need  not  here  call  particular 
attention  to  the  many  failures  in  the  gallery,  but  we 
may  perhaps  be  allowed  a  word  of  protest  against  the 
uncritical  spirit  which  allowed  Mr.  J.  D.  BatteiYs 
‘•'Doom  of  Loki”  to  be  exhibited.  This  colossal 
canvas,  which  occupies  a  large  space  on  the  line  in 
the  West  llooin,  possesses  little  artistic  quality,  and 
can  in  no  sense  pretend  to  be  an  illustration  of  its 
vast  and  impi’essive  subject. 

On  the  other  hand,  the  New  Gallery  contains 
more  strikingly  able  works  in  proportion  to  its  size 


290 


THE  MACAZINE  OF  ART. 


than  any  other  in  London.  First  of  all  there  is  IMr. 
G.  F.  Watts’s  magnilicent  “Fata  iMorgana,”  which 
has  the  tone  and  eolonr  of  a  veritable  Old  Master. 
The  flesh  is  admirably  modelled  and  remlered  ;  the 
draperies  are  decorative  and  unconventional  ;  indeed 
this  picture,  though  llnished  (piite  recently,  might 
almost  have  come  from  the  hand  of  Titian  himself. 
.Vmong  iMr.  AValts’s  other  works  ar('  two  fresh, 
truthful  sea-sca[)es,  a  small  picture  bearing  the  title 
“(food  Luck  to  Your  Fishing”  and  representing 
a  delightful  little  Cupid  skimming  over  dark  blue 
waves,  and  “  The  AVounded  Heron.”  This  last  must 
excite  considerable  interest,  for  it  was  exhibited  by 
Ylr.  Watts  at  the  Academy  as  long  ago  as  1837. 
There  are  few  artists  who  have  had  a  career  of  more 
than  half  a  century  and  kept  their  style  and  vigour 
unimpaired. 

It  is  so  seldom  that  Mr.  Alma-Tadema  leaves  the 
Held  which  he  has  made  his  own  that  his  contrilm- 
tions  to  the  New  Gallery  are  more  than  welcome. 
His  three  portraits,  especially  that  of  JM.  de  Soria, 
have  much  distinction  and  charm  of  eolonr,  and  bear 
the  impress  of  the  painter’s  individuality.  “A 
Favourite  Author”  exhibits  all  the  refinement  of 
arrangement  and  technique  which  is  never  absent 
from  Air.  Tadema’s  work,  but  affords  little  opportu¬ 
nity  for  freshness  of  treatment.  Air.  Poynter,  too, 
in  his  “  Roman  Boat-race,”  gets  his  inspiration  from 
classical  literature,  and  has  succeeded  entirely,  as  far 
as  design  is  concerned.  None  of  the  artists  whose 
aim  is  ei^nscioiisly  mediaeval,  and  who  some  years 
at'’o  cave  the  Grosvenor  its  distinctive  character,  ex- 
hibit  works  which  will  linger  in  the  memory  as  rich 
masses  of  colour  or  fine  pieces  of  decoration.  Of 
this  school  Air.  Strudwick  is  the  most  accomplished 
member,  but  his  “  Ramparts  of  God’s  House,”  the 
subject  of  which  was  no  doubt  suggested  by  Ros¬ 
setti’s  “  Blessed  Damosel,”  is  not  a  good  specimen 
of  his  art.  There  is  a  wide  gulf  between  the  pleasant 
convention  of  this  group  of  artists  and  the  strong 
realism  of  Air.  Arthur  Ijemon  and  Air.  .7.  AI.  Swan. 
These  painters  never  lose  sight  of  pictorial  effect,  but 
above  all  they  achieve  truthfulness  of  tone.  Nothing 
could  be  more  admirable  than  the  open-air  effect  of 
Air.  Lemon’s  “  Alidday  Bath.”  The  materials  of  the 
])icture  are  very  simple ;  it  represents  three  horses 
in  the  water,  with  a  naked  boy  on  the  back  of  one 
of  them.  ATt  the  composition  is  so  masterly,  the 
sunlight  is  so  unerringly  indicated,  and  the  whole  is 
painted  with  such  firmness  and  conviction,  that  we 
are  almost  ready  to  accept  it  as  a  master])iece.  No 
less  remarkable  as  a  result  of  study  and  observation 
is  Air.  J.  AI.  Swan’s  “Polar  Bears.”  The  artist  has 
snl)tly  contrived  to  give  the  idea  of  wetness,  and 
the  bears  are  not  poised  in  the  water;  they  are  really 
swdmming. 


In  portraiture  the  New  Gallery  is  immensely 
strong.  Alueh — but  not  too  much — has  been  said  in 
praise  of  Air.  J.  S.  Sargent’s  “  Aliss  Ellen  Teriy  as 
Lady  Alacbeth.”  No  portrait  has  been  exhibited 
for  some  years  which  excels  this  in  granileur  of  pose, 
fineness  of  modelling,  and  magnificence  of  eolonr. 
The  long  green  sleeves,  the  robe  gorgeous  with 
beetle-wings,  and  the  rich  blue  gronml,  indeed,  pro¬ 
duce  an  impressive  effect.  There  is,  perhaps,  a  too 
obtrusive  attempt  at  decoration  in  Air.  Sargent’s 
work,  yet  no  picture  of  the  “aesthetic”  school  that 
we  have  ever  seen  has  so  certainly  displayed  the 
decorative  instiirct  as  this  noble  jiortrait.  Above  all 
it  is  a  fine  design — a  gorgeous  pattern  in  blue  and 
gold  and  green.  Then  there  is  Air.  Arthur  Alelvillc’s 
“  Airs.  Sanderson  and  Daughter,”  an  artistically-con¬ 
ceived,  low-toned  group,  to  which  the  Elon.  .Tohn 
Collier’s  able  “  Purtraits  of  Airs.  Harold  Roller  and 
.Joyce  Collier”  forms  an  interesting  contrast,  both 
in  colour  and  treatment.  Air.  II.  H.  La  Thangne’s 
“  Portrait  of  Airs.  Tom  Alitchell,”  a  study  by  lamp¬ 
light,  is  a  strong,  vigorously-handled  piece  of  work  ; 
and  there  are  excellent  works  by  Air.  .1.  .1.  Shannon 
(whose  “  Portrait  of  Airs.  Sidgwick  ”  is  particularly 
good)  and  Air.  II.  G.  Herkomer.  The  reputation  of 
Air.  E.  A.  \Vard  will  not  be  increased  this  year.  AVe 
can  only  regard  his  “  Right  Hon.  J.  Chamberlain, 
AI.P.,”  as  a  serious  libel  on  that  politician.  Air. 
W.  B.  Richmond’s  “  Death  of  Ulysses”  is  a  work  of 
infinite  thought,  intended  to  compress  into  a  single 
scene  of  great  and  touching  simplicity  the  whole  life 
and  character  of  the  hero.  In  loftiness  of  aim  Air. 
Richmond  is  a  worthy  discii)le  of  Air.  AVatts. 

Nor  is  there  any  dearth  of  good  landscapes  at 
the  New  Gallery.  Air.  Adrian  Stokes’s  “A¥et  AVest 
AA^ind  ”  is  wonderfully  truthful  and  unaffected.  AA’e 
have  seldom  seen  better Work  by  AIis  David  Alurray 
than  the  two  canvases  which  he  exhibits  here. 
Charmingly  decorative  and  cool  in  colour  are  the 
pictures  by  Alessrs.  Peppercorn,  Hennessey,  and 
Homer  AA^atson ;  while  Alessrs.  Alark  Fisher,  J. 
A¥.  North,  Bloomer,  Parsons,  Alesdag,  East,  and 
A¥imperis,  are  adequately  represented.  One  of  the 
few  attempts  we  have  observed  this  year  to  catch 
the  style  of  Claude  Alonet  is  to  be  found  in  Air. 
Edward  Stott’s  “  Nature’s  Mirror.”  Space  will  only 
allow  us  to  refer  to  the  intensely  classical  and  re¬ 
fined  landscapes  of  Professor  Legros. 

Llpstairs  are  to  be  seen  an  interesting  collection 
of  silver-points  and  pencil  drawings.  Among  these 
are  a  large  number  of  studies  by  Air.  Burne-Jones 
for  a  picture  of  “  Avalon,”  a  series  of  portraits  in 
silver-point  by  Professor  Legros,  and  some  portrait 
sketches  by  Air.  Rudolf  Lehmann,  which  are  tech¬ 
nically  not  so  complete  as  the  others,  but  are  inter¬ 
esting  on  account  of  their  subjects. 
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THE  GROSVENOR  GALLERY. 

Tliere  are  few  distinguishing  characteristics  of 
the  Grosvenor  Gallery  of  this  year.  If  there  are 
no  masterpieces  on  the  walls  which  at  once  compel 
our  attentioig  there  are  few  instances  of  amateurish- 


they  do  at  Burlington  House  itself.  Gf  the  Acade¬ 
micians,  Sir  J.  E.  Millais,  Mr.  Briton  Riviere,  and 
Mr.  Goodall  are  represented,  hut  it  is  not  in  the 
work  of  these  artists  that  the  sti’ength  of  the  exhi¬ 
bition  lies.  Sir  John  Millais^  “Shelling  Peas’'’  is  not 


PAULINE  IN  “  THE  LADY  OF  LYONS  :  ”  A  POETRAIT. 
(From  the  Picture  hy  G.  P.  Jacotnh-Hood  in  the  Grosvenor  Gallery.) 


ness.  Nor  can  the  Grosvenor  be  said  to  illustrate 
in  any  special  direction  the  strength  or  weakness 
of  the  British  sehool.  Absolute  catholicity  has  been 
shown  in  the  selection  of  pictures,  and  canvases 
by  the  most  inveterate  of  Academicians  hang  side 
by  side  with  those  of  the  younger  school,  just  as 


one  of  his  happiest  efforts,  and  though  it  is  painted 
with  ease  and  energy,  we  cannot  get  over  the  fact 
that  the  colour  is  not  pleasant  throughout.  It  is 
an  achievement  to  have  given  a  fresh  inter2:)retation 
to  the  legend  of  Prometheus,  and  this  Mr.  Briton 
Riviere  has  succeeded  in  doing;  but  the  execution  of 
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tlie  ])ieturo  is  not  ndeqiuite,  and  its  nionotonv  rol)S  it 
of  interest.  iNlr.  Swan,  wliose  work  at  the  Academy 
and  the  New  (ialleiy  we  luive  already  mentioned, 
sends  a  study  of  a  dead  lion  to  the  (irosvenor.  “  A 
Fallen  IMonareh,”  as  the  jMelnre  is  called,  shows  the 
conscientious  realism  and  quiet  force  which  mark  all 


and  greens  which  are  frankly  distre.ssinoq  and  are 
fortunatel}'  not  often  to  he  observed  in  nature.  II  is 
“  Landscape, which  is  conceived  in  a  sturdy  old- 
fashioiied  spirit,  and  ]iainted  with  rare  energ-y,  is 
ruiiK'd  h\'  its  startling  o-u'ishness.  l\)o  many  ‘Mow 
tones  and  “  g'rey  skies”  are  apt  to  produce  a  re- 


THE  FISHEEMAM. 

(From  the  Picture  hti  77.  S.  Tiil.°,  iu  the  Oroifivnor  (taUerii.) 


IVIr.  Swan’s  work  ;  yet  it  has  not  the  power,  the 
]ioetiy,  or  the  impressiveness  of  the  “  Prodigal  Son,” 
or  the  undoubted  convincingness  of  the  “  Polar  Bear.s.” 
A  thoroughly  healthy  and  genuine  ]iieee  of  work  is 
INfr.  Clausen’s  ‘’‘'Ploughing,”  which  was  evidently 
inspired  and  studied  out  of  doors.  The  draughts¬ 
manship  and  colour  are  sincere  and  truthful,  and 
the  picture  suggests  to  us,  as  no  doubt  INfr.  Clausen 
intended  it  should,  the  work  of  Bastien-Lepage. 
Similar  in  its  naturalistic  aim  is  Mr.  Fred  Brown’s 
“  Suffolk  Fisher  Boy,”  which  is  admiraldy  modelled 
and  harmonious  in  colour.  Amon<>'  other  iigure- 
pictures  we  may  mention  a  very  powerful  piece  of 
impressionism  by  Mr.  Melville,  called  “Laban;”  a 
well-drawn  hut  somewhat  sentimental  figure  of  Hetty 
Sorrel,  by  the  lion.  John  Collier;  and  an  extremely 
dexterous  and  dainty  canvas  by  iMr.  Jan  van  Beers,  en¬ 
titled  “  Le  Prie-Hieu  Im])rovise.”  The  development 
of  the  style  of  iMr.  J.  R.  Reid  has  been  an  inter¬ 
esting  study.  He  has  every  yw-ar  approached  more 
nearly  to  crudeness  and  harshness  of  colour,  and  he 
has  at  last  succeeded  in  producing  scarlets,  blues, 


action,  and  this  reaction  of  Mr.  Reid’s  is  assuredly  the 
most  striking  and  threatening  of  all. 

Among  the  p)ortrait-painter3  Mr.  J.  J.  Shannon 
has  perha])s  the  first  claim  on  our  attention.  JVe 
are  afraid  that  his  works  at  the  Grosvenor  will 
scarcely  add  to  his  reputation.  He  exhibits  nothing 
this  year  as  good  artistically  as  his  “  Myrrah  ”  and 
“Miss  Mhlliamson”  of  last.  He  shows  signs  of 
sacrificing  breadth  to  smoothness  and  prettiness  of 
effect.  And  yet  he  has  not  lost  his  skill  of  expres¬ 
sion  or  his  happ)y  knack  c)f  giving  his  models  graceful 
poses,  and  he  almost  always  succeeds  in  making  an 
attractive  picture.  Of  Mr.  Llewellyn’s  two  portraits, 
that  of  Miss  Clare  Wright  is  the  more  satisfactory. 
This  is  an  arrangement  in  green — a  repetition  of  his 
last  year’s  pastel — and  were  it  not  for  the  imjn-ession 
which  it  gives  that  the  artist  is  unduly  straining 
after  effect,  it  might  be  accounted  a  complete  success. 
Mr.  Pettie’s  “Mr.  Rider  Haggard”  presents  a  some- 
wduit  superficial,  sentimental  resemidanee  to  the  sitter, 
but  we  can  hardly  aece])t  the  projiriety  of  the  flesh- 
tints  ;  but  his  “  Study  of  a  Head,”  conceived  in  the 
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maimer  o£  Rubens^  is  carried  out  with  a  vigour,  a 
“  bigness,^^  and  dashing  skill  that  constitutes  it  one 
of  the  very  tinest  products  of  his  brush.  Mr.  W.  M. 
Loudan’s  “  Gladys'”  is  cool  and  reliued  in  colour,  and 
tpiite  unaffected  in  pose  and  arrangement.  Painted 
without  inannerisui  oi’  preleiicc  is  INIr.  Logsdail’s 
“Frederick  A^illiers,  Escp,”  a  sound  and  faithful 
likeness  of  the  great  war-correspondent.  In  this 
portrait  immense  care  has  been  spent  upon  the  acces¬ 
sories,  and  the  result  must  he  confessed  to  he  some¬ 
what  distracting.  It  is  no  inconsiderable  part  of  the 
artisCs  work  to  know  what  to  leave  out,  and  Mr. 
Logsdail  does  not  seem  to  have  quite  realised  how 
important  is  the  suppression  of  details.  There  is 
a  good  deal  of  force  and  dignity  in  Mr.  Vereker 
Hamilton's  “  The  Fencer ;  ”  and  Mr.  Margetson's 
“  Miss  Ellen  Terry,'”  which  shows  us  the  celebrated 
actress  in  the  sleep-walking  scene  in  “Macbeth,"  is  a 


Jacomh-llood,  Bigland,  and  Skipworth.  The  last- 
named  is  very  adroit,  very  chic  and,  we  are  afraid  we 
must  add,  somewhat  vulgar. 

S]»acc  will  only  allow  ns  to  direct  the  reader’s 
attention  to  a  few  of  tlie  really  adiuirahle  landscapes 
to  he  seen  at  the  Grosvenor  Gallery.  The  impres¬ 
sionists  arc  very  well  represented,  Messrs.  Noble, 
Roche,  and  Paterson  all  sending  (horoughly  eharac- 
terislic  canvases.  ]\lr.  Mnhrinan’s  low-toned  land¬ 
scapes  arc  broad  and  interesting  in  treatment,  while 
Mr.  Hennessey  has  seldom  painted  better  pictures 
than  those  which  he  exhibits  here.  M  e  have  no¬ 
thing  hut  })raise  for  Mr.  Arthur  Tomson’s  “  Dawn, 
Pieardy,”  which  is  distinguished  for  realism  of  tone 
and  decorative  feeling.  Among  the  works  of  those 
who  adhere  to  an  older  method  of  landscape  must 
he  mentioned  Mr.  Keeley  Halswelle’s  ])icture  of  the 
“Blasted  Heath”  and  Mr.  MacMdiirter’s  vigorous 


luthee’s  absteaction. 

(From  the  Drawing  by  C.  Gregory  in  the  Exhibition  of  the  Royal  Society  of  Painters  in  Water  Colour.  Engraved  by  C.  Carter.) 


conscientious  hut  somewhat  disappointing-  work.  In  Weird  Sisters.”  Excellent  work,  too,  is  eontrihuted 
addition  to  those  we  have  mentioned  there  are  por-  by  Messrs.  J.  B.  Knight,  Percy  Belgrave,  M’aterlow, 
traits  of  more  or  less  interest  by  Sir  J.  E.  Millais,  Hook,  Llewellyn,  Boughton,  Brangwyn,  and  Mark 
Mrs.  Mkiller,  and  Messrs.  S.  J.  Solomon,  Thaddens,  Fisher. 
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THE  ROYAL  SOCIETY  OF  PAINTERS  IN 
WATER  COLOUR. 

It  is  a  constant  boast  tliat  in  water-colon i-  at 
least  the  English  school  o£  to-day  is  iiulependent  ol 
foreigai  intinence,  and  has  achieved  a  success  which 
may  be  regarded  as  a  national  triumph.  So  often 
has  this  boast  been  expressed  that  it  may  be  heretical 
to  doubt  whether  it  is  jiistiHed.  Hut  the  exhibition 
of  the  Old  A\'ater  Cnhmr  So<aeiy  eert;iinly  gives  us 
some  ground  for  taking  a  gloomy  view  of  the  case. 
Every  year  the  same  men  send  the  same  i)ictures, 
until  we  confess  ourselves  a  little  wearied  with  the 
monotonous  jirettiuess  and  uniform  smoothness  of  the 
exhibition.  Resides,  the  collection  of  Dutch  water- 
ca)lours  which  has  recently  been  seen  in  London  has 
])roved  that  much  more  may  be  accomplished  in  this 
delightful  medium  if  it  is  only  handled  with  vigour 
and  freshness.  Indeed,  we  believe  that  if  the  English 
painters  in  water-colour  are  to  retain  the  high  position 
which  once  they  held,  they  must  not  be  satisfied  with 
their  old  models  and  their  old  mannerisms,  but  they 
must  return  once  more  to  the  study  of  nature  on  the 
one  hand,  and  on  the  other  to  learn  if  the  modern 
schools  of  Holland  and  France  have  nothing  to  teach 
them.  In  the  present  exhihition  in  Fall  Mall,  there 
is  very  little  that  we  have  not  seen  before.  If  we 
accejit  the  Hritish  convention,  the  standard  of  excel¬ 
lence  may  be  said  to  be  high ;  but  if  we  look  for 
freshness  of  treatment  and  line  pictorial  elfect,  it 
is  only  in  a  very  few  drawings  that  we  shall  liud  it. 

e  are  glad  to  see  the  veteran  Sir  John  Gilbert  exhi¬ 
biting  SI)  energetic  a  piece  of  work  as  the  “Charcoal 
Hurners.^’  Here  there  is  an  honest  attempt  at  gran¬ 
deur  of  comjiosition,  at  something  more  than  the 
riiiickiiig  smoothness  which  so  many  water-colour 
jiainters  affect.  Admirable,  too,  are  Mr.  Arthur  IMel- 
ville’s  drawings.  This  accomjilished  artist,  who  is 
a  member  of  the  modern  Scotch  sclioul,  contributes 
the  linest  work  in  the  exhibition.  His  treatment  is 
alwavs  broad  ;  he  knows  precisely  what  to  omit  from 
his  compositions,  what  to  insist  upon  with  precision 
and  definiteness.  There  is  nothing  superfluous  in  his 
“Fete  of  the  Dosseh /•’  the  massing  of  the  crowds 
is  managed  with  the  utmost  skill,  the  general  effect 
is  ])ictures(pie,  and  the  drawing  gives  an  unerring 
impression  of  Eastern  life  and  colour.  A  comparison 
of  this  drawing  with  ]Mr.  Robertson’s  “  La  Douleur 
du  Facha  ”  will  show  at  once  the  differences  which 
exist  between  the  modern  and  old-fashioned  styles  of 
water-colour.  Mr.  Robertson’s  picture  is  an  adequate 
representation  of  a  Facha  who  grieves  because  “  son 
tigre  de  Nubie  cst  inort.”  It  will  be  noticed  that  in 
this  latter  drawing  there  is  no  mystery ;  nothing  is 
left  to  the  imagination,  nor  are  we  given  the  oppor¬ 
tunity  of  supplying  ourselves  the  sense  of  truth  the 
artist  has  omitted ;  all  details  have  an  equal  impor¬ 


tance,  and  the  result  is  that  the  composition  lacks  in¬ 
terest.  In  balancing  the  merits  of  these  two  artists, 
there  can  be  no  doubt  how  great  is  the  advantage  on 
the  side  of  Air.  Alelville.  There  is  little  to  note  in  the 
drawings  of  Mr.  Herbert  Marshall,  who  continues  to 
paint  the  streets  of  London  with  a  certain  sujierficial 
accuracy  and  a  pronounced  mannerism.  AVe  never 
fail  to  recognise  the  locality  which  he  sets  before  us, 
but  we  are  conscious  of  an  entire  absence  of  ])icto- 
rial  quality.  Far  better  is  the  woik  of  Mr.  Albert 
Goodwin,  who,  if  his  conce])tion  does  sometimes  out¬ 
strip  his  execution,  has  at  least  a  rich  and  vai'ied 
vein  of  imagination.  The  view  of  “Windsor  Castle,” 
by  ]Mr.  Alfred  Hunt,  is  an  exceptionall v  fine  work, 
standing-  out  from  its  surroundings  in  an  unmis¬ 
takable  manner.  Objection  may  be  taken  by  some 
to  the  j)oint  of  view  from  which  it  has  been  drawn 
— entirely  original  though  it  is — for  it  robs  the 
venerable  ])ile  of  .some  of  the  i)icturesqneness  of  its 
outline.  But  there  can  be  no  doubt  as  to  the 
technical  qualities  of  the  picture,  and  the  subtletv 
with  which  the  atmospheric  effect  has  been  ren¬ 
dered.  The  best  of  the  I'emaining  lantlscaj)es  are 
by  Aliss  Clara  Montalba,  and  Alessrs.  Henry  Aloore, 
David  Alurray,  J.  W.  North,  R.  W.  Allan,  and  Tom 
Lloyd.  For  the  rest,  there  are  two  of  IMr.  Crane’s  de¬ 
lightful  ])ieces  of  decoration,  and  a  very  strong-  draw¬ 
ing  by  Air.  G.  Clau.sen  entitled  “Crow  Starving.” 

THE  ROYAL  SOCIETY  OF  BRITISH  ARTISTS. 

The  Royal  Society  of  British  Artists  has  lost 
something  of  its  right  to  exist.  It  re2)resents  no 
school,  no  artistic  movement.  Its  members  have  no 
aims  in  common  ;  they  have  come  together  fortui¬ 
tously,  and  each  docs  his  own  work  in  his  own  way, 
without  a  thought  of  the  Society  in  whose  galleries 
he  exhibits  his  pictures.  And  therefore  the  Suffolk 
Street  Society  cannot  have  the  artistic  interest  which 
once  it  had,  and  which  the  New  English  Art  Club 
may  still  be  said  to  possess  —  that  of  representing 
a  distinct  aim  and  school,  be  the  end  right  or 
wrong.  For  all  that,  there  is  a  considerable  amount 
of  good  work  in  Air.  Bayliss’s  exhibition,  though 
it  must  be  confessed  that  dull  rnediocritj'  prevails. 
Mr.  Hubert  A^os  is  undoubtedly  the  main  support 
of  the  Society,  and  it  is  to  his  six  pictures  that 
the  interest  of  the  exhibition  is  chiefly  due.  There 
is  an  unmannered  catholicity  about  Mr.  A^os,  a  de¬ 
termination  to  tackle  all  subjects  which  come  in  his 
way,  and  this  has  saved  him  from  narrowing  down 
his  energies  to  the  representation  of  one  subject,  one 
effect  of  light  and  shade.  This  year  he  has  at  SulTolk 
Street  a  spirited  portrait  in  ])aste],  two  admirable  in¬ 
teriors,  a  couple  of  landscajies  (one  of  which,  “The 
Old  Fountain,  St.  Cloud,”  is  so  badly  hung  as  to 
be  practically  invisible),  and  a  large  composition 
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entitled  “  Les  Pauvres  Gens.”  This  last  is  in  very 
low  tones,  and  is  suggestive  of  the  work  of  Israels. 
It  presents  a  tragic  i)icture  of  domestic  misery,  and 
the  colour  and  treatment  arc  entirely  in  keeping 
with  the  subject.  Mr.  Wyke  Bayliss,  the  President, 


give  his  model  a  rest,  is  a  broad  and  energetic 
piece  of  work,  and  decidedly  good  in  colour.  Among 
the  landscapes  are  some  excellent  works  by  Messrs. 
Percy  Belgrave,  Brangwyn,  Ayerst  Ingram,  Nelson 
Dawson,  Poole,  Bromley,  and  others.  The  only 


LES  PAXrV’EES  GENS. 

(From  the  Picture  by  Hubert  Vos,  exhibited  at  the  Royal  Society  of  British  Artists.  Engraved  by  C.  Carter.) 


sends  more  studies  of  cathedrals.  His  mastery  of 
architectural  detail  and  his  method  of  painting  are 
so  well  known  that  we  need  not  enlarge  upon  them 
here.  There  is  style  and  strength  in  Air.  Dudley 
Hardy’s  two  small  canvases  ;  his  “  Idle  Moments,” 
which  represents  an  artist  pausing  in  his  work  to 


noticeable  piece  of  sculpture  at  Suffolk  Street  is  Air. 
Tinworth’s  “  Prodigal  Son.”  We  confess  to  having 
no  sympathy  whatever  with  this  kind  of  work.  The 
presence  of  an  uncouth  Puritanical  humour  does 
not  atone  for  the  absence  of  every  shred  of  artistic 
cpiality. 


- — — — - 

“A  PASSING  SALUTE.” 

Painted  by  Tom  Graham.  Etched  by  A.  Masse  and  A.  Withers. 


R.  THOAIAS  GRAHAM — or  Tom  Graham  as 
he  is  generally  called — is  a  prominent  member 
of  the  vigorous  band  that  travelled  to  London  from 
Scotland  some  years  ago  to  reinforce  the  English 
school  of  landscape,  and  infuse  into  it  the  freshness 
and  breeziness  that  form  the  chief  characteristics  of 
his  work.  Besides  being  a  facile  draughtsman  and 
an  artist  full  of  the  traditional  sentiment  of  his  race. 
Air.  Graham  is  a  born  colourist.  Not  that  his  colour 
is  over-effective,  or  ‘^screaming;”  but  his  pictures 
are  distinguished  by  a  quiet  strength  and  a  rich 
harmony  that  not  infrequently  are  death  to  their 
neighbours  on  the  exhibition  walls.  Among  the  early 


works  that  attracted  attention  were  “  The  Dominie,'” 
^^The  Laird'’s  Pew,”  and  ‘^The  Gypsy’s  Last  Halt” 
— the  latter  being  selected  as  one  of  the  representa¬ 
tive  British  works  for  the  Paris  Exhibition  of  1878. 

In  “  A  Passing  Salute  ”  Air.  Graham  has  placed 
upon  canvas  one  of  the  scenes  he  has  witnessed  per¬ 
haps  a  hundred  times  during  his  holiday  rambles  in 
search  of  rest  and  inspiration.  The  sentiment  of  the 
picture  has  been  well  caught  by  Al.  A.  Alasse  and  Air. 
A.  WAthers,  but  it  is  not  a  little  interesting  to  see 
that  it  is  not  without  difficulty  that,  skilled  as  they 
are,  they  have  translated  with  the  etching-needle  the 
drawing  and  the  atmosphere  of  the  original  picture. 
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ART  FOR  THE  VILLA. 

JiY  GEORGE  IMOOUE. 


EFDALISM  is  extinct,  war  is  less 
fre([uent,  |>alaees  are  (lisa[»peaiing, 
and  a  new  ideal,  exelnsively  utili¬ 
tarian,  mildly  artistic,  concerned 
wliollv  with  the  interests  of  home- 
life,  is  growing  up  and  becoming 
national.  T  do  not  invite  resistance,  but  acceptance 
— artistic  acceptance  of  the  spirit  of  villa  life  which 
is  moulding  the  destinies  of  the  twentieth  century. 

(’onstituting  myself  exponent  ancl  advocate  of  the 
wants  of  the  artistic  villa,  I  ask  my  readers  to  con¬ 
sider  if  a  room  decorated  with  plates,  etchings,  draw¬ 
ings,  &c.,  is  not  [)leasanter  and  prettier  than  a  room 
luing  with  oil  pictures.  That  large  subject-pictures 
in  heavy  gold  frames  are  beginning  to  be  deemed  a 
bore,  I  am  disposed  to  think ;  but  although  there  is 
certainly  much  vague  feeling  in  the  air  for  lighter 
forms  of  decoration,  little  has  heen  evolved  out  of 
•reneral  sensation  into  definite  idea  and  distinct  ex- 

o 

pression.  Tradition  grips  firmly,  and  many  would  fear 
to  admit  that  they  preferred  etchings  on  their  walls 
to  oil  paintings;  others  probably  think  that  if  they 
could  exchange  their  hundred-pound  landscape  by 
Frown,  and  their  liundrcd-and-tifty-pound  cattle-])iece 
by  .Tones,  for  a  couple  of  two-thousand-pound  juctures 
l)y  Mr.  Tadema  and  hfr.  Orehardson,  that  all  wouhl 
be  well.  All  would  not.  be  well.  The  villa  owners 
might  hang  Raphaels  and  Ijeonardos,  and  still  find 
that  etchings,  china,  and  drawings  wen'  jileasa.nler 
to  live  with.  A  bon  in  an  Afih'an  forest  is  a  nobfi^ 
and  picture.srjue  animal,  but  a  lion,  even  if  he  be  kept 
on  a  chain,  is  inconvenient  and  di.sagreeable  in  a 
back  garden  ;  and  for  continuous  unpleasantness  I 
am  convinced  that  the  Mona  Lisa  in  the  drawing¬ 
room  would  run  the  lion  in  the  back  garden  a  close 
race. 

We  do  not  want  great  ideas  thrust  into  our  little 
homes.  That  mysterious  ever-smiling  female, — a 
hesitating  smile  that  starts  someone  from  the  family 
hearth-rug'  to  slice  her  dinprled  olieeKs  with  the 
carving-knife.  Imagine  the  fulgurant  glories  of 
the  Ariadne  for  ever  spreading  golden  ideas  in 
the  parlour.  That  homely  room  would  speedily 
Vjecome  uninhabited,  and  if  the  exigencies  of 
family  life  did  not  permit  of  its  complete  abandon¬ 
ment,  we  should  read  of  death  resulting  from  au 
over-dose  of  Titians,  and  suicide  conse([uent  upon 
an  obsession  of  Da  Vinci.  AVho  would  bear  with 
life  were  they  forced  to  live  in  front  of  a  perjietual 
performance  of  “Hamlet^’’  or  ‘‘Tristan  und  Isolde '’V 


To  witness  tragedy  or  opera  at  undetermined  in¬ 
tervals,  to  raise  the  eyes  on  a  winter’s  evening'  from 
a  page  of  De  Quincey  and  dream  over  one  or  the 
other,  is  the  rarest  of  delights.  To  pass  from  the 
noise  and  clamour  of  public  ways  through  the  swing 
doors  of  the  National  Gallery,  to  feel  the  soul 
[low  into  the  golden  sjiaees,  to  feed  the  eyes  on 
the  miraculous  poise  of  body,  is  more  than  mere 
pleasure,  it  is  enchantment  that  lingers  when  you 
have  again  entered  the  tedious  routine  of  daily  ex¬ 
istence;  but  who  would  choose  to  eat  their  daily 
dinner  beneath  such  a  picture?  A  great  picture  is 
out  of  ])laee  in  a  private  house.  Tapestry,  mirrors, 
marbles,  all  sensuous  ornamentation,  gently  rests  or 
gently  stimulates  the  fancy ;  a  great  picture  demands 
the  soul,  the  entire  soul,  and  in  return  it  gives  ah- 
solute  annihilation  of  p)ast  and  future,  creating  a 
momentary  but  ecstatic  present.  In  a  jn'ivate  house 
a  great  picture  may  even  fail  to  impress  ;  it  retpiires 
the  lofty  light  and  peace  of  the  gallery,  as  the  alba¬ 
tross  requires  the  boundless  ocean.  Upon  deck  the 
bird  is  ungainly,  and,  as  Baudelaire  says,  the  sailors 
tease  it  with  their  .short  ])ipes.  lii  a  house  where 
I  am  .sometimes  asked  to  balls,  there  are  a  large 
Turner  and  a  large  Constable.  Perhaps  both  are 
inferior  specimens  ;  it  may  he  my  mind  was  distracted 
1)V  the  dilliculry  of  helping  ladies  to  select  from  a 

various  and  conqilieated  iiieiiii,  ma.yhe - we  will 

not  pursue  the  analysis  any  further.  Certain  it  is 
that  neither  [licture  ever  caused  me  a  thrill;  I  saw 
them  without  seeing  them,  and  it  is  perhaps  per¬ 
tinent  to  add  that  out  of  the  hundreds  who  throng 

that  supper-room  on  the  nights  of  Lady  - -’s  balls, 

1  never  noticed  that  anyone  even  attempted  to  enjoy 
either.  Now  if  a  jiicturc  fails  to  impress,  it  fulfils  no 
juirpose  ;  for  1  am  surely  venting  no  paradox  if  I  say 
that,  considen'd  merely  as  material,  the  ugliest  chair 
the  Tottenham  Court  Road  ever  brought  forth  is 
beaut  iful  compared  with  a  gold  frame  enclosing  a  piece 
of  coloured  canvas.  Let  us  pause  here  for  a  moment 
— only  for  a  moment — to  consider  the  effect  that  any 
one  of  Mr.  Ijong’s  annual  rows  of  Egyptians  and 
mummies,  viewed  from  the  point  of  view  of  house 
decoration,  would  have  in  our  dining-rooms,  and,  lest 
Mr.  Long  should  think  I  am  treating  him  unfairly, 
I  will  add  in  our  drawing-rooms,  or  indeed  in  any 
room,  from  the  attics  to  the  cellars. 

It  may  be  argued  that  those  who  buy  expen¬ 
sive  oil  paintings,  though  they  represent  nymphs  or 
mummies,  though  they  be  bad  or  good,  have  jrrivate 
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giillenos  to  liiin^  tliein  in.  This  is  not  tlie  case ; 
those  who  hny  pictures  hang  them  in  their  dining¬ 
rooms  and  drawing-rooms.  There  are  not  a  dozen 
private  modern  picture-galleries  in  Loudon.  A  private 
picture-gallery  is  a  monstrous  and  ridiculous  anomaly 
which  no  one  would  build  but  a  retired  cheesemonger, 
and  which  no  one  could  at  all  bear  with  except  a 
duke  who  spent  the  greater  part  of  his  time  abroad. 
A  private  picture-gallery  is  a  room  fifty  feet  long 
with  an  oak  floor  and  some  chairs  and  an  ottoman 
— a  something  which  jars  the  harmony  of  the  rest 
of  the  house,  reminding  you  disagreeably  of  an  hotel 
sitting-room.  How  often  does  the  owner  walk  into 
this  ugly  and  solitary  place,  and,  standing  with  his 
hands  behind  his  back,  look  at  his  favourite  Gains¬ 
borough?  You  cannot  sit  and  talk  beneath  a  great 
picture ;  so  a  jDrivate  picture-gallery  would  not  be  a 
suitable  place  to  bring  your  guests  after  dinner; 
nor  would  a  private  picture-gallery  prove  a  perfect 
place  even  to  give  a  dance  in.  The  owner  would 
surely  be  asked  to  remove  his  pictures  so  that 
the  dancers  might  lean  with  greater  comfort  against 
the  walls. 

I  have  never  seen  a  private  sculpture  gallery, 
but  I  have  seen  halls  and  vestibules  filled  with 
groups  and  single  figures  in  white  marble.  A  re¬ 
plica  of  Gibson’s  “  Venus  ”  stands  in  a  house  I  used 
to  visit  when  I  was  a  boy.  Nor  have  I  forgotten 
the  effect  of  this  statue  seen  against  an  adjacent 
book-case,  and  lighted  by  a  moderator  lamp.  To 
discuss  the  possibility  of  possessing  good  sculpture, 
when  only  some  two  or  three  pieces  of  passable 
sculpture  are  produced  yearly,  would  be  futile;  and 
it  will  suffice  for  my  purpose  to  call  attention  to 
the  fact  that  if  large  subject-pictures  in  gold  frames 
jar  the  harmony  of  a  modern  room,  white  marble  is 
a  wholly  discordant  and  discrepant  note  in  modern 
decoration.  The  material  is  unsuitable.  And  this 
confronts  us  with  the  great  question :  Are  we 
learning  to  love  the  material  for  its  own  sake,  in¬ 
dependently  of  the  idea  expressed  in  the  material  ? 
This  is  the  root-idea  of  this  article.  The  rehahilitation 
of  the  artisan  in  art,  with  allusion  to  such  economic 
changes  as  will  simplify  the  subject-matter  of  pictures, 
and  reduce  their  dimensions  and  their  price,  is  sub¬ 
ordinate  to  and  dependent  upon  this  central  idea. 
Love  of  the  material  for  its  own  sake  is  observable 
in  modern  art,  and  this  movement  in  artistic  sen¬ 
sation  is  in  harmony  with — indeed,  is  consequent 
upon — the  social  tendencies  of  our  day.  Art  is 
looking  towards  the  far  East. 

This  truth  was  revealed  to  me  and  irnjiressed  upon 
me  in  a  novel  and  unexpected  manner  in  May  of  last 
year.  As  I  stood  rapt  in  admiration  of  Rodinas 
beautiful  bust,  I  heard  someone  close  to  me  and  just 
behind  me  say,  “  Michelange  k  la  eoule.^^  It  was 
594 


one  of  those  acute  criticisms  ])Ossiblc  to  no  one 
but  an  artist.  Turning,  I  met  the  eyes  of  a  sin¬ 
gularly  handsome  young  man.  He  was  well  dressed  ; 
and  yet  there  was  something  in  his  blue  cloth  jacket 
buttoned  across  the  throat,  in  his  manner  of  wearin£r 
it  (or  was  it  the  large  trousers,  cut  somewhat  after 
the  pattern  of  the  white  ducks  of  a  house-painter  ?J, 
that  suggested  the  artisan.  We  exchanged  a  few 
remarks,  and  then  he  told  me  he  was  a  sculptor. 
We  walked  about,  and  when  we  had  seen  all  the 
sculptui’e,  and  I  was  about  to  wish  him  good-day, 
he  said,  Would  you  care  to  see  some  .sculpture  of 
a  different  kind  ?  ....  A  young  friend  of 

mine,  a  provincial,  is  exhibiting  his  bronzes  in  Passy. 
He  will  not  exhibit  here;  he  finds  himself  out  of 
sympathy  with  all  this  Greek  tradition.  A  lady 
who  is  interested  in  his  woi’k  has  allowed  him  to  ex¬ 
hibit  his  bronzes  in  her  house.  If  you  have  nothing 
better  to  do  ?  ”  .  .  .  .  I  replied  that  I  was  in 

Paris  to  see  art ;  and  after  a  long  drive  we  arrived  at 
a  villa — a  real  French  villa;  that  is  to  say,  a  villa  full 
of  iron-work,  pink  silk,  tapestry,  carved  and  painted 
ceilings.  The  rooms  were  filled  with  some  thirty 
bronzes  and  various  models  in  wax.  They  produced 
in  me  that  shocked  sense  which  only  original  work 
produces.  My  young  friend  took  me  before  a  half- 
length  figure,  which  he  told  me  was  a  portrait  of  the 
sculptor.  It  represented  a  man  in  a  blouse.  One 
arm  was  stretched  forth — a  stiff  and  rigid  gesture — 
the  eyes  starred,  but  it  had  all  the  proud  and  lofty 
grandeur  of  an  Indian  god.  Impossible  not  to  be 
struck  by  the  blending  of  the  blouse  with  the 
pedestal,  by  the  naturalness  of  the  execution,  and  the 
independence  of  mind  displayed  in  the  treatment  of 
ev'ery  fold  ;  and  fascinated  by  the  novelty  of  the  work¬ 
manship,  I  did  not  then  perceive  that  the  original 
of  the  wax  model  was  standing  by  me.  Having 
introduced  me  to  the  lady  of  the  house,  he  said,  “  I 
must  leave  you  now.  I  will  meet  you  an  hour  hence 
at  the  Cafe  PEtoile.^^  I  promised  to  meet  him,  but 
broke  my  appointment.  I  never  met  him  again, 
and  only  heard  of  him  once  again.  An  appreciative 
article  by  Albert  ^Volff  in  the  Figaro  a  few  days 
after  told  me  his  name,  which  I  have  forgotten, 
but  I  have  not  forgotten  his  genius.  I  said  to 
myself,  “  This  young  man’s  art  is  Oriental,  not 
M^estern  ;  he  is  not  preoccupied  with  any  thought 
of  rendering  his  idea  of  innocence,  beauty,  voluptuous¬ 
ness,  &c.  ;  he  loves  the  material ;  the  bronze  is  as  dear 
to  him  as  to  a  Japanese.  He  is  not  a  man  who 
makes  a  design  in  clay  and  gives  it  to  a  workman  to 
execute  in  marble ;  he  has  made  it  all  with  his  own 
hands ;  he  is  the  artist-artisan.”  Then  I  smiled, 
thinking  how  the  man’s  inner  nature  was  revealed 
in  his  clothes.  This  man  ought  to  have  lived  in 
Florence  in  the  fifteenth  century.  This  man  had 
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evidently  said,  “  Marlilo  was  rig-lit  for  the  Greeks; 
they  had  blue  skies  ami  seas  to  see  it  upon ;  they 
liv'ed  in  the  open  air;  but  we  have  but  grey  skies, 
and  spend  three  parts  of  our  lives  within  doors  ;  we 
live  amid  upholstery  and  hangangs.  Bronze  and  wax 
are  therefore  the  suitable  materials  for  the  orna¬ 
mentation  of  our  houses.'’^ 

This  young  man  was  the  llrst  to  express  such 
beliefs  ;  but  these  thoughts  arc  in  the  air,  and  have 
been  fur  some  time,  and  are  still  seeking  expression. 

itness  the  exbiliition  of  the  Arts  and  Crafts  and 
-Mr.  Morris’s  writings.  IMr.  j'dorris’s  whole  working 
lile  is  a  vehement  exjiression  of  belief  in  the  re¬ 
habilitation  of  the  artisan  in  art;  and  that  means 
no  more  than  a  revival  of  the  love  of  the  material 
for  its  own  sake.  And  in  the  revival  of  this  an¬ 
cient  love  the  Royal  ^\^eademy  wilt  find  its  doom, 
d’he  protests  that  have  been  launched  against  this 
and  that  abuse  were  but  the  half-conscious  and 
incoherent  knowledge  of  imminent  and  inevitable 
revolution. 

The  unpleasantne.ss  of  living  with  a  great  ideal 
has  already  been  shown  ;  also  the  still  greater  un¬ 
pleasantness  of  living  with  large  canvases,  sucdi  as 
.Mr.  Long’s  mummies,  or  Jjady  Butler’s  soldiers;  and 
many — even  those  who  do  not  hold,  as  I  do,  that 
these  |uctures  are  merely  dreadfully  ugly  things — will 
agree  that  they  do  not  lend  themselves  to  any  scheme 
of  decoration,  and  could  not  for  ]‘>urely  decorative 
reasons  fail  to  prove  an  eyesore  in  any  drawing¬ 
room  or  dining-room.  And  having  carefully  con¬ 
sidered  the  advantag’es  of  not  possessing  large 
subject-pictures,  it  now  behoves  me  to  inquire  into 
the  relation  between  the  price  of  such  articles  of 
luxury — not  IMr.  Long’s  or  Lady  Butler’s  pictures, 
winch  cost  thousands  of  pounds,  Init  the  ordinary 
large  subject-picture.  “Louis  XIV.  receiving  his 
Court,”  three  feet  l)y  six,  hung  on  the  line  in 
the  Royal  Academy,  is  generally  priced  at  three 
hundred  or  four  hundred  pounds.  But  the  majority 
of  the  peojjle  we  know  spend  from  a.  thousand 
to  two  thousand  a  year;  and  how  can  he  whose 
income  is  two  thousand  a  year  spend  four  hun¬ 
dred  laounds  on  a  picture?  The  artist  cries,  “But 
my  ‘  Court  of  Louis  XIV.’  cost  me  three  hundred 
pounds  to  paint. — studio,  models,  costume,  a  journey 
to  Versailles,  &c.”  “  Very  likely  it  did,  my  good 

friend,  but  why  paint  pictures  which  cost  so  much 
to  paint?”  “I  must  paint  something;  what  shall 
I  paint?”  “  That’s  your  affair,  not  mine.  I  am  a 
critic  of  life  and  manners;  and  notice  there  is 
hardly  any  market,  and  soon  will  be  none  at  all,  for 
the  ‘carefully’  j)ainted  ‘Border  Foray,’  price  £400, 
and  the  ‘honestly’  painted  ‘Court  of  Louis  XIV.,’ 
jirice  LdOO.  I  tell  you  so ;  it  is  for  you  to  cut  your 
canvas  to  suit  the  civilisation  you  live  in.” 


Civilisation  is  destro^u'ng  palaces  and  building 
villas;  civilisation  is  stealing  away  from  })nblic  life 
and  fortif^'ing  itself  in  the  family  circle;  civilisation 
is  distributing  a  modicum  of  comfort  and  education, 
and  creating'  a  large  suburban  class  living  in  villas. 
These  jieople  demand  art — not  historical  art  in  heavy 
gold  frames,  but  pleasant  and  agreeable  art  that  will 
tit  their  rooms  and  match  their  furniture — art  that 
is  art — and,  above  all,  art  at  a  price  that  will  not 
disturb  too  violently  the  l)alance  of  tbeir  weekly  bills. 
’I'his  is  the  art  we  need,  and  this  is  ]n'ecisely  the  art  to 
the  production  of  which  few  have  turned  their  thoughts 
and  taste. — an  art  which  is  at  once  an  art  and  a  handi- 
cralt,  a  hybrid  between  the  picture  and  the  hibloi . 

This  is  an  age  of  hiblotn.  “Give  us  biblois,  ami 
w'e’ll  buy,”  cry  the  vdlas — “bibiols  varying  in  price 
from  ten  pounds  to  tifty.”  The which  is  at  once 
biblot  and  a  work  of  art  exists  or  has  existed  in 
Japan,  and  will  soon  become  a  natural  product  of 
English  life.  English  life  demands  it;  therefore  it 
shall  be,  and  tbe  artist  shall  become  the  artisan. 
From  the  artisan  he  came,  and  to  the  artisan  he  shall 
return.  From  Greece  man  started  on  his  pilgrim¬ 
age  in  quest  of  Idea.  lie  holds  the  sublime  flower 
withered  in  the  light  of  the  setting  sun,  and  he  must 
retrace  his  steps,  pass  the  Caucasian  Mountains,  and 
in  the  land  of  the  rising  sun,  amid  the  wisdom  of  the 
ancient  races,  learn  again  to  love  matter. 

The  Oriental  spirit,  introduced  into  our  Western 
art  greatly  through  the  medium  of  IMr.  Whistler, 
i’nade  itself  felt  by  rejection  of  subject,  the  picto- 
lial  setting  forth  of  a  fable,  the  representation  of  a 
human  passion  or  .sentiment,  by  reliance  on  the  har¬ 
monic  arrangement  of  tints  for  effect,  and  by  the 
introduction  of  the  artistic  scheme  of  the  picture 
into  the  frame,  which  had  hitherto  been  considered 
as  a  separable  thing.  Mr.  Whistler  was  among 
the  first  to  refuse  the  brightly-gilt  carving  of  the 
frame-maker,  and  institute  sweet  marriage  between 
paint  and  gilding.  What  wealth  of  design  this 
penson  has  rescued  from  the  Japanese  albums  1 
What  l)eauties  he  has  found  there,  what  genius 
he  has  ajipropriated  !  The  discoveries  he  made  in 
these  albums  are  alone  sufficient  to  establish  his 
claim  to  immortality.  As  he  pored  over  these 
precious  books,  he  must  have  often  felt  like  Cortez, 
“  silent  upon  a  peak  of  Darien ;  ”  he  must  have 
often  chuckled,  like  Blucher  when  he  was  shown 
London,  “AVhat  line  plunder!”  By  his  appropria¬ 
tion  of  Japanese  genius  XIr.  Whistler  indefinitely 
enlar<red  the  artistic  horizon,  and  formulated  the 
conditions  of  the  modern  movement  in  art — viz.,  the 
abolition  of  all  interests  except  colour  and  line  in 
painting,  and  the  theory  of  the  indissolubility  of  the 
frame  the  picture,  and,  I  may  add,  the  wall  on 
which  it  is  hung.  The  wave  pattern  and  the  check 
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pattern  discovered  by  him  we  meet  again  in  Mr. 
Menpes’s  frames — sometimes  in  tlieir  entirety,  some¬ 
times  in  many  beautiful  moditications.  Tliese  frames 
are  so  beautiful  in  themselves  that  the  etching  which 
they  are  intended  to  contain  is  almost  superlluous — the 
beauty  of  the  pattern,  of  the  gold,  of  the  copper  tint 
of  the  old  Dutch  etching-paper  laid  upon  the  sheet 
of  white  AVhatman,  is  enough;  without  delay  they 
can  be  hung  upon  the  walls,  and  in  due  course  the 
artist  will  introduce  some  slight  design,  an  excuse,  a 
pretext,  if  such  be  needed,  for  the  existence  of  the 
beautiful  frame. 

Honour  to  him  to  whom  lionour  is  due,  and  it 
is  to  Mr.  Whistler  more  than  to  Mr.  Albert  Moore 
to  whom  we  owe  this  fresh  impulse  in  art.  From 
him  it  sprang;  it  was  he  who  pointed  out  the 
way  the  art  of  the  century  would  have  to  ti'ead. 
But  though  he  made  and  pointed  out  the  way,  he 
has  not  walked  in  it.  Nor  could  it  be  otherwise; 
for  although  the  artist  is  the  child  and  thrall  of 
the  years  in  whieh  he  lives,  the  land  of  im¬ 
mortality,  which  genius  may  not  cpiit,  is  narrow, 
whereas  talent  by  its  very  nature  must  walk  in  vast 
districts,  temporal  and  circumstantial.  And  it  is  to 
the  talent  of  Mr.  Menpes  that  we  owe  the  first 
victory  of  the  a.Yt-biljlof.  Whether  Mr.  Menpes’s 
talent  will  develop  into  genius,  I  offer  no  opinion.  .1 
know  too  little  of  his  work,  even  if  I  were  otherwise 
qualified,  to  speak  on  this  point.  I  prefer  to  take 
him  for  what  his  Japanese  exhibition  represented 
him — a  designer  of  objets  d’arts.  In  his  instance, 
objets  d’urts  took  the  form  of  luminous  spots  of 
colour  set  in  gold  panelling  of  exquisite  tone  and 
design.  This  definition  of  Mr.  Menpes’s  talent  may 
be  misunderstood;  it  is  possible  that  it  will  be  inter¬ 
preted  as  huckstering,  as  commercialism  in  its  basest 
sense.  But  it  must  not  be  forgotten  that  fifty  years 
ago  none  knew  that  a  Japanese  bronze  and  fan  were 
works  of  the  very  highest  genius.  Tradition  wears 
slowly  from  the  mind ;  a  certain  vague  sense  still 
survives  that  it  is  meritorious  to  paint  King  Lear 
cursing  his  daughters,  and  undignified  to  paint  the 
water-butt  in  the  back  garden.  Too  many  still 
fail  to  realise  that  there  is  more  beauty  in  a  side¬ 
board  by  Chippendale  than  in  all  the  pictures  that 
certain  Academicians  ever  painted  ;  it  is  therefore 
not  astonishing  that  the  importance  of  the  fact 
of  an  artist  who  could  have  won  honours  on  the 
Academy  walls  taking  in  preference  the  position 
of  a  designer  of  objets  df arts  is  both  overlooked 
and  misunderstood.  If  Mr.  Menpes  were  a  dreamer 
who  thought  he  could  serve  his  art  better  by 
painting  biblofs  than  carefully  ”  painted  pictures 
of  Louis  XIV.  receiving  his  Court,  the  art-world 
might  sneer  and  turn  its  nose  up  at  ease ;  but  if 
ideas  may  be  overlooked  and  misunderstood,  j)ounds, 


shillings,  and  pence  will  not  allow  themselves  to  be 
either  overlooked  or  misunderstood  ;  and  the  fact  has 
to  be  faced  that  while  those  who  ask  three  or  four 
hundred  pounds  for  a  “  carefully  ”  painted  “  Border 
Foray  ”  are  starving,  Mr.  Menpes  is  piling  up  gold 
bv  selling  his  charming  sketches  at  ])riees  varying 
from  ten  to  thirty-live  ])ounds. 

Of  the  many  enigmas  which  life  offers  for  o\ir  dis¬ 
traction,  I  know  none  more  insoluble  than  the  prices 
artists  put  on  their  pictures.  The  reformation  set  on 
foot  is  therefore  most  salutary  ;  it  should  deal  a  death¬ 
blow  at  the  “  Court  of  Louis  XIV.,”  should  open  up 
a  new  field  for  the  display  of  artistic  industry,  and  it 
should  enable  those  whose  incomes  vary  between  one 
thousand  pounds  and  two  thousand  pounds  a  year  to 
possess  some  pieces  of  charming  artistry.  To  instance 
the  ffulf  that  for  ever  vawns  between  the  villa-owner 
and  the  possession  of  a  work  of  art,  I  need  not  stray 
from  the  Chelsea  School,  of  which  Mr.  Menpes  is  a 
member.  Mr.  W.  Stott,  of  Oldham,  is  a  painter  with 
whose  aims  I  am  in  entire  sympathy,  and  whose  work 
I  often  sincerely  admire.  Some  years  ago  he  exhibited 
a  pastel  at  Suffolk  Street ;  the  picture  was  on  ex¬ 
hibition  in  the  Grosvenor  Gallery  last  winter — two 
feet  of  canvas  filled  with  the  sky  of  a  real  summer’s 
day;  and  the  sky  soars  as  a  sky  will  soar  when  you  lie 
under  a  hedge  with  half-shut  eyes.  Below,  a  slice  of 
green  field  where  some  sheep  drowse.  So  charming 
was  this  picture  that  I  strongly  advised  a  lady  to  buy 
it,  and  begged  of  her  not  to  let  the  occasion  pass. 
“  You  will,”  I  said,  “  be  able  to  get  this  picture  for 
thirty  or  forty  pounds.”  She  consented,  and  we 
went  to  ask  the  price  :  it  was  eighty  pounds.  In 
the  same  fexhibition  Mr.  W.  Stott,  of  Oldham,  exr 
hibited  another  picture — a  large  picture  some  six 
feet  square  :  long  reaches  of  wet  sand  with  naked 
boys.  This  was  priced  at  six  hundred  pounds.  At 
that  price  the  number  of  purchasers  must  be  very 
limited,  and  I  must  think  of  them  as  beings  that 
live  in  circumstances  of  whieh  I  know  nothing. 
The  picture  is  an  admirable  picture,  a  picture  full  of 
interest,  and  yet  I  would  not  care  to  possess  it ;  I 
should  not  know  what  to  do  with  it;  it  would  fall 
in  with  no  scheme  of  decoration,  and  would  jar  the 
aspect  of  any  dining-room  or  drawing-room.  But 
the  sky  picture  would  blend  and  harmonise  with 
almost  any  scheme,  and  would  be  a  thing  of  beauty 
and  an  eternal  source  of  delight  in  any  room.  The 
boys  bathing  would  be  out  of  place  anywhere  except 
in  a  ])icture-gallery.  It  is  too  large,  it  is  a  subject- 
picture,  it  is  traditional.  For  the  villa  we  want 
lighter  work.  Few  may  possess  a  work  of  genius; 
and  though  genius  may  not  reign  in  the  parlour, 
harmony  and  concord  may  enter  lowly  doors. 

And  this  brings  us  back  to  the  subject  of  this 
article.  Art  for  the  villa,  art  suitable  to  the  size  of 
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the  modern  house,  above  all,  an  art  that  will  he  well 
within  the  reach  of  incomes  varying-  from  one  to  two 
thousand  a  year.  The  artist  must  come  down  from 
hig-h  prices  and  high  aft ;  he  must  forg-et  the  picture 
gallery  and  remember  the  drawing-room.  Art  is 
not  a  superfluity,  but  a  necessity  in  the  life  of 
man  ;  it  is  bread  and  cheese  and  beer  in  another 
form,  that  is  all;  and  the  artist  serves  his  art 
best  by  supplying  the  community  in  which  he  lives 
with  the  mental  comestible  which  their  taste  asks  for. 
No  one  acted  up  to  this  principle  more  thoroughly 
than  Shakespeare,  and  artists  of  to-day  will  produce 
more  lasting-  work  by  supplying  the  villa  with  an  art 


suitable  for  the  villa  than  by  supplying  it  with  a  tra¬ 
ditional  art  descended  from  the  palace  or  the  cathe¬ 
dral.  Art  is  merely  the  embodiment  of  the  dominant 
influence  of  an  age.  The  dominant  influence  of  the 
fifteenth  century  was  the  cathedral,  therefore  the 
llfteenth  centurj"  gave  the  art  of  the  cathedral ;  the 
dominant  influence  of  the  seventeenth  century  was 
the  palace,  therefore  the  seventeenth  century  gave  the 
art  of  the  ])alace;  the  dominant  influence  of  the  nine¬ 
teenth  century  is  the  llam])stead  villa,  therefore  the 
nineteenth  century  should  give  the  art  of  the  Hamp¬ 
stead  villa.  It  may  do  this  sujiremel}’  well  ;  it  must 
])aint  the  Sacrifice  of  Abraham  ”  su])remely  badly. 


THE  B  A  E.  BIZ  ON  SCHOOL. 

t'HAULES  FlfANOOfS  1  )At AlKfNY.— f. 

Bv  D.WII)  C'BOAL  TIIOM.SOX. 

1 A  AC  BIGNY,  though,  like  Corot,  classed  as  a  mem-  Barbizon  and  Fontainebleau  are.  The  Oise  was,  in- 
J-J  her  of  the  Barbizon  school,  does  not  strictly  deed,  his  favourite  painting-place,  and  the  majority  of 

_ at  least,  in  the  geographical  sense — belong  to  his  famous  ])ictures  were  produced  in  its  locality. 

the  grouj).  Probably  he  was  frequently  at  Bar-  But  by  poetry  and  ]iower  Danbigny  belongs  en- 

bizon,  and,  in  any  case,  was  good  friends  with  his  f  irely  to  the  Barbizon  school.  The  sentiment  in  his 
fellow-artists  living  there;  lait  he  lived  more  on  daylight  pictures  has  much  in  common  with  Corot; 


CHAKLKS  FRANCOIS  DAUBIGNY. 
(A’rowi  an  FAchln<j  by  L.  Massard.) 


the  rivers  Seine  and  Oise,  and  more  in  the  country  while  his  sunsets  possess  ipialities  not  very  far  re- 
to  the  north-west  of  Paris  than  in  the  south,  where  moved  from  those  of  Theodore  Rousseau,  His  finest 
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efforts  lire  clear  ami  luminous  in  colour,  with  some¬ 
thing'  akin  to  Corot,  yet  with  a  (lill'ereuce  easily  dis- 
cernihle  iu  a  picture,  though  Jitlicult  to  describe  iu 
words.  Often  they  are  stronger  than  Corot  iu  execu¬ 
tion,  but  not  so  masculine  as  Rousseau  a  kind  of 
half-way  between  the  two,  and  yet  different  irom 
either.  Witbal,  Daubigny  is  entirely  imlividual ;  for 
no  one,  oven  with  only  a  litth*  experience,  can  fail  to 
oliserve  how  hi.'  varies  from  Corot,  as  well  as  from 
Rousseau,  while  showing  something  of  the  feeling 
exjiresscd  by  biitli  these  jiainters. 

The  story  ok  Daubigny’s  life  has  neither  the 
charm  nor  the  attraction  of  the  cari'er  of  ('orot, 
Kousseaii,  or  Diaz.  His  life  was  the  most  prosaic  of 
the  live  great  painters  of  the  school  of  Rarbizon,  and 
it  affords  a,  striking  contrast  to  that  of  J.  F.  iMillet 
(the  subject  of  tbe  next  and  last  of  the  present 
series),  for  little  or  nothing  is  known  to  the  public  of 
Daubigny’s  life,  while  iMillet’s  “misfortunes”  have 
been  the  theme  of  many  a  doleful  tale.  The  artist, 
ecpially  with  the  jieojile,  is  happy  who  has  no  history  ; 
and  although  there  exists  a  fairly  well-written  memoir 
of  Daubigny,*  from  which  many  particulars  herein¬ 
after  given  are  culled,  there  are  in  his  life  no  start- 
liug  experiences  to  describe,  no  unhappy  calamities 
to  chronicle,  nor  any  special  incidents  to  enter  into 
iu  full  detail.  Nevertheless,  it  will  be  found  that 
his  life  is  not  without  its  interest. 

Daubigny  came  from  a  thoroughly  artistic  family. 
His  father  was  a  landscape-painter  ;  his  uncle  and  his 
aunt  were  miniature-jiainters ;  and  most  of  the  family 
friends  were  learned  iu  the  line  arts.  Little  wonder, 
then,  that  from  his  youngest,  Daubigny  was  accus¬ 
tomed  to  use  the  pencil  ;  that,  in  fact,  he  knew  how 
to  draw  before  he  knew  how  to  read.  He  had  not 
very  much  ordinary  schooling,  for  his  mother,  who 
was  his  teacher,  died  while  he  was  young,  and  his 
education  was  never  completed.  But  he  had  enough 
to  carry  him  through  life;  and  if  he  was  no  book- 
scholar,  it  left  his  ideas  fresher  and  more  natural  for 
development  as  a  landscape-painter.  Charles  Francois 
Daubigny  was  born  on  the  Ihth  of  February,  1817, 
and,  like  Rousseau  and  Corot,  he  was  a  native  of  Paris. 
AVhy  hiwu-born  people  should  turn  out  the  best 
landseape-iiainters  might  form  a  g-ood  text  for  some 
original  writer  to  think  out.  Dauldgny,  however, 
had  an  advantage  over  his  colleagues,  for,  being  some¬ 
what  delicate,  he  was  sent  from  Paris  to  the  country 
while  very  young,  and  for  several  years  he  liv^ed  at 
Yalmondois,  on  the  Oise,  about  fifteen  miles  north¬ 
west  from  Paris.  There  with  Nurse  Bazot,  the 
weakly  child  grew  into  boyhood,  and  most  of  his 
earliest  imjtressions  wei’o  of  the  delightful  country  in 
that  neighbourhood.  Naturally,  too,  when  he  was  big 
enough  to  travel  alone,  he  sjient  all  his  holidays  with 
*  “  Ct  Daubigny  ft  .son  (Euvre.”  F.  IIenriet(1878). 


his  old  nurse  ;  and  when  he  had  saved  money,  after 
he  became  recog'iused,  his  lirst  thought  was  a  house 
iu  the  vicinity.  So  much  has  it  been  thought  that 
Daubigny  was  a  native  of  the  Oise  country  that 
freipiently  jiicturcs  of  superior  quality,  representing' 
one  of  the  villag'es  on  the  river,  have  been  named  by 
too  credulous  dealers  “  The  Birthplace  of  Daubigny.” 
Certain  it  is  that  Daubigny  often  jiainted  these  vil¬ 
lages,  but  equally  certain  it  is  that  he  was  not  born  in 
one  of  them. 

Early  iu  life  Daubigny  had  to  take  his  share  in 
heljiing  to  earn  the  daily  bread  of  tiie  family.  His 
father  never  achieved  more  than  artistic  mediocrity, 
and  there  was  the  usual  lack  of  ready  cash.  Daubigny 
as  a  youth  learned  well  the  value  of  money,  and  his 
haliits  of  prudence,  then  acquired,  never  forsook  him. 
JYr  about  two  years  he  ])ainted  pictures  and  flowers 
on  decorative  objects — such  as  landscapes  on  time¬ 
pieces,  and  glove-boxes,  scent-boxes,  and  other  kinds 
used  for  presents.  At  seventeen  he  found  he  wac 
.able  to  keep  himself  independent,  and  began  to  con¬ 
sider  how  best  to  strike  out  in  some  new  and  more 
original  way  from  those  around  him. 

But  even  in  his  dreams  Daulngny  was  prudent 
enough  to  make  his  money  before  he  spent  it.  Having 
heard  much  of  Italy  he  came  to  the  conclusion  that 
one  of  the  best  ways  of  becoming'  a  thorough  artist 
was  to  study  at  the  fountain-heads  of  art.  Com¬ 
municating  his  scheme  to  aii  equally  enthusiastic  and 
prudent  young  painter  of  his  own  age,  called  Mignan, 
the  two  resolved  to  save  every  centime  possible,  and 
gather  together  enough  to  take  them  on  their  travels 
to  the  South.  For  more  than  a  year  the  young  artists 
putawayall  their  little  savings  into  a  hole  in  the  wall 
of  their  attic — a  bank  they  devised  so  that  they  could 
not  get  their  money  out  without  knocking  away  the 
plaster.  The  two  comrades  worked  hard  to  attain 
their  end,  and  they  painted  panels  for  decoration  of 
rooms  and  ornaments  in  the  Palace  of  Versailles,  and, 
in  fact,  anything  for  which  they  could  get  money, 
so  as  to  be  off  on  their  journey  as  soon  as  possible. 
At  last,  one  early  S])ring  day,  when  the  air  tilled  tliem 
with  longings  for  the  country,  they  decided  to  open 
their  bank,  and  with  hammers  the  two  broke  into 
their  treasury,  and  found  in  all  nearly  1,4UU  francs, 
or  fifty-six  pounds  sterling. 

It  was  the  summer  of  1885  that  Daubigny  spent 
in  Italy,  visiting  Rome,  Naples,  and  Florence,  seeing 
and  studying  all  the  old  masters  in  these  cities.  The 
landscajies  of  Jan  Bottand  of  Claude  Lorraine  chiefly 
interested  him,  and  he  also  laid  the  foundations  of 
some  lifelong'  friendships.  Within  a  year  after  their 
departure  from  Paris  they  re-entered  it,  Mignan  to 
marry  and  settle  down  to  commerce,  and  Daubigny 
to  go  on  in  his  pursuit  of  art. 

But  the  1,400  fr.ancs  were  all  spent,  and  the  want 
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of  cash  drove  Daubigny  to  accept  any  work  lie  could 
get,  and  he  received  an  ajijiointment  under  the  official 
Conservafenr  des  iahlaunx  of  France  as  assistant  pic¬ 
ture  restorer.  His  business  was  to  paint  on  tbe  old 
masters  after  they  had  been  re-lined  ;  but  his  spirit 
revolted  at  the  vile  work.  He  freipiontly  saw  mag¬ 
nificent  cliefn-d’anrre  touched  out  of  all  reason  by 
his  chief ;  he  expostulated,  then  (piarrelled,  and  very 
soon  found  himself  again  without  means  of  livelihood. 


painted  at  twenty-three,  was  considered  somewhat  of 
a  success,  and  he  entered  as  a  competitor  for  the 
pri.v  (le  Romo,  at  the  Ecole  des  Beaux- Arts.  He 
studied  in  Delacroix’s  studio  for  six  months,  and  duly 
jiassed  the  first  examination. for  the  pri.r,  which  is 
the  chief  aim  of  all  young  French  painters.  Eight 
students  were  selected,  and  of  these  Daubigny  was 
the  third.  But  unfortunately  he  forgot,  or  had  never 
been  told,  that  it  was  necessary  to  attend  the  day 
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{From  the  Painting  by  Daubigny.  In  the  Collection  of  Alexavder  Young^  Ef^q.) 


However,  with  the  friendshijis  he  had  already 
secured,  he  joined  a  sort  of  mutual  society  founded 
by  young  artists,  who,  having  a  common  purse,  were 
able  to  keep  each  other  from  starvation,  and  also  from 
painting  pot-boilers  for  the  buyers  of  cheap  pictures. 
The  first  work  Daubigny  had  hung  at  the  Paris  Salon 
was  in  1838,  when  he  exhibited  a  view  of  the  apse 
of  Notre  Dame  from  the  He  de  St.  Louis.  But  he 
was  not  yet  at  all  sure  of  his  metier,  for  in  1840 
he  painted  a  “  St.  Jerome  in  the  Desert,”  a  curious 
subject  for  one  who  was  afterwards  to  become  a 
master  of  landscape ;  but  the  truth  is,  Daubigny’s 
journey  to  Italy  had  rather  hurt  him  than  helped 
him,  and  it  was  only  by  an  apparent  chance  that  he 
did  not  devote  himself  to  historical  painting,  in  which, 
probably,  he  never  would  have  achieved  fame.  His 
studies  in  Italy  had  led  him  away  from  nature,  and 
he  wanted  to  emulate  some  of  the  old  masters,  whose 
works  he  could  not  but  admire.  This  St.  Jerome, 


before  the  final  e.xamination,  to  hear  the  subject  to 
be  painted  given  out.  He  went  to  Vincennes,  a  few 
miles  off,  to  spend  the  day,  in  order  to  divert  his 
thoughts  ;  and  although  a  messenger  was  sent  to 
his  house,  he  did  not  know,  because  of  his  absence, 
until  next  day,  that  his  name  had  been  cancelled  and 
his  opportunity  lost.  This,  of  course,  was  a  dreadful 
blow  to  the  3'oung  artist,  and  all  the  more  because  he 
felt  he  was  himself  greatly  to  blame  in  not  making 
himself  acquainted  with  the  regulations. 

This  mischance  was  really  the  best  thing  that 
could  have  hapjiened,  and  the  turning-point  of  his 
career.  He  determined  to  leave  painting  the  figure 
for  a  little  time,  and  resolved  to  study  landscapes 
from  nature.  Almost  his  first  trial  convinced 
him  that  his  forte  was  landscape  and  not  histori¬ 
cal  painting.  He  saw  nature  with  new  eyes,  as  it 
were;  for  his  study  of  the  figure  had  taught  him 
much  in  seeking  for  colour,  and  he  found  revealed  to 
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liimsclt'  Iresh  and  luilliant,  idras  in  Ids  scarcli  for 
tones  and  half-tones.  Daubigny  did  not  hesitate, 
hut  almost  there  and  then  settled  to  abandon  the 
ligure  and  take  to  landscape-painting’  entirely. 

Ilis  lirst  landscapes  were  painted  near  the  house 
of  his  old  nurse  at  the  Isle  Adam,  Valmondois,  where 
ho  had  a  second  home.  The  old  lady  welcomed  him 
always,  and  more  than  one  famous  picture  represents 
“  La  jMaison  de  la  jMere  Bazot,’^  a  modest  cottage  in 
a  fertile  Ereneh  vale.  Besides  his  vSt.  Jerome,  he 
sent  to  the  Salon  of  ISK)  a  view  of  the  valley  of 
Uisaus ;  in  IS  11,  another  view  in  Isere,  together 
with  a  frame  of  six  etchings;  and  in  ]Sd7  and  the 
succeeding  years  of  Ins  life  he  was  an  almost  regular 
contributor,  sending  landscapes  in  oil,  with  an  occa¬ 
sional  etching. 

But  while  early  in  the  forties  he  searched  to  lind 
his  ]iietier,  and  seemed  succeeding  with  landscape,  he 
had  to  work  very  hard  for  daily  Iwead.  His  sister’s 
husband,  Louis  Trimolet,  a  well-knowm  book  illus¬ 
trator,  died  in  I  S  bJ,  and  Daubigny  had  to  provide  for 
this  family  as  well  as  liis  own.  He  married  about 
this  time,  and  in  iSfb  his  son  Karl  was  born.  Karl, 
it  may  l)e  said  in  passing,  afterwards  became  a  painter 
of  similar  sul)jects  to  his  father’s,  and  the  son’s  work 
has  sometimes  been  mistaken  for  the  elder  and  by  far 


the  greater  Dauliigny.  After  painling  all  day,  he 
drew  on  wood  and  on  stone  ali  inght,  anti  lie  jiroduccil 
many  illustrations  which  are  now  somewhat  sought 
after.  He  had  worked  a  good  deal  in  Idack-and- 
white,  his  brother-in-law  having  shown  him  the  tech- 
nique.  In  LSdO  they  together  engraved  a  plate  of 
the  fete  given  in  that  year  to  the  heroes  of  ISdd. 
They  sent  it  to  the  ^Minister  of  the  Interior,  asking 
him  to  give  it  his  oflicial  sanction,  and  also  request¬ 
ing  him  to  patronise  the  work  hy  purchasing  a  number 
of  proofs;  but,  of  course,  a  ^Minister  is  too  great  a 
man  to  trouble  himself  with  such  affairs,  and  a  civil 
refusal  from  an  under-official  was  the  replv- 

In  a  succeeding  paper  I  will  treat  of  the  time 
when  Daubigny  commenced  to  achieve  fame,  and  of 
his  later  life  and  paintings.  Meanwhile  I  may  refer 
to  the  illustrations  accompanying  this  portion.  The 
best  known  picture  by  Daubigny  is  “  Le  Printemps,” 
a  large  and  superb  canvas  in  the  Louvre.  It  is  car¬ 
ried  much  farther  than  Dauhigny  usually  painted, 
and  shows  the  artist  at  his  strongest  time.  More 
artistic,  however,  in  ipiality  and  pleasant  in  composi¬ 
tion  is  the  “  Alantes,”  from  the  collection  of  Mr. 
Alexander  Young.  The  well-known  cathedral  and 
old  tower  are  seen  against  the  evening  sky,  with  the 
lu'idge  to  the  left  and  the  Seine  in  front. 


“TTTE  SNAKE  IN  THE  GRASS.” 

By  Sir  Joshua  BEYNouns,  B.K.A. 


“rpiIE  Snake  in  the  Grass,”  or  ‘‘Love  unbinding 
J-  the  Zone  of  Beauty  ”  —  for  it  bears  Iioth 
names — -was  a  favourite  conception  of  Sir  Joshua’s. 
Three  embodiments  of  it  exist  in  public  collections. 
One  is  in  the  Hermitage  at  St.  Petersburg,  where  it 
goes  by  the  name  of  “  L’/Vmour  detachant  la  ceinture 
de  I  enHs;”  a  second  is  in  the  Soane  iMuseum,  a  col¬ 
lection  so  that  a  well-known  English  painter, 

to  whom  the  writer  of  this  note  mentioned  it  the 
other  day,  declared  he  had  never  heard  its  name, 
and  wrote  down  the  address!  The  third  example — 
the  original  picture  and  perhaps  the  best — is  in 
the  National  Gallery,  whither  it  came  in  IS71  with 
the  rest  of  the  cabinet  of  Sir  Robert  Peel.  It  is 
from  this  that  M.  Jonnard  has  engraved  the  wood- 
cut  which  appears  on  tlie  opposite  page.  The  picture 
was  painted  for  Lord  Carysfort  in  1788.  In  Sir 
Joshua’s  pocket-book  for  June  in  that  year,  an  entry 
appears  which  seems  to  show  that  it  was  in  the 
first  place  ordered  by  Prince  Potemkin,  for  it  is  on 
that  gallant  lover’s  account  that  Lord  Carysfort 
pays  an  instalment  of  one  hundred  guineas  as  its 
price. 


The  picture  must  have  been  tinished  about-  the 
time  of  Potemkin’s  momentary  eclipse,  after  his  suc¬ 
cessful  campaign  against  the  Turks  in  1787,  which 
may  account  for  its  remaining  in  tliis  country.  It 
has  lieen  engraved  Iiy  John  Raphael  Smith,  liy  S.  W. 
Reynolds,  and  by  Chevaucher  for  the  work  of  the 
late  Charles  Blanc.  When  it  came  to  the  National 
Gallery,  the  surface  was  very  dark  and  t  reacly ;  it 
has  since  been  cleaned,  not,  perhaps,  with  the  complete 
success  which  has  attended  most  of  Sir  Frederick 
Burton’s  adventures  in  that  direction.  In  some 
respects  “The  Snake  in  the  Grass”  may  fairly  be 
called  the  happiest  of  Sir  Joshua’s  excursions  into 
the  ideal.  The  action  of  the  girl’s  right  arm  is 
neither  graceful  nor  possible;  it  must  have  been  in¬ 
vented  and  carried  out  away  from  the  model.  The 
general  arrangement,  however,  is  good.  The  leading 
lines,  the  chiaroscuro,  the  colour  harmonies,  have 
been  well  thought  out,  while  the  flesh  has  a 
Titianesque  warmth  and  pulpiness,  and  the  single 
eye  a  lire,  which  show  that  the  Kitty  Fishers  and 
Nelly  O’Briens  did  not  sit  in  vain  to  the  lirst,  of 
the  P.R.A.’s.  Walter  Armstrong. 
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{From  the  Picture  by  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds,  P.R.A.,  in  the  National  Gallery.  Engraved  by  Jonnard.) 
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AET  PATRONS. 

IMAXBIILIAN  I. 

By  F.  MABEL  ROBINSON. 


HE  motliEEval  art  of  northern 
countries,  unlike  that  of 
Italy,  inherited  no  tradition 
of  classic  beauty,  no  model  or 
standard  of  the  Greek  ideal, 
and  owed  little  to  the  past 
save  through  the  indirect 
influence  of  Romanesque  on 
Gothic  architecture.  As  we  have  already  seen, 
architecture  invariably  precedes  the  sister  arts;  but 
whereas  classic  architecture  had  always  recognised 
the  independent  value  of  sculpture  and  painting, 
and  encouraged  their  development,  the  Gothic  style 
reduced  them  to  the  rank  of  mere  ornament,  and 
the  absence  of  flat  spaces  for  mural  decoration  had 
immense  influence  on  German  art.  Climate  is 
largely  responsible  for  this  lack  of  any  arrange¬ 
ment  for  wall-painting,  fresco  being  ill-adapted  to 
endure  the  damp  and  rigour  of  a  northern  winter; 
and  the  open  porticoes  and  arcades  so  common  in 
warmer  countries  serving  no  purpose  in  the  chilly 
north.  The  comparative  dearth  of  light  and  sun¬ 
shine,  too,  made  stained  glass  a  more  effective  deco¬ 
ration  than  wall-painting,  and  it  was  better  suited  to 
the  genius  of  a  people  whose  eye  for  colour  was  far 
more  highly  developed  than  their  feeling  for  form. 
The  glowing  colours  of  the  glass  threw  even  altar- 
pieces  into  the  shade;  the  east  window  became  an 
almost  universal  institution,  and  in  later  times  the 
passion  for  stained  glass  had  a  fatal  influence  upon 
architecture,  degrading  it  to  the  condition  of  a  frame- 
work  for  the  support  of  these  gem-like  pictures.  A 
wall  of  coloured  glass,  admitting  yet  subduing  and 
warming  the  chill  grey  light  of  a  winter’s  day,  took 
the  place  of  the  fresco-covered  stonework  of  the 
south,  and  painting,  after  it  had  shaken  off  its  sub¬ 
servience  to  architecture,  confined  itself  chiefly  to 
easel  pictures.  Generally  these  were  small,  for  do¬ 
mestic  no  less  than  ecclesiastic  architecture  placed 
a  restriction  on  the  size  of  pictures,  northern  houses 
being  constructed  for  warmth,  not  for  coolness,  and 
were  therefore  of  restricted  area,  with  small  low 
rooms.  Moreover,  in  Germany,  painting’  did  not 
enter  into  concerns  of  jniblic  life,  but  as  it  deve¬ 
loped  it  became  essentially  a  popular  art. 

It  was  not  until  the  latter  half  of  the  fourteenth 
century  that  painting  made  much  advance  in  Ger¬ 
many,  or  that  provincial  schools  were  formed,  or  the 


painters  of  Cologne,  Prague,  and  Nilremberg  de¬ 
veloped  local  characteristics  ;  and  even  later  the  in¬ 
dividual  artist  was  still  merged  in  his  school,  his 
work  being  distinguishable  from  that  of  his  asso¬ 
ciates  only  by  its  greater  or  less  technical  skill,  not 
by  its  character. 

Cologne  was  the  city  of  Churchmen — the  German 
Rome — and  its  art  displays  a  depth  of  religious 
fervour  and  pious  rapture  such  as  no  imagination 
has  since  attained;  long  sinuous  figures,  gentle  com¬ 
posed  faces  with  clear  true  eyes  and  smooth  high 
brows,  are,  with  brilliant  transparent  colours,  the  char¬ 
acteristics  of  this  school,  while  the  school  of  Prague 
— the  city  of  nobles  and  of  the  Empire — is  dis¬ 
tinguished  by  thick-set  figures,  sometimes  over  life- 
size,  with  dignified,  earnest  faces,  and  stern  wide-open 
eyes.  The  colour  is  deep  and  sombre,  toned  by  grey 
shadows,  and  until  influenced  by  the  revolution  in  art 
brought  about  by  the  brothers  Van  Eyck,  of  Bruges, 
the  background,  like  that  of  all  painters  north  of  the 
Alps,  was  of  gold.  But  early  in  the  fifteenth  cen¬ 
tury  the  brothers  Van  Eyck  changed  the  character 
of  northern  painting  as  suddenly  and  permanently  as 
Giotto  had  changed  that  of  Italy  a  century  before. 
Landscape,  destined  to  play  so  large  a  role  in  history 
of  Teutonic  art,  was  introduced  by  these  artists ; 
and  they  were  the  first  to  attempt  to  render  personal 
form  and  expression  of  face  as  distinguished  from 
type.  Hitherto  Nuremberg  had  been  half-way 
between  Prague  aud  Cologne,  artistically  as  well 
as  geographically,  and  its  artistic  development  was 
less  advanced  than  that  of  either  of  its  rivals ;  the 
influence  of  Bruges,  however,  which  destroyed  the 
characteristics  of  the  other  schools,  instilled  new  life 
into  the  art  of  Nuremberg,  which,  despite  the  in¬ 
fluences  brought  to  bear  upon  it  from  the  Rhine, 
Bruges,  Ghent,  and  Northern  Italy,  and  its  develop¬ 
ment  with  the  new  ideas  of  the  age,  maintained  its 
austere  but  vigorous  and  individual  character,  and 
never  .sank  to  mere  imitation  of  any  of  its  teachers. 

Bruges  was  at  that  time  the  most  considerable 
commercial  city  north  of  the  Alps,  and  the  chief 
agency  of  that  League  of  Hanse — or  free  associated 
— commercial  towns,  which  had  banded  themselves 
together  for  mutual  defence  against  pirates  and 
invaders,  and  which  occupied  so  commanding  a 
position  from  the  thirteenth  to  the  fifteenth  cen¬ 
turies.  The  flower  of  Germany  and  of  the  Low 
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Countries  was  eongreyateil  into  tliese  tradiii”'  towns 
— the  centres  of  civilisation  and  wealth,  the  leaders 
of  progress,  and  the  ])atrons  of  tlie  arts;  lor  in 
Teutonic  countries  cnllui'e  and  advancement  were 
with  the  commercial,  not  the  noble  class.  Chief 
of  all  the  llanse  towns  was  Hrnges  ;  but  what 
Rrng’es  was  to  the  entire  Eeagne  Nuremberg  was  to 
I  })per  Germany,  and  to  it  came  art-workers  irom 
all  parts  of  the  conniry.  Among  those  who  had 
settled  there  was  a  Hungarian  working  goldsmith 
named  Diirer,  who,  in  1  1(17,  married  the  daughter 
of  his  Nuremberg  master,  she  being  then  a  girl  of 
tifteen  and  he  a  man  of  forty.  The  third  of  the 
eighteen  children  of  this  couple  was  Albert,  who 
was  born  in  1  171,  the  year  in  which  Caxton 
set  up  his  jn-inting  press  in  Westminster.  His 
birth-time  was  about  the  commencement  of  the 
golden  age  of  art,  and  the  years  of  his  life  em- 
ln'aced  one  of  the  most  brilliant  periods  of  lu’o- 
dnetion  and  development  that  the  w'orld  has  ever 
seen.  In  it  Leonardo,  d'ltian,  iMichael  Angelo,  and 
Raphael  eclipsed  the  glory  of  all  other  painters  south 
of  the  Alps  ;  in  it  iMemling,  Unintin  Matsy.s,  Van 
Orlev,  Lucas  Cranach,  and  young  Holliein  shared 
with  him  the  laurels  of  Teutonic  art.  It  was  the 
age  of  Luther  and  Colnml)ns — of  learning,  reform, 
diseoveiy — the  transition  ]ieriod  from  the  old  order 
to  the  new. 

Inke  his  older  eontemporaries  Erancia.  and  (!hir- 
landajo,  Albert  Ihirer  was  trained  as  a  goldsmith,  but 
his  genius  for  painting  developed  early,  and  at  the 
age  of  tifteen  he  was  bound  for  three  years  to  iMichael 
Ayohlo-emuth,  a  fellow-townsman  who  was  less  a 
painter  than  the  organiser  of  a  picture  manidactory. 
This  year  of  1  IS(!,  in  which  Diirer  was  jilaceil  with 
AVohlo'emnth,  was  also  a  landmark  in  the  lite-time 
of  his  future  patron  jMaximilian,  for  he  was  at  that 
time  chosen  King'  of  the  Romans,  dhvelve  \ears  the 
senior  of  Diirer,  Alaximilian  was  also  a  man  of  the 
transition  period,  and  his  naliun'  contained  traits 
characteristic  of  the  old  things  and  the  new.  Sne- 
ceeding  as  hiinperor  to  his  lather  in  I  thd — the  year 
in  which  news  of  the  discovery  of  America  reached 
Europe — he  inherited  from  the  weak  and  treacherous 
Erederick  an  emjity  coffer,  a  feeble  power,  a  de¬ 
graded  title,  the  name  of  Hapsbnrg  by  no  means 
glorified.  But  to  the  shadowy  honours  and  the 
title  of  Holy  Roman  Emperor,  Alaximilian  had 
already  secured  for  his  family  the  inheritance  of 
the  House  of  Bnrgniidy,  liy  his  marriage  with 
Alary  daughter  of  Charles  the  Bold,  and  later  he 
enriched  himself  by  a  second  marriage  with  the 
daughter  of  the  Duke  of  IMilan ;  while  by  the 
alliance  of  his  son  Philip  with  the  Infanta  Joanna 
he  opened  the  way  for  the  association  of  Spain 
with  the  Empire.  In  earlier  times  the  Holy  Roman 


Empire  had  been  to  the  Rajiacy  what  the  body  is 
to  the  soul,  but  in  the  jireceding  century,  during 
the  long  sojourn  of  the  Popes  at  Avignon,  the  Papacy 
had  come  to  be  regarded  by  the  Empire  and  liy 
England  as  the  pliant  ally  of  the  hostile  jiower  of 
Erance,  and  in  the  time  of  Alaximilian  the  Roman 
Empire  had  hecome  lost  in  the  German,  and  neither 
he  nor  any  of  his  successors  were  crowned  at  Rome. 
Indeed,  the  strong  political  anti-jiapal  feeling  was  one 
of  the  many  causes  that  brought  about  the  Reforma¬ 
tion.  d’he  reformatory  sjnrit  was  abroad  in  politics 
as  well  as  in  religion.  Alaximilian  was  a  shrewd 
jiolitician,  a  reformatory  ruler,  a  man  well-versed  in 
all  the  modern  learning.  A"et  there  was  a  mediaeval 
side  to  his  character;  his  love  of  chivalry  earned  for 
him  the  title  “last  of  the  knights;^’  he  had  an 
old-world  ]iassion  for  tonrnays  and  feats  of  arms, 
a  sinijile  Unixotic  vanity,  and  to  a  zeal  for  social 
and  political  reform  he  united  a  craving  to  be 
made  Po[ie  and  to  be  canonised.  And  with  all 
this  he  possessed  a  truly  poetic  and  artistic  nature, 
was  himself  the  author  of  several  liooks,  and  inspired 
that  romantic  autobiography  the  “  AAViss  Knnig,’'’ 
aiul  the  “  Thenerdank,”  an  allegory  setting  forth 
the  adventures  eonnected  with  his  first  marriage. 
His  ajipreciation  for  painting  was  quickened  by  the 
fact  that  he  did  a  little  in  that  line  himself,  and 
during  his  brief  stay  in  Nuremberg  he  made  some 
charcoal  drawings  in  Durcr’s  studio  under  the 
painter’s  supervision. 

'fihe  Iknperor  ol'  those  days  had  no  settled  alnd- 
ing  place;  in  t-iinc  of  jieace  he  wandered  from  town 
to  tow  II  of  his  dominions,  and  in  the  beginning  of 
the  year  1  fi  1  :i  Alaximilian  arrived  in  Nuremberg,  a 
centre  of  artistic  activity  famous  for  the  proficiency 
of  its  artists  in  the  comparatively  new  crafts  of  en¬ 
graving  on  wood  and  copper. 

True,  waiodcnttiiig  had  heen  introduced  into  Europe 
nearly  a  century  earlier,  and  copper  engraving — the 
ontcome  not  of  woodcutting  but  of  goldsmithry — had 
Im'CU  practised  in  the  Rhine  Provinces  for  tnlly  fifty 
years,  but  it  had  remained  for  the  genius  of  Diirer 
to  raise  these  arts  to  a,  higher  place,  and  to  him  is 
ascribed  the  invention  of  etching.  As  for  Ids  wood¬ 
cutting,  it  achieved  an  excellence  surpassing  all  that 
has  followed  it,  as  it  snrjiassed  all  that  had  gone 
before;  its  minuteness  is  inimitable,  every  hair  and 
every  wrinkle  being  rendered  sejiarately,  but  this 
detail  is  never  mechanical,  for  every  touch  is  full  of 
meaning,  and  every  stroke  is  firm.  But  though  the 
technical  quality  of  Diirer’s  waaadentting  is  inimi¬ 
table,  its  greatest  interest  is  in  the  design — that 
outpouring  of  thought  and  fantasy  and  symbolism, 
for  the  expression  of  ideas  was  the  chief  aim  of 
German  art,  and  Diirer,  a  true  child  of  his  country 
and  his  century,  was  full  to  overilowing  of  ideas  and 
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thoughts  profouiul,  t'antastie,  philosophic,  anti-papal  ; 
less  an  artist  than  a  man  oE  genius  who  painted. 
His  ambition  was  the  ambition  ol'  the  teacher,  the 
reformer,  the  man  of  letters ;  he  wished  not  only 
to  express  his  thoughts  but  to  promulgate  them, 
so  that  the  multiplication  of  copies  and  the  low 
price  of  his  works  became  to  him  matters  of  the 
lirst  importance.  These  cheap  prints  of  his  met  a 
very  large  demand,  for  with  the  decline  of  mediseval 
feeling  there  had  grown  up  a  popular  taste  for 
the  adornment  of  homes,  and  designs  expressing  the 
ideas  which  fdled  all  thoughtful  minds  were  eagerly 
bought  up.  The  new  craft  of  printing,  too,  had 
widened  the  sphere  of  engraving,  illustrated  books 
were  popular,  and  in  many  cases  tbe  text  shrank 
to  nothing  to  afford  more  space  to  the  illustrations. 

Diirer,  though  the  greatest,  was  far  from  being 
the  only  i)opular  painter  of  Nuremberg ;  Hans 
Burgkmair,  a  native  of  Augsberg,  and  Diirer’s  junior 
by  a  year  or  twm,  had  an  entirely  different  method 
of  woodcutting,  and  each  painter  had  his  school 
and  following  of  less  considerable  artists.  In  these 
Nuremberg  masters  the  Emperor  found  exactly  what 
he  wanted  —  men  full  of  ideas,  willing  and  pre¬ 
eminently  able  to  express  them,  and  with  a  wealth  of 
imagination  that  converted  the  simplest  thought  into 
an  inspiration  of  genius.  Tlie  thought  which  Maxi¬ 
milian  wished  to  have  so  glorified  was  the  ever-fresh 
and  delightful  thought  of  his  own  greatness,  and  to 
celebrate  this  he  suggested  a  work  to  be  called  “  The 
Triumph  of  Maxim iliau,'’"’  which  was  to  take  the 
form  of  a  woodcut  surpassing  everything  that  had 
gone  before  it  both  in  size  and  magnificence. 

It  was  to  consist  of  two  parts — the  arch  and  the 
car — both  fairly  familiar  to  us  through  copies  and 
reproductions.  The  arch,  designed  solely  by  Durer, 


and  cut  by  the  famous  engraver,  Hieronymus  Andrea;, 
consisted  of  ninety-two  separate  blocks,  which  when 
put  together  formed  one  gigantic  wocjdcut  ten  feet 
six  high  by  nine  feet  wide;  and  this  stupendous  and 
marvellously-detailed  work  was  finished  in  three  years. 
'J'he  car,  with  its  endless  procession  of  heralds,  hunts¬ 
men,  courtiers,  musicians,  jesters,  mummers,  jousters, 
countries,  battles,  wars,  provinces,  trophies,  prisoners, 
nobles,  soldiers,  waggons,  savages,  and  baggage,  con¬ 
sisted  of  a  succession  of  a  hundred  and  thirty-five  en¬ 
gravings  from  designs  by  various  masters,  Burgkmair 
being  the  author  of  sixty-six,  and  Diirer  of  twenty- 
four  ;  but  ere  this  pageant  was  completed  Maximilian 
was  a  prisoner  following  the  triumphal  chariot  of 
King  Death.  In  the  meantime,  despite  the  lack  of 
funds  which  prevented  him  from  paying  the  artists 
in  his  employ,  he  commissioned  Burgkmair  to  draw  a 
hundred  and  twenty-four  representations  of  the  saints 
of  his  race  ;  while  Diirer  designed  for  him  the  eight 
patron  saints  of  Austria — those  Court  costumes  so 
familiar  to  all  who  are  interested  in  the  history  of  dress 
— and,  above  all,  that  marvellous  prayer-book  which 
some  critics  consider  the  masterpiece  of  this  artist. 
Certainly,  it  is  his  finest  work  at  this  period,  for 
the  designs  with  which  he  covered  the  margins  of 
the  forty-five  pages  of  the  book  displayed  an  inex¬ 
haustible  wealth  of  fantastic  humour  and  imagina¬ 
tion — sacred,  profane,  serious,  comic,  grotesque — as 
characteristic  of  Diirer  and  Germany  as  the  exactly 
contemporaneous  ornaments  of  the  Vatican  are  of 
Raphael  and  Italy.  But  Maximilian  did  not  live 
long  to  enjoy  the  treasures  of  this  priceless  volume, 
for  in  1519  he  died,  and  was  succeeded  by  the  youth¬ 
ful  Charles  V.,  whose  fame,  whether  as  art-patron  or 
as  Emperor,  was  soon  to  eclipse  the  fainter  glories  of 
his  grandsire’s  reign. 


JOHN  BROWN,  THE  DRAFTSMAN. 


By  J.  M. 

IN  a  future  paper  ou  .Toliii  Kay,  the  earicaturist,  I 
propose  to  deal  with  a  Scottish  artist  iu  black- 
and-white  who  was  a  humble  recorder,  the  value  of 
whose  work  is  mainly  anticpiarian ;  but  in  John 
Trown,  “the  draftsman’" — as  I  take  leave  to  tith' 
him — W(,‘  have  one  possessed  of  admirable  technical 
dexterity,  wdio  bestowed 
the  dig'uity  of  art,  the 
charm  of  beauty,  upon 
all  that  he  touched. 

It  is  father  was  a 
g’oldsmith  and  watch¬ 
maker  in  Edinburg’h, 
and  he  was  born  there 
ill  175:f.  Though  his 
parents  were  in  a  humble 
social  ])osltion,  he  re¬ 
ceived  a  sound  and  ex¬ 
cellent  education,  such 
as  is  always  within  the 
reach  of  even  the  poorest 
Scotchman,  and  began 
to  lay  tbe  foundation  of 
the  culture  and  scholar¬ 
ship  which  distinguished 
him  in  later  life.  Red¬ 
grave  and  other  authori¬ 
ties  state  that  he  studied 
under  Alexander  Runci- 
man  ;  but  if  this  were 
so,  it  must  have  lieen 
at  a  very  early  age,  as 
that  painter  left  for 
Italy  when  Brown  had 
hardly  completed  his 
fourteenth  year.  From 
a  manuscript  history  of 
the  School  of  Art,  in¬ 
stituted  in  Edinburgh  in  176(1  by  the  Board  of 
-Manufacturers — drawn  up  in  1847  by  Alexander 
Christie,  A.R.S.A. — we  find  that  Brown  was  a 
})upil  of  that  academy ;  and  iu  the  very  interest¬ 
ing  account  of  early  Scottish  artists  in  Alexander 
CamplielFs  “Journey  from  London  through  Parts  of 
North  Britain,"’  ISOJ,  we  learn  that  he  studied  under 
Pavilon,  wdio  was  teacher  of  the  school  from  1768  to 
177J.  It  seems  probalde  that  Brown  also  studied 
under  William  Delacour — Pavilon’s  predecessor,  like 
him  a  Frenchman — master  of  the  school  from  its 
foundation  till  his  death  in  17A7.  4  crayon  portrait 
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of  Browm  in  his  youth  from  the  hand  of  Delacour, 
now  in  the  Scottish  National  Portrait  Galleiy,  and 
another  by  the  same  artist  in  the  collection  of  the 
Ro}'al  Scottish  Academy,  point  to  personal  relations 
between  the  student  and  the  master. 

Having  acipiired  some  technical  skill.  Brown  was 

desirous  of  perfecting 
himself  by  a,  residence 
in  Italy;  and  in  1771 
he  started  for  Rome  in 
company  with  a  young 
friend,  David  Erskine, 
son  of  Thomas  Erskine 
of  Cambo.  Ilis  com- 
])anion"s  cousin,  Charles 
Erskine  of  the  Rota, 
“  avvocato  di  diavolo  "" 
to  the  Po])e,  and  after¬ 
wards  Cardinal,  occupied 
an  induential  position 
at  the  Court  of  the 
Vatican,  and  he  was 
able  to  introduce  his 
kinsman,  and  his  kins¬ 
man’s  friend,  to  the  liest 
and  most  cultured  circles 
of  the  city.  And  Rome 
at  the  time  contained 
(piite  a  colony  of  Scot¬ 
tish  painters  and  art-col¬ 
lectors.  The  genial  and 
hospitalde  Gavin  Hamil¬ 
ton  was  resting  from  the 
production  of  “  Achilles 
d-rag'ging  the  Body  of 
Hector  at  his  Chariot 
Wheels,”  “Andromache 
weeping  over  the  Body 
and  his  other  ambitious  efforts  in  the 
direction  of  high  art,  and  was  prosecuting  excava¬ 
tions  among  the  antique  ruins  which  resulted  in 
the  discovery  of  the  “'Genius  of  the  A’aticau,”  the 
“  Braschi  Antinous,”  and  some  of  the  line  statues 
of  the  Townley  collection.  Jacob  jMore,  the  Scottish 
landscape-painter,  whose  full-length  figures  among 
the  portraits  of  artists  in  the  Htfizi,  was  laying  out 
the  gardens  of  the  Prince  Borghese  and  decorating 
a  chamlier  of  his  villa.  James  Byres,  the  Aberdeen 
architect,  afterwards  the  friend  and  adviser  of  Rae¬ 
burn,  was  deep  in  Etruscan  researches,  the  results  of 
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which  ho  einbodiod  iu  his  “  llypogaci.^’’  From  his 
comj)atriots  and  their  friends  Brown  received  the 
lieartiest  welcome,  and  his  evenings  were  passed  in 
their  congenial  and  improving  company,  his  days  being 
devoted  to  strenuous  study  in  the  Academy  of  Art, 
and  in  drawing  from  anticpie  statues.  In  the  words 
of  Lord  Buchan,  ‘Hhe  pencil  and  crayon  were  ever  in 
his  hand,  and  the  suhlime  thoughts  of  Raphel  {sic) 
and  Michsel  Angelo  ever  in  his  imagination.’^  One 
of  his  sketch-books,  tilled  with  pencil  drawings  from 
the  antique,  is  preserved 
in  the  Library  of  the 
South  Kensington  Mu¬ 
seum.  They  are  touched 
with  the  greatest  ten¬ 
derness,  delicacy,  and 
accuracy,  and  show  the 
admirable  care  and  pre¬ 
cision  of  the  young  art¬ 
ist’s  execution. 

It  was  at  this  time 
that  he  began  to  prac¬ 
tise  as  a  portraitist  in 
pencil  ;  and  especial 
mention  is  made  of  an 
admirable  head  that  he 
drew  of  Piranesi,  the 
celebrated  etcher  of 
architectural  subjects, 
whose  uncontrollable 
restlessness  had  baffled 
the  efforts  of  such 
painters  as  had  previ¬ 
ously  attempted  to  cat<di 
his  likeness.  Brown  also 
experimented  with  the 
palette  and  pigments  of 
the  painter,  and  Lord 
Buchan  assiu’es  u.s  that 
only  his  extreme  fasti¬ 
diousness  ju’evented  his 
prosecuting  oil  painting 
and  winning  fame  as  a  colourist.  This  judgment  is 
the  partial  estimate  of  a  friend.  The  pencil  drawings 
of  the  ai’tist  which  exist  are,  in  themselves,  sufflelent 
to  prove  that,  like  another  greater  master  of  black-and- 
white — like  Charles  Meryon — he  was  naturally  with¬ 
out  a  keen  eye  for  colour,  that  he  was  a  born  delinea¬ 
tor,  that  his  true  aptitude  lay  in  the  direction  of 
form  and  chiaroscuro,  and  that  we  have  lost  nothing 
by  the  final  restriction  of  his  efforts  to  work  with 
the  crayon  and  the  lead  point. 

In  addition  to  his  pursuit  of  art.  Brown  spent 
much  time  in  the  study  of  Italian,  and  acquired  such 
facility  that  his  poems — of  which,  however,  none 
survive — were  usually  composed  in  that  language. 


And  to  music  he  was  passionately  devoted ;  he  made 
a  singularly  thorough  and  systematic  study  of  the 
art,  and  his  “  Letters  upon  the  Poetry  and  Music  of 
the  Italian  Opera”  are  deserving  of  attention  even 
in  the  present  day.  They  are  especially  interesting 
for  their  author’s  clear  pcrce[)tion  that — in  its  right 
development — the  music  of  the  opera  must  he  not 
merely  a  succession  of  ])leasing  sounds,  but  an  actual 
dramatic  agent,  a  means  of  giving  intensified  ex¬ 
pression  to  the  passions  and  situations  of  the  })iece — 

such  full  expression  as 
is  beyond  the  power  of 
words.  It  is  easy  to  see 
that  had  he  lived  in  our 
own  time  he  would  have 
been  a  ^Vagnerite,  a 
lover  of  “  The  Music  of 
the  Future.”  The  let¬ 
ters  were  addressed  to 
his  friend.  Lord  IMon- 
boddo,  who  pidjlished 
them  after  their  writer’s 
death  for  the  benefit  of 
his  widow  and  son,  in  a 
charming  little  duode¬ 
cimo  volume,  with  a  eulo¬ 
gistic  preface  from  his 
own  pen  and  a  “  Char¬ 
acter  ”  of  the  author  iu 
Latin,  written  by  An 
Edinburgh  advocate  ” — 
whose  name  I  should 
like  to  ascertain. 

Brown’s  residence  in 
Italy  was  diversified  by 
an  archaeological  expedi¬ 
tion  into  Sicily  in  com¬ 
pany  with  Mr.  Townley 
and  Sir  William  Young. 
He  acted  as  draftsman 
to  the  party,  and  exe¬ 
cuted  many  careful  and 
valuable  drawings  of  Sicilian  antiquities  and  scenery. 

After  spending  nearly  eleven  years  in  Italy, 
Brown  returned  to  his  native  city,  A  man  so  cul¬ 
tured,  so  widely  informed  by  study  and  travel,  was 
quite  an  acquisition  to  the  learned  society  of  the 
Northern  capital,  and  the  artist’s  gentle  and  winning- 
manners,  to  which  all  his  friends  bear  witness,  aided 
his  popularity.  Lord  Monboddo,  in  particular,  with 
whom  we  have  already  seen  that  Brown  corresponded 
while  abroad,  formed  the  highest  opinion  of  his 
character  and  talents ;  and  he  was  a  constant  guest  at 
the  celebrated  “  attic  suppers  ”  of  the  learned  and 
eccentric  judge,  where  choice  company  was  set  off 
with  flowers  of  all  hues  and  wines  of  all  qualities,  and 
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otlours  as  well  as  liglit  was  diffused  bv  the  lamps.” 

can  only  vegaet  tliat  Brown  was  no  longer  in 
Ediid.)urgli  in  17S7,  when  Burns  was  so  frecpiently 
the  guest  of  IMonboddo,  the  cliarms  and  beauty  of 
whose  daughter  he  einbahned  in  his  verse  ami  in  Ids 


Portrait  Gallery.  Hunter  is  said  to  have  written 
the  greater  part  of  the  first  volume  of  Monboddo’s 
‘‘Treatise  of  the  Orio'in  of  Lanoaiag'e,”  and  in 
the  ]n'e))aration  of  this  work  Brown  gave  substan¬ 
tial  assistance.  In  its  fourth  volume  iMonboddo 
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letters.  So  devoted  was  Brown  to  his  art  that  a  friend 
tells  us  he  could  hardly  be  in  a  room  without  pulling 
r)ut  his  sketch-book  and  portraying  the  features  of 
some  of  the  faces  beside  him  ;  and  if  fate  had  ever 
permitted  him  to  meet  the  poet,  he  should  certainly 
have  secured  a  pencd  ])ortrait  of  him  which  would 
now  have  possessed  inestimable  value,  preserving  every 
contour  of  his  gloriously  impassioned  face,  and  all  the 
depth  and  intensity  of  those  dark  l)rown  eyes — the 
eyes  are  always  most  telling  points  in  Brownes 
portraits — which  Scott  never  forgot  all  his  life, 
though  he  had  met  Burns  oidy  once,  when  he  himself 
was  a  mere  schoolboy. 

Of  the  worthy  judge.  Brown  executed  an  ad¬ 
mirable  portrait,  still  ])reserved  at  Alonboddo,  which 
was  delicately  engraved  in  stipple  by  Stanier  in 
the  Eiinipcnn  Magazine ;  and  also  a  portrait  of 
his  clerk,  Jolin  Hunter,  afterwards  Principal  of  the 
United  Colleges  of  St.  Salvador  and  St.  Leonard, 
St.  Andrews,  and  celebrated  for  his  editions  of  the 
classics — a  drawing  now  in  the  Scottish  National 


states  that  he  was  himself  ignorant  of  the  Italian 
tongue,  and  that  his  remarks  on  the  subject  are  de¬ 
rived  from  information  received  from  Brown,  “who, 
besides  understanding  the  language  ])erfectly,  is 
more  learned  in  the  Italian  arts  of  painting,  seulj)- 
ture,  music,  and  poetry,  than  any  man  I  ever  con¬ 
versed  with  .  .  He  .  .  only  draws,  but  better 

than  anybody  I  have  ever  known,  and  I  know  from 
gentlemen  who  were  in  Rome  when  he  was  in  it, 
that  he  was  then  re])uted  one  of  the  best  drawers 
in  Italy.” 

Among  Brown’s  other  patrons  was  the  celebrated 
Hr.  Gregory;  and  mention  should  also  be  made,  in 
this  connection,  of  Alexander  Campbell,  an  unfortunate 
man  of  talent  and  of  very  various  accomplishments. 
During  most  of  his  life,  Campbell  was  an  Edinburgh 
music-teacher;  and  among  his  pupils  was  the  future 
Sir  Walter  Scott,  who,  upon  his  old  master’s  death, 
wrote  his  obituary  in  the  Edinhurgh  IVeelily  Journal . 
But  he  was  also  known  as  the  author  of  “The  Gram- 
pions  Desolate,”  and  other  volumes  of  poetry,  by  his 
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‘Mntrodiietioii  to  the  History  of  Foetryin  Scotland/' 
his  “  Journey  from  Edinburg'h  throiigdi  A  arious  Parts 
of  North  Britain/’  illustrated  with  acjua-tintod  plates 
from  his  own  drawings,  and  by  several  other  volumes. 
The  two  last-named  books  contain  some  interest¬ 
ing  particulars  regarding  Brown,  and  the  former  was 
dedicated  “To  II.  Fuseli”  in  these  words: — “Sir, 
had  the  man  whom  you  once  knew,  and  knew  how 
to  estimate,  been  alive,  the  following  sheets  had  been 
addressed  to  him  ;  since  he  is  no  more,  I  take  the 
liberty  to  in.scribe  your  name,  as  revered  by  the  lovers 
of  art  and  science,  on  the  page  that  records  my 
affectionate  remembrance  of  the  late  learned  and 
accomplished  Brown,  the  friend  of  Monboddo.  With 
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But  the  ]iatron  from  whom  Brown  received  the 
most  extensive  commission,  for  whom  he  executed 
the  series  of  drawings  which  remains  the  best  monu¬ 
ment  of  bis  skill,  was  David,  Fail  of  Buchan.  This 
kindly,  fussy,  conseipiential  jieer,  truly  interested  in 
the  things  of  culturi',  and  eager  to  forward  them  to 
the  best  of  his  rather  limited  knowledge  and  means, 
had  succeeded,  in  1780,  in  founding  the  Society  of 
Antiquaries  in  Scotland ;  and  in  the  following  year 
he  directed  Brown  to  draw  a  series  of  life-sized 
pencil  heads  of  the  leading  members.  According  to 
Lord  Buchan’s  account  there  were  to  be  fifty  por¬ 
traits,  but  of  these  only  about  thirty  were  executed. 
The  Antiquaries  seem,  at  any  rate,  to  have  possessed 
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unfeigned  respect  for  your  talents,  your  learning,  and 
your  virtues,  I  remain.  Sir,  yours  sincerely,  Alexander 
Campbell.” 

Fuseli’s  high  opinion  of  Brown,  implied  in  this 
dedication,  seems  hardly  borne  out  by  the  story,  given 
at  p.  JSd'  of  AMI.  II.  of  Smith’s  “Nollekens  and  his 
Times,”  of  the  ehai’acteristically  impatient  and  blas¬ 
phemous  exclamation  of  the  painter  when  Northcote 
and  Legat,  the  engraver,  praised  the  Scottish  drafts¬ 
man  during  a  walk  at  Hampstead  in  his  company. 
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no  fewer  than  thirty  of  these  heads,  but  three  of  them 
were  lost  in  the  various  removals  from  place  to  place  of 
their  museum,  during  the  troublous  early  days  of  the 
Society.  Most  of  the  drawings  are  titled,  and  they 
include  the  effigies  of  some  of  the  most  distinguished 
Scotsmen  of  the  time.  First  comes  the  portrait  of 
Lord  Buchan  himself,  representing  him  in  middle 
life;  not  indeed  at  his  best,  for  tbe  drawing  shows 
neither  the  youthful  beauty  of  Reynolds’s  picture, 
painted  in  1764  and  mezzo-tinted  by  Finlayson,  nor 
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the  white-liaireJ  comeliness  which  the  Earl  attained 
in  agCj  and  which  made  Lockhart  prononnee  that 
he  had  never  beheld  'Hi  more  exquisite  old  head."’^ 
Then  we  have  James  Cummyno’,  Herald  Painter  and 
Keeper  oh'  the  Records  in  the  Jjyoii  CTmrt,  his  lace 
— with  its  homely  features  and  ])rotrading'  nnder- 
lij) — raised,  his  hand  grasping  a  quill  as  becomes  the 
first  secretary  oh  the  society.  Eollowing  Cummyng 
is  Sir  Alexander  Dick,  who  in  early  life,  before  he 
changed  his  name  on  succeeding  to  a  baronetcy,  was 
that  Dr.  ('unyngham  wdio  was  the  friend  oh  Allan 
Ramsav,  the  painter,  and  his  companion  in  his  con¬ 
tinental  travels  when  they  both  all  but  lost  their 
lives  by  shipwreck  at  Leghorn,  as  detailed  by  Cunyng- 
ham  in  a  diary  published  in  T/te  Genflemtni’a  Maga- 
for  lS5d.  Oil  portraits  of  him  by  RamsayH 
hand  hang'  in  his  mansion  of  Prestonlield,  and 
in  the  hall  of  the  Royal  College  of  Physicians, 
Edinburgh,  of  which  he  was  for  seven  years  jnvsi- 
dent.  Among  the  other  heads  are  those  of  Dr. 
Andrew  Duncan,  celebrated  as  a  physician  and  a 
])hilanthropist  ;  William  Jeans,  the  sculptor;  David 
Deiichar,  seal  engraver  ami  etcher;  John  Baxter,  the 
architect;  the  calm,  strong  face  of  William  Smellie, 
]uinter,  and  translator  of  Buffon  ;  Dr.  John  Brown, 
the  founder  of  the  Brounonian  system  oh  medicine, 
ivitb  his  burly  feafures  and  bottle-nose,  j)ortrayed 
in  a  mood  of  especial  benignity,  with  none  of  that 
characteristically  belligerent  aspect  which  ai)pcars  in 
the  miniature  by  Donaldson,  engraved  by  WTlliam 
Blake.  There  is  also  a  slight  but  particularly  ex- 
(piisite  drawing  of  Principal  Gordon,  of  the  Scots 
College,  Douay  ;  and  in  another  sketch  there  ajipcar, 
from  under  the  masses  of  an  enormous  black  wig', 
the  grave,  large  features  of  (feorge  Patou  of  the 
Custom  House,  one  of  the  very  worthiest  of  last  cen¬ 
tury  Jhlinburgh  antiquaries — the  correspondent  of 
Ritson  and  Gough,  of  Chalmers  and  Herd,  who,  with 
a  salary  which  never  exceeded  eighty  pounds  a  year, 
collected,  with  a  patience  and  frugality  that  might 
have  ]>ut  Jonathan  Oldbuck  himself  to  shame,  a  valu¬ 
able  gathering  of  rare  books  and  antiquities  in  his 
humble  bachelor  rooms  in  Lady  Stair’s  Close.  A 
much  smaller  version  of  this  portrait,  also  the  work 
of  Brown,  exists  in  the  Scottish  National  Portrait 
Gallery.  It  was  acquired  from  the  collection  of  the 
late  J.  T.  Gibson  Craig,  which  contained  several 
w'orks  by  the  draftsman,  especially  a  very  highly 
hnished  ])ortrait  of  the  celebrated  Duchess  of  Gordon 
and  her  sister,  and  a  portrait  of  Elizabeth,  Countess 
of  Glencairn,  which,  with  two  unnamed  heads,  is 
now'  in  possession  of  the  Scottish  National  Portrait 
Gallery. 

This  series  of  portraits  belonging  to  the  Antiqua¬ 
ries,  of  some  of  the  worthiest  and  most  intellectual  of 
the  Scotsmen  who  were  its  founders,  is  full  of  interest. 


and  it  is  to  be  hoped  that  when  the  Society  removes 
its  museum  to  the  spacious  building  which  is  now 
being  prepared  for  it,  the  drawings  may  be  framed, 
and  ])laced  on  view  to  the  public.  They  are  done  with 
the  finest  skill  and  discernment,  each  of  them  is  life¬ 
like  and  vivid,  each  impresses  us  as  being  a  true  portrait 
"done  to  the  quick, seized  with  unfailing  insight. 
In  artistic  method  they  are  excellent,  the  touch  clear, 
incisive,  and  masterful ;  the  modelling  wonderfully 
searching  and  thorough:  and  for  pencil  portraiture  of 
cipial  quality  we  must,  1  am  inclined  to  think,  go  back 
for  a  hundred  years  from  their  time — to  Nanteuil  in 
France,  and  White  and  Loggan  in  England. 

Three  of  the  drawings — those  of  Lord  Buchan, 
Cummyng,  and  Smellie — were  reproduced  in  the 
"Archaeological  Scotica,”  Vol.  V.,  Part  I.  Of  the 
two  reproduced  here,  the  dignified  head  on  I'age  310 
is  given  as  a  favouralde  example  of  the  ai'tistic 
quality  of  the  series.  We  know  nothing  of  the  per¬ 
sonage  it  reju'csents— "  Mr.  Drummond  ” — except  t  hat 
he  was  a  teacher  of  the  French  language  in  Fldin- 
burgh,  and  a  donor  to  the  Afuseum  of  Hie  Antiquaries. 
Adam  Cardonnel  (see  p.  311),  however,  is  a  figure  of 
some  importance  in  the  history  of  Scottish  archaeology. 
Grand-nephew  of  the  Adam  de  Cardonnel  who  was 
secretary  to  Alarlhorough,  and  afterwards,  in  1710, 
Secretary  at  Mar,  he  studied  for  the  medical  j)ro- 
fession,  and  for  a  time  practised  as  a  surgeon  ; 
but,  being  in  easy  circumstances,  fie  devoted  him¬ 
self  to  antiquarian  ]iursuits,  and  published  the 
"  Nurnismata  Scoticae  ”  in  1  780,  and  the  "  Picturesque 
Antiquities  of  Scotland”  in  1788-93,  both  illus¬ 
trated  by  etchings  from  the  hand  of  the  authoi’. 
He  was  the  friend  of  Grose,  wdiom  he  aided  with 
materials  for  his  "Antiquities  of  Scotland,”  and 
it  w'as  to  him  that  Burns  enclosed  the  letter  in¬ 
tended  for  his  friend  upon  which  he  wrote  that  well- 
known  impromptu  beginning  "  Ken  ye  ought  o’ 
Captain  Grose.” 

Among  the  other  pencil  portraits  of  Brown, 
similar  in  size  and  handling  to  those  in  the  collection 
of  the  Antiquaries,  are  three  unnamed  heads,  and  a 
portrait  of  Lord  Alonboddo  now  in  the  possession  of 
the  Scottish  National  Portrait  Gallery;  an  unnamed 
head  in  the  collection  of  the  late  M’.  F.  Watson,  now 
belonging  to  the  Board  of  Alanufaetures,  Edinburgh, 
in  whose  hands  there  is  also  a  small  and  much  injured 
head  of  Lord  Daer,  the  friend  of  Burns;  and  the  por¬ 
trait  of  the  Rev.  John  Logan,  the  poet,  in  the  Scottish 
National  Portrait  Gallery,  which  has  been  engraved 
in  line  by  David  Somerville  in  18P2,  and  by  W.  H. 
Lizars  and  by  A.  Duncan  in  1822,  as  also,  in  stipple, 
by  D.  B.  Pyet  in  1807,  and  by  Freeman  in  1810. 
The  Royal  Scottish  Academy  possess  several  large 
unnamed  heads  by  Brown,  including  two  portraits 
of  Alexander  Runciman,  the])ainter,  one  of  full  scale. 
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the  other  I’edueecl  by  the  draftsman  himself  for  the 
use  of  the  engraver,  J.  Stewart,  who  reproduced  it  in 
stipple  in  Stark’s  “  Biographia  Scotica.”  The  Academy 
further  possess  several  good  examples  of  Brown’s  pencil 
work  in  miniature — two  admirably  vivacious  aiid  most 
daintily  touched  male  heads,  and  two  slight  full- 
length  studies  of  girls,  one  of  which  is  I’eproduced 
on  page  312,  as  an  example  of  the  grace  which 
the  artist  occasionally  attained  in  his  draperies. 
Yet  in  the  treatment  of  sucli  accessories  he  was 
by  no  means  uniformly 
successful,  the  dress  in 
his  life  -  sized  portraits 
being  frequently  hard 
and  stiff  in  the  expres¬ 
sion  of  its  lines  and 
folds,  and  contrasting 
with  the  masterly  ease 
and  power  of  the  execu¬ 
tion  of  the  countenances 
themselves.  Of  his 
landscape  and  architec¬ 
tural  subjects  to  the 
Academy  belong  two  ex¬ 
amples,  pen  drawings  of 
the  “  Tempe  della  Pace, 

Interno  da  Roma,”  and- 
a  view  of  a  vineyard. 

Of  all  the  smaller 
portraits  by  Brown  that 
are  known  to  ns,  the 
most  admirable  for  pre¬ 
cision  of  touch  and  ex¬ 
quisiteness  of  finish  is 
the  likeness  of  Jean 
Erskine,  afterwards  Mrs. 

Carr,  eldest  daughter  of 
Lord  Alva,  the  Scottish 
judge,  which  appears  on 
page  313,  from  the  collection  of  Sheriff  Erskine 
Murray,  of  Glasgow,  a  collection  exceptionally  rich  in 
portraits,  documents,  and  other  relics  of  the  Erskine 
family,  ranging  from  the  time  of  James  VI.  to  our 
own.  The  drawing  is  signed  by  the  artist  and  dated 
1785.  The  same  gentleman  has  also  a  highly 
finished  likeness  of  Christina  Carruthers,  wife  of 
John  Erskine,  of  Drumsheugh,  and  one  of  Jean 
Stirling,  second  wife  of  Lord  Alva,  an  excellent 
example  of  Brown’s  slighter  and  freer  style  of  por¬ 
traiture  :  and  I  believe  that  other  portraits  by  the 
artist  of  various  members  of  the  Erskine  family 
are  in  the  possession  of  the  Rev.  Air.  Paul,  of 
Dollar;  while  his  delicate  miniature  of  Dr.  Beattie, 
the  poet,  thrice  engraved  in  stipple — by  Ridley, 
by  J.  Stewart,  and  by  H.  R.  Cook — -belongs  to 
the  Misses  Forbes,  of  Aberdeen ;  and  in  the  hands 


of  Brown’s  descendants  are  a  few  works,  among  the 
rest  his  portrait  of  Mrs.  Siddons,  and  that  of  his 
sister,  Mrs.  Cunningham. 

Among  the  works  of  the  artist  mentioned  in 
contemporary  accounts  of  his  life,  which  1  have 
been  unable  to  trace,  are  portraits  of  Lord  Keith 
Stewart,  Dr.  Cullen,  Dr.  Joseph  Black,  the  Rev. 
Dr.  Hugh  Blair,  and  IMme.  Lally,  the  musician. 

After  a  residence  of  about  five  years  in  Edin¬ 
burgh,  Brown,  having  mari'icd  a  Aliss  Elpin,  left 

for  London,  in  the 
spring  of  1786,  to  seek 
a  wider  tield  for  his 
talents.  Among  the  last 
works  that  he  executed 
before  leaving  Scotland 
must  have  been  those 
preserved  at  JMeadow- 
bank,  for  the  finest  of 
them,  a  small  and  most 
delicately  finished  half- 
length  of  Elizabeth  tVel- 
wood,  wife  of  the  first 
Lord  Meadowbank,  is 
dated  in  that  year.  The 
other  drawings  in  this 
collection  are  mostly 
slight,  with  the  excep¬ 
tion  of  a  large  head 
of  Lord  Meadowbank, 
similar  in  scale  and  size 
to  the  portraits  of  the 
Antiquaries. 

There  are  few  records 
of  Brown’s  life  in  the 
metropolis.  He  was 
again  employed  by  Mr. 
Townley  in  making  draw¬ 
ings  from  the  antiques 
in  his  collection  ;  and  his  admirable  transcript  of 
the  bust  of  Homer,  as  well  as  his  head  of  Pope  from 
the  bust  by  Rysbrack,  was  engraved  in  stipple  by 
Bartolozzi,  and  published  after  his  death  for  the 
benefit  of  his  widow  and  son.  The  original  draw¬ 
ings  for  both  are  now  at  Aleadowbank.  His  health, 
which  had  never  been  robust,  began  to  give  his  friends 
great  uneasiness.  He  was  recommended  to  try  a  sea 
voyage ;  and,  as  his  j^resence  was  required  in  Edin¬ 
burgh  to  settle  the  affairs  of  his  father  who  had 
recently  died,  he  embarked  for  Leith.  During'  the 
voyage  he  suffered  greatly,  and  landed  in  a  con¬ 
dition  of  extreme  prostration.  He  was  removed  to 
the  house  in  which  his  friend  Alexander  Runciman 
had  died  four  years  previously,  and  here,  after  con¬ 
siderable  suffering,  he  expired  on  the  5th  of  Sep¬ 
tember,  1787. 


JEAN  STIELING  (SECOND  WIFE  OF  LOED  ALVA). 

(From  the  Drawing  hy  John  Broicn,  in  the  Collection  of  Sheriff 
Ersldne  Murray,  of  Glasgow.) 
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(From  a  Drawing  by  Professor  Ikrkomcr.) 


THE  ITCTOIliAL  :^riTEIC-PLAY  :  ‘ 

By  professor  IIERKOMER,  A.l 

IIIAVP]  l)CL'ii  told  ]My  first 
t  h  a  t  C  h  a  r  1  e  s  d  raw  all  the 
Dickens  long’cd  for  a  tors  aud  ac 

private  theatre  of  his  iny  art-stude 
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own  that  should  he 
near  his  hoiise^  where 
he  could  play  what  he 
likedj  when  he  liked, 
and  how  he  liked.  It  would  not  be  unreasonable 
for  a  painter  to  have  the  same  longing  for  a 
private  theatre,  iu  which  he  could  experiment  in 
scenic  art,  in  grouping  figures,  and  in  story-making’, 
only  changing  his  canvas  for  the  stage  in  order 
to  cxjiress  with  real  ohjects  and  real  people  the 
thoughts  he  placed  ordinarily  upon  canvas  with 
brush  and  colour.  And  such  a  theatre  would  be 
unfettered  by  tradition,  or  by  the  demands  of  a 
paying  public.  Such  a  theatre  would  form  the  most 
delightful  source  ol'  recreation  for  a  painter,  and  take 
him  away  from  his  day’s  work,  and  bo  a  change 
of  brain-work,  which,  in  its  way,  means  rest.  That 
all  men  must  do  in  order  to  rest  cannot 

hold  good  with  all  t('mperaments.  To  .some,  en¬ 
forced  idleness  means  disastrous  friction,  and  wears 
the  brain  more  than  wholesome  application  to  some 
change  of  work.  Let  each  man  find  out  what  suits 
him  best  for  rest.  Personally  I  could  have  estab¬ 
lished  no  more  delightful  source  of  recreation  than 
by  my  theatre,  whiidi  is  attached  to  my  house,  for  my 
own  ])rivate  experiments  in  art — pictorial,  musical, 
and  dramatic.  There  is  no  reason  why  a  hobby 
should  not  sweeten  one’s  life  without  robbing  it 
of  the  more  serious  purposes  that  are  bound  up  in 
one’s  career.  Such  a  theatre  as  mine  is  not  subject 
to  the  general  laws  of  comparison. 


IMy  first  object  is  to 
draw  all  the  available  ac¬ 
tors  aud  actresses  from 
my  art-students.  Put,  as 
many  of  the  characters 
in  the  present  play  need  . 
stronger  histrionic  jiowers 
than  can  he  expected  in 

art-students,  outside  aid  has  heen  brought  in  to 
make  the  whole  ])icture  as  jicrfect  as  lays  in 
our  power.  As  it  is  musical,  it  necessitates  more 
than  mere  acting.  And  as  there  is  an  absence 
of  all  dialogue,  it  needs  higher  histrionic  powers 
for  the  telling  of  the  story  than  is  required  when 
words  are  given  to  help  the  action.  It  is  no  mere 
whim  of  mine  to  leave  out  speech  when  music  ac¬ 
companies  and  expresses  action.  Had  music  been 
left  out  as  an  additional  source  of  interpretation 
and  colouring,  mere  action  would  too  easily  have 
lost  its  connectedness  and  its  ])oetic  aspect.  ]\Ir.  -T. 
Pennett  invented  the  name ‘H’ictorial  IMiisic-Play” 
for  my  experimental  entertainments  at  my  Pushey 
Theatre.  That  jirecisely  expre.sses  my  purpose  in 
these  plays,  which  are  musical  throughout — i.e.,  first 
the  jricture,  then  the  music  to  attune  you  to  the 
picture,  and  lastly  the  story,  or  the  excuse  for  the 
whole  thing. 

AYords  are  sung  only  when  it  is  absolutely  neces¬ 
sary  to  carry  on  the  story.  All  that  can  be  done  in 
dumb  show  (with,  of  course,  orchestral  accompani¬ 
ment)  is  interpreted  by  these  methods  of  exjiression. 
Accident  led  me  to  this  kind  of  musical  picture  last 
year  in  our  first  attempt  to  act  a  piece.  I  had  built 
the  theatre  (with  a  much  smaller  stage  than  now), 
and  not  receiving  a  piece  that  was  promised  me,  I 
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determined  to  make  up  sometkiug  in  the  most  simple 
way  to  try  my  hand  at  scenic  effects  and  general 
stage  -  management.  It  was  a  wild  incongruous 
fragment;  hut  romantic,  for  all  that,  I  think.  Not 
being  able  to  write  dialogue,  and  not  trusting  my 
students  with  it  if  I  could  have  written  it,  I  deter¬ 
mined  to  try  something  that  would  be  pictorial  and 
musical,  and  that  would  not  necessitate  dialogue.  Of 
course  much  of  our  meaning  was  lost,  or  was  not 
made  plain,  but  enough  was  left  to  interest  a  largo 
number  of  people  in  the  experiment.  Seeing  how 
favourahly  it  was  received,  it  was  but  natural  we 
should  wish  to  try  something  more  ambitious. 
Whilst  the  fragment  was  beiinj:  acted  I  thoua'ht  out 
the  present  story.  Soon  after  1  took  the  story,  in 
scenario  form,  to  Mr.  Joseph  Ilennett,  asking  him  to 
write  lyrics  for  it.  lie  was  at  once  pleased  with  the 
story,  and  has  written,  in  my  opinion,  some  beautiful 
verses  for  it,  which  materially  develop  the  story.  In 
composing  the  music  for  it,  I  wished  to  be  entirely 
guided  liy  the  scenes,  and  not  by  the  mere  deve¬ 
lopment  of  musical  phrases.  Hence  the  music  must 
necessarily  sound  fragmentary  without  the  scenes. 

Having  allowed  the  scenes  alone  to  guide  me,  it 
happened  that  the  ])resent  piece,  which  is  in  three 
Acts,  has  only  one  solo  for  the  hero,  and  none  for  the 
heroine — that  is,  the  heroine  only  repeats  snatches  of 
a  song  sung  by  her  father.  Rut  in  this  way  I  Iiope 
to  make  the  piece  consistent  in  an  artistic  sense. 
And  here  I  must  add  that  I  am  writing  this  account 
before  the  ]>iece  has  become  fully  realised  in  rehearsal, 
but  far  enough  advanced  to  show  its  shape,  tone, 
and  drift;  the  reason  for  so  early  a  description  being 
consequent  on  this  IMagazine  having  to  go  to  press 
some  weeks  before  the  time  of  issue.  I  speak  of 
all  this  theatrical  work  as  my  re ,  but  I  must 

admit  that  some  of  the  tribulations  inseparable  from 
theatrical  management  have  come  to  me. 

I  allow  nothing  to  interfere  with  my  painting 
whilst  there  is  daylight,  the  music  had  to  he 
written  in  the  evenings  of  last  winter  ;  and  I  must 
confess  I  was  sometimes  wickedly  glad  when  dark¬ 
ness  set  in  a  little  earlier,  under  which  condition 
alone  I  permitted  myself  to  work  at  the  music. 
Scoring  for  orchestra  is,  indeed,  like  painting;  and 
even  from  my  small  effort  I  verily  believe  there  is 
nothing  more  fascinating  than  orchestral  composi¬ 
tion.  The  combinations  that  are  possible  are  quite 
as  great  and  as  varied  as  those  of  the  colours  of  our 
palette.  Rut  unlike  any  other  sensation  I  can  think 
of,  is  the  sensation  of  ‘'seeing  sound.”  And  I  can 
answer  for  the  intense  excitement  of  first  hearing 
one’s  music  played  by  the  orchestra,  especially  if  one 
conducts  it  one.self.  The  excitement  of  having  a 
frst  picture  on  the  line  in  the  Academy  is  nothing 
to  it.  Rut  the  wearisome  copying  out.  of  parts  for 


chorus,  solo,  and  orchestra,  with  the  everlasting 
mistakes  that  the  best  of  copyists  make,  is  certainly 
not  one  of  the  pleasures  with  which  musical  compo¬ 
sition  has  to  be  coupled.  In  making  a  play  for  my 
theatre  many  existing  conditions  had  to  be  taken 
into  account.  The  bulk  of  the  students  viust  act, 
and  that  means  introducing  a  crowd.  Certain 
leading  students  should  be  supplied  with  solo  parts, 
and  so  forth.  All  these  conditions  are,  perhaps,  safe 
enough  at  the  start  of  a  playwright’s  career.  Rut  I 
need  not  anticipate  the  terrors  of  the  future.  In 
1873  I  had  my  frst  oil  picture  in  the  Academy ;  it 
represented  a  street  in  the  Ravarian  Highlands.  On 
a  seat  in  front  of  a  house  the  old  people  congre¬ 
gated  at  eventide,  awaiting  the  arrival  of  the  'vorkers 
from  the  felds.  This  picture  started  the  idea  of  this 
play,  and  the  frst  thing  I  saw  in  my  mind  was 
a  fourteenth-century  street  in  England,  with  a  dis¬ 
tance  beyond  ;  with  old  people  and  children  on  one 
side,  and  a  smithy  on  the  other  side  of  the  street. 
From  this  picture  I  started  my  story,  never  losing 
sight  of  the  scenic  effect  I  sought  to  produce. 

There  is  oue  glorious  effect  iu  nature  that  no 
scenic  artist  has  yet  attempted,  and  it  is  that  evening 
effect  in  harvest-time  when  the  setting  sun  illumines 
the  distance  on  the  opposite  side.  All  is  bathed  in 
warm  light,  which  deepens  in  colour,  but  does  not 
pass  away  until  the  great  harvest  moon  has  risen  in 
the  pink  sky.  Then  the  land  turns  colder  in  colour, 
and  as  the  daylight  fades  the  strength  of  the  moon 
increases.  This  change  of  colour  in  the  moon,  from 
the  time  it  rises  to  the  time  it  ])asses  higher  into  the 
shy,  has  most  assuredly  never  been  done  on  the  stage. 
Rut  it  takes  much  experimenting  liefore  the  work¬ 
ing  of  such  an  effect,  with  its  snhtle  gradation  and 
change  of  tone,  is  satisfactorily  accomplished.  As  it 
is,  I  need  six  men  to  work  the  lights,  all  practised 
to  time,  according  to  the  purpose  of  the  Act.  To 
rehearse  the  lights  with  the  music  alone  is  not  with¬ 
out  its  ludicrous  side,  especially  when  the  moon  is 
admonished  for  rising  too  quickly  or  not  appearing 
in  its  proper  time.  Stage  moons  are  proverbially  of 
bad  character,  but  I  must  say  my  moon  has  been  a 
joy  to  me  from  its  creation,  for  it  is  a  luminary  as 
like  the  original  as  one  could  wish  to  see. 

The  First  and  Third  Acts  are  to  be  the  same 
street-scene.  That  wms/  be,  because  I  wish  to  produce 
the  true  value  of  colour  and  light  on  the  same  scene  in 
evening  and  in  broad  daylight.  Now  there  is  a  pos¬ 
sibility  for  a  middle  Act  which  shall  be  an  interior. 
So  this  settles  the  background  for  my  story,  and  the 
characters  and  incidents  must  work  harmoniously  into 
these  lines.  This  is  of  course  distinctly  a  jiainter’s 
method  of  story-making,  and  not  a  literary  man’s. 
A  bit  of  landscape  or  background  invariably  suggests 
to  us  a  subject.  No  doubt  a  single  situation  will 
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suggest  a  story  to  an  author.  There  is  a  iliffereiice,  down  no  laws.  I  am  but  experimenting,  and  simply 
however,  between  a  “situation'’'’  and  a  “pictorial  carry  out  my  beliefs,  right  or  wrong;  they  would  not 
background.”  But  although  methods  are  interesting,  have  found  their  way  into  j)rint  if  1  had  not  jdedged 

it  matters  little  how  a  thing  is  done  as  long  as  the  myself  to  write  an  article  to  accompany  some  draw- 

result  is  good.  That  a  thousand-anJ-one  difficulties  ings. 

arise  in  making  a  story  suited  to  musical  expression.  In  this  present  ])lay  I  have  introduced  many  little 

where  situations  shall  be  at  once  clear  without  pictorial  incidents  such  as  would  happen  in  a  street 

explanation  of  word,  is  known  to  all  who  have  of  that  kind,  and  I  give  the  eye  the  chance  of  looking 

touched  this  kind  of  work.  I  eannot  be  reconciled  about  and  seeing  all  there  is  to  see.  It  is  not  until  the 
to  plays  that  are  divided  between  song-  and  speech.  First  Act  is  nearly  at  an  end  that  the  story  commences. 


JOHN  THE  SlITTir. 

(From  a  Dmicino  hy  Pro/essor  Herkomer,  A.R.A.) 


Song  in  a  play  may  be  utterly  wrong,  and  some 
unpoetic  natures  will  declare  the  opera  ridiculous 
in  its  primary  purpose.  Sonff  is  assuredly  no  more 
ridiculous  than  the  form  of  verse  for  story-telling. 
When  we  admire  beautiful  declamation  we  at  once 
say  it  was  musical.  Go  a  little  further,  and  you  at 
once  add  another  form  of  poetic  colouring  to  your 
story  by  putting  your  meaning  in  musical  form.  But 
there  is  nothing,  to  me,  more  absurd  than  the  old- 
fashioned  method  of  introducing  songs  into  a  play, 
and  thereby  utterly  blocking  the  way,  and  positively 
stopping  the  development  and  progress  of  the  story. 
Dialogue  after  song  is  jarring  to  the  ear,  and  it 
always  seems  to  me  like  this  : — First  tenor  after  big 
song,  “  Well,  now  that  we  have  got  rid  of  the  music, 
let  us  enjoy  ourselves,  and  have  a  comfortable  chat.'’"’ 

Let  it,  however,  be  clearly  understood  that  I  lay 


The  story  is  chiefly  developed,  and  indeed  concluded, 
in  the  Second  Act,  which  is  an  interior,  and  in  which 
there  is  no  distracting  from  the  dramatic  action  of 
too  much  to  watch  and  see.  The  Third  Act  is  merely 
a  sequel — or  a  picture,  belonging  of  couise  to  the  story. 
But  let  me  tell  the  story  of  this  jday,  “An  Idyl.” 

The  scene  opens  on  a  narrow  street  in  a  quiet  four-  - 
teenth  -  century  hamlet,  the  quaint  gables  of  the 
mediaeval  houses  showing  on  either  side.  It  is  a 
late  afternoon  on  an  autumn  day,  and  the  shadows 
already  begin  to  lengthen  on  the  broad  hillside  sweep 
of  cornfields  and  meadow-land.  In  the  foreground 
stands  the  blacksmith’s  forge,  where  the  smiths  have 
nearly  reached  the  close  of  their  day’s  work  ;  while 
on  the  benches  before  the  houses  sit  the  old  folk  in 
little  groups,  with  the  children  playing'  round  them, 
whilst  they  sing  their  evening  song. 
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Tills  peaceful  scene  is  interruiited  by  the  (piick 
entrance  of  a  small  hunting’-party,  wliicli  as  quickly 
jiasses  through;  but  one  of  the  party,  Fitzhugh,  lingers 
behind,  and,  drawing  a  boy  aside,  asks  him  to  point 
out  the  home  of  Fldith — Edith,  the  pride  of  the 
hamlet.  His  curiosity  satisfied,  he  rapidly  hurries 
after  his  companions;  and  after  tliis  flash  nf  excite¬ 
ment  the  old  people 
again  lajise  into 
ipiiet  ude. 

Presently  the  tones 
of  the  Angelus  are 
heard,  and  all  devoutly 
pray,  while  the  women 
teach  the  children  to 
put  their  hands  to¬ 
gether  and  repeat  a 
jiraver.  When  the  bell 
ceases,  the  children 
wish  to  continue  their 
games,  but  an  old 
granny,  who  thinks  it 
time  for  rest,  persuades 
them,  after  much  coax¬ 
ing,  to  listen  instead  to 
a  story.  \Vhile  she  is 
telling  it  the  voices  of 
the  reapers  are  suddenl}- 
heard  in  the  distance, 
and  with  a  sigh  of 
relief  the  old  people 
move  with  the  little 
ones  up  the  street  to 
meet  the  reapers,  who, 
headed  by  Edith,  now 
appear  laden  with  corn. 

Edith  seems  unac¬ 
countably  elated,  and 
when  her  lover,  Dick 
o’  the  Dale,  comes  for¬ 
ward  to  greet  her,  she 
will  have  nothing  to 
do  with  him,  but  goes  from  one  to  another  of  the 
crowd,  persuading  them  to  start  a  dance.  Dick 
watches  her  sadly,  unable  to  understand  this  sudden 
change  in  her  manner  to  him,  and  when  presently 
some  one  takes  down  a  rebec  from  the  smithv  wall 
and  asks  him  to  play,  he  stands  holding  the  in¬ 
strument  listlessly  in  his  hands,  and,  in  spite  of 
the  efforts  of  the  men  to  rouse  his  spirits,  remains 
unmoved.  AYhile  this  is  passing,  Fitzluigh  enters 
from  the  right,  and  furtively  tries  to  escape  Fldith’s 
notice.  She  meanwhile  has  lost  patience,  and, 
snatching  the  rebec  from  Dick’s  hands,  entreats 
some  one  to  play  it.  But  all  shake  their  heads,  and 
there  seems  no  chance  of  music  for  a  dance  until 


i'dizhugh  approaches  softly  from  liehind  and  gently 
takes  the  instrument  from  her,  whispering  to  her  as 
he  does  so,  then  mounts  the  anvil,  and  strikes  up  a 
brisk  dance-tune.  John  the  Smith,  Edith’s  father,  lias 
been  watching'  all  this,  and  sadly  leaves  the  scene, 
kldith  herself  does  not  join  the  dance,  but  stands  apart, 
as  if  in  a  dream,  moved  by  some  strong  feeling. 

Mdien  the  dance  is 
over,  Fitzhugh  moves 
off  unconcernedly,  and 
the  rest  exchange 
“  Good-night”  and  go 
out, though  little  knots 
linger  on  the  way,  the 
old  women  jiointing 
suspiciously  at  Fldith, 
who  still  seems  in  a 
kind  of  trance.  Pre¬ 
sently  F’itzhugh  reap- 
jiears,  and  steals  up 
quietly  liehind  her, 
takes  her  hand  and 
kisses  it,  and  sings  a 
love-song.  It  is  just 
ended  when  her  father’s 
voice  is  heard  calling 
from  within  the  house, 
and  with  a  start  Edith 
tears  herself  from  Fitz- 
liugh  and  rushes  in¬ 
doors.  Left  alone,  he 
shrugs  his  shoulders 
and  smiles,  then  strolls 
jauntily  u])  the  street, 
singing  a  light  sere¬ 
nade.  As  he  does  so 
John  the  Smith  comes 
out  of  the  house,  angry 
and  troubled,  and 
watches  his  retreating' 
steps,  and  when  Fitz¬ 
hugh  is  out  of  sight, 
sinks  sadly  on  a  liench  in  front  of  his  house,  while 
there  passes  through  his  mind  the  air  of  an  old  liallad 
which  tells  of  such  an  unhappy  story  as  he  fears  is 
being  enacted  with  his  daughter.  And  the  curtain 
falls  on  the  First  Act. 

In  the  principal  room  of  John  the  Smith’s  house, 
late  in  the  evening,  his  apprentice  Jack,  and  Aleg 
the  maidservant,  are  laying  supper  for  the  household. 
Jlie  work  is  hindered  b}^  some  rustic  coquetrjq  which 
before  long  passes  into  a  lover.s’  (piarrel,  followed  in 
its  turn  by  a  reconciliation,  and  they  have  embraced 
and  are  dancing  jo3'ously  about  when  they  are  in¬ 
terrupted  b}^  the  sound  of  their  master’s  footsteps. 
Though  they  are  working  busily  when  he  enters,  he 
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warns  them  severely  for  the  last  time.  But  his  show 
oL'  auger  soon  gives  way  to  an  anxious  look  when 
Edith  enters  and  comes  up  to  him  lovingly.  By  this 
time  all  the  household  have  assembled,  and  go  to 
their  places  at  table ;  and  when  Meg  has  brought 
in  a  steaming  bowl  of  broth,  they  apply  themselves, 
after  a  silent  grace,  to  supper. 

John  the  Smith  starts  the  table-talk  by  speaking 


and  Dick  (who  remained  behind)  and  lie  go  out  and 
leave  her  alone.  She  muses  sadly  for  a  time,  then 
opens  the  window  and  lets  the  rays  of  the  moon,  now 
high  risen,  stream  into  the  room.  In  her  ears  her 
father’s  ballad  is  still  sounding,  and  she  softly 
repeats  snatches  of  it,  breaking  at  last  into  tears, 
when  through  the  open  window  come  the  notes  of 
FitzhuglEs  serenade,  striking  discordantly  on  her 
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of  the  harvest,  but  Meg  and  Jack  soon  lead  up  to  sly 
allusions  to  the  young  lord  from  the  hall.  Stung  by 
their  sneers  at  him,  Edith  rises  and  protests,  but  is 
only  met  by  more  open  hints  in  which  she  herself 
is  mentioned  with  him.  At  this  the  smith  angrily 
commands  silence  and  leaves  the  table,  as  do  all  the 
others ;  then,  after  passing  up  and  down  the  room, 
he  seats  himself  by  the  lire  and  calls  his  daughter  to 
him.  M’^ith  her  seated  at  his  knee,  he  sings  the  old 
ballad  that  has  been  running  in  his  head,  telling 
of  the  betrayal  of  a  simple  village  maiden  by  a  gay 
young  lord.  During  the  song  Edith  becomes  more 
troubled,  as  her  father’s  purpose  in  singing  becomes 
clear,  and  at  last  'breaks  down  utterly.  M’hen  it  is 
ended,  her  father  kisses  her  and  bids  her  “  Good-night,” 
£)97 


troubled  mind.  She  listens,  swayed  between  the 
fresh  temptation  and  her  sense  of  duty,  and  then,  as 
the  latter  begins  to  gain  the  upper  hand,  yields  to  a 
shudder  of  helplessness  and  indecision,  not  knowing 
what  to  do.  The  serenade  has  ended,  but  she  listens 
to  some  sound  below,  and  looks  out  of  the  window, 
straining  far  over  the  sill.  "What  she  sees  fills  her 
with  terror  and  dismay.  A  moment  afterwards  Eitz- 
hugh  enters  the  room. 

Edith’s  fresh  anguish  is  not  long,  for  Dick  enters 
and  leads  her  hastily  out.  Then,  re-entering,  he 
appeals  passionately  to  Fitzhugh’s  better  feelings. 
The  latter  shrugs  his  shoulders  and  goes  out,  and 
Dick,  left  alone,  buries  his  face  in  his  hands,  and, 
moved  partly  by  excitement  and  partly  by  the  fear 
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that  Editli’s  love  is  lost  to  him,  weeps  bitterly.  Edith 
re-enters  to  find  him  still  weeping,  and  there  is  an 
awkward  pause,  but  her  mute  gestures  ot‘  api)eal  clear 
away  his  misunderstanding,  and  they  are  in  each 
other’s  arms  when  the  curtain  falls. 

The  rising  of  the  curtain  shows  the  village  street 
empty,  bright  in  the  sunlight  of  early  noon.  Its 
reiiose  is  broken  by  the  entrance  of  two  wandering 
minstrels,  tired  and  dusty,  who  rest  awhile  at  the 
foot  of  the  old  cross,  and  then  begin  a  duct,  gradually 
breaking  it  off  as  they  realise  that  they  are  singing 
without  an  audience.  T'hey  learn  from  a  stray 
jieasant,  who  ])resently  ajipears,  that  the  reason  of 
this  solitude  is  the  wedding  of  Dick  o’  the  Dale  with 
the  daughter  of  John  the  Smith,  in  the  neighbouring 
church,  where  all  the  hamlet  is  assembled.  At  this 
news  the  minstrels  move  off  towards  the  churcli, 
from  which  faint  strains  of  music  have  reached  them 
during  the  conversation,  hoiiing  to  be  engaged  pro- 
fcs.sionally. 

The  street  is  again  deserted,  when  from  the 
church  come  the  mingled  sound  of  voices  and  sacred 
music ;  then  a  joyous  chorus  heralds  the  approach  of 
the  bridal  ])arty,  which  presently  enters  with  children 
singing  and  scattering  tlowers,  while  the  church-bell 
lings  merrily  out. 

Suddenly,  to  the  surprise  of  all,  Fitzhugh  and  his 
hunting-party  enter,  and  Fitzhugh,  without  heeding 
the  general  astonishment,  goes  and  greets  the  bride 
and  bridegroom,  showing  in  his  altered  behaviour 
that  a  change  has  taken  place  in  him.  lie  holds 
out  his  hand  to  the  bridegroom  frankly,  while  he 
bows  respectfully  to  Edith,  the  rest  of  his  jiarty  also 
doing  homage  to  the  pair. 

Then,  wdiile  Fitzhugh  and  his  party  jiass  to  the 
back  of  the  stage,  the  bridal  party  move  towards  the 
smith’s  house,  and,  amidst  all  the  sounds  of  re¬ 
joicing,  the  curtain  finally  descends. 

It  will  be  seen  that  this  story  gives  me  the 
opportunity  for  much  ]:iantomimic  action  and  for 
pictorial  situations.  It  gives  me,  first  of  all,  the 
smithy  work,  always  interesting,  and  jiarticularly  so 
when  one  can  add  musical  tones  to  the  blows  on  the 
anvil.  The  old  people  and  children  sit  about,  doing 
much  as  they  would  in  nature.  When  there  is  a  lull 
in  the  work  at  the  smithy,  the  old  peojde  can  sing 
their  evening  song,  and  the  children  answer  them  (in 
song).  Then  more  smithy  work,  a  jolly  song  by  the 
master-smith  whilst  at  work,  and  then  it  is  time 
to  cease,  which  gives  the  smiths  the  o])portunity 
of  resting  and  chatting  with  their  neighbours.  At 
the  same  time  the  effect  has  been  visibly  changing. 
The  reapers  soon  enter  with  Edith,  who  is  breathless 
to  meet  her  father,  and  attempts  to  tell  him  of  the 
attention  the  lord  from  the  hall  has  paid  her  in  the 
fields,  but  cannot,  and  passes  by.  Both  the  father 


and  Dick,  her  lover,  are  unable  to  understand  this  be¬ 
haviour,  and  watch  Edith  as  she  passes  in  and  out  of 
the  crowd  of  reapers,  who  sing  a  merry  chorus.  This 
gives  the  second  chance  for  a  chorus  of  a  character¬ 
istic  kind.  Then  Edith  urges  them  to  dance,  and 
the  lord  of  the  hall  struts  up  to  her  and  takes  the 
instrument  from  her  hands,  as  Dick  will  not  play, 
and  others  cannot.  Here  is  a  foil,  with  Edith  in 
th  is  dre  am  watching  Fitzhugh  ])laying’,  whilst  the 
others  dance  merrily.  Then  the  going  home;  the 
creeping  away  into  the  houses;  the  darkening  of  the 
effect;  the  moon  gaining  brilliancy  as  it  mounts  the 
sky;  Edith  left  alone  in  the  street;  the  return  of 
Fitzhugh  ;  the  love-song.  Then  the  entrance  on  the 
stage  of  the  father,  after  having  called  his  daughter 
to  the  house;  and  his  attempt  (but  too  late)  to 
speak  to  Fitzhugh,  who  rapidly  retreats;  the  father’s 
misery,  upon  which  the  curtain  drops.  All  these 
are  distinct  situations,  manageable  in  musical  form. 
There  must  be  no  necessity  to  explain  the  ante¬ 
cedents  of  the  dramatis  persona  ;  all  must  be  plain¬ 
sailing  personages,  or  complications  arise  at  once. 

In  the  Second  Act  there  is  a  chance  for  the  duet 
between  Meg  and  Jack,  of  a  lighter  and  brighter 
kind ;  after  which  the  table-talk — sentences  that  are 
sung.  After  the  interrupted  meal,  the  father  sings 
the  ballad  to  his  daughter.  This  ballad  forms  the 
principal  motive  of  the  Second  Act  up  to  tliat  point, 
and  should  return  as  often  as  the  father’s  thoughts 
i-evert  to  the  story  of  this  ballad,  suggested  by  the 
trouble  he  fears  his  daughter  is  bringing  to  him. 
But  her  innocence  and  sweetness  arc  realised  by  him 
when  he  sees  how  the  song  affects  her,  and  he  bids 
her  good-night  with  a  lightened  heart.  Dick  leaves 
her  more  sadly.  Then  comes  the  singing  of  snatches 
of  this  same  ballad  by  Edith,  when  temptation  is 
brought  once  more  to  her  by  Fitzhugh  singing  a 
serenade  outside.  The  entrance  of  Fitzhugh  of 
course  means  a  scuflle,  and  Dick  must  come  in  time 
to  save  her  from  further  annoyance.  The  most 
dramatic  music  must  be  kept  for  his  appeal  to  Fitz- 
hugh’s  better  feelings,  and  the  music  linally  reaches 
its  climax  when  (as  described  in  the  story)  JMith  is 
once  more  in  her  rightful  lover’s  arms. 

The  Third  Act,  showing  the  emjity  stage,  affords 
the  scenic  department  an  opportunity  for  display; 
and  the  entrance  of  the  crowd  with  the  children 
gives  a  song  of  the  children,  who  scatter  flowers,  and 
choruses  for  the  entire  peojde  on  the  stage. 

I  said  I  need  not  anticipate  the  terrors  of  the 
future  for  my  j)lay-making :  indeed,  I  am  already 
working  out  one  which  I  l)elieve  is  of  excej:)tional 
strength.  It  is  probably  not  more  difficult  to  find 
subjects  for  the  stage  than  to  find  subjects  for  pic¬ 
tures;  still  difficulties  must  increase.  I  must  not 
have  my  moon  again,  but,  thanks  to  the  prineijde,  I 
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can  turn  it  into  a  setting  sun,  and  a  gorgeous  one 
Idl  make  of  it.  I  must  have  a  love-seene  of  course, 
and  I  must  have  a  crowd.  JJut  I  must  not  repeat 
tlie  same  period;  and  my  only  chance  will  be  to  go 
further  back  in  the  history  of  this  country,  when 
one^s  artistic  invention  cannot  be  challenged  by 
documents.  A  simple  story  with  a  touch  of  nature 


attached  to  my  own  house.  The  students  assist  me, 
and  act  for  me,  and  it  is  certainly  for  their  good,  as 
well  as  for  my  pleasure,  that  J  have  taken  so  much 
trouble  to  make  all  things  as  good  as  jKjssible,  and 
I  wish  to  look  upon  their  performances  as  the  yearly 
festival  of  our  art-colony.  But  the  expenses  are  en¬ 
tirely  borne  by  myself.  For  charity  performances 


(fro?/i  a  Drawing  by  C.  L.  Barns.) 


will  do  once  in  a  way,  but  will  not  bear  imitation. 
I  will  trust  entirely  to  the  instincts  of  a  painter,  and 
to  the  fact  that  I  am  not  a  responsible  play-wright. 
So  far  as  I  can  judge  now,  everything  points  to 
success  in  thfs  piece.  Dr.  Hans  Richter  conducts 
my  orchestra — a  fact  that  at  once  lifts  our  musical 
department  into  something  of  more  than  ordinary 
importance;  and  add  to  this  that  Mr.  Joseph  Ludwig 
leads. 

As  much  misinterpretation  has  got  about  in  con¬ 
nection  with  my  theatre,  I  must  at  once  mention 
that  it  is  not  connected  with  my  art-school,  but  is 


alone  do  I  wish  to  take  money.  We  shall  devote 
six  performances  to  our  friends  (which  means  six 
friends  of  eacli  student,  as  well  as  my  own  friends), 
and  three  charity  performances,  two  of  which  will 
add  to  our  village-nurse  fund,  and  one  towards  the 
fund  for  establishing  a  museum  in  the  Beethoven 
house  in  Bonn.  We  must  give  many  performances, 
as  we  can  only  seat  one  hundred  and  twenty  people 
comfortably.  But  then  all  these  have  a  good  view. 
It  is  curious  to  reflect  that  whilst  only  one  hundred 
and  twenty  are  in  the  auditorium,  there  are  nearly 
one  hundred  people  in  the  play,  including  of  course 
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the  orchestra  oC  thirty  performers.  But  tlie  one 
Imiulred  ami  twenty  include  some  of  the  most  pro¬ 
minent  men  in  art,  science,  literature,  and  music. 
Onr  most  appreciative  friends  are,  iierha[)s,  the  actors. 
Thetj  know  the  diiheulties,  and  are  most  g-enerons  in 
their  verdict.  Onr  shorteomino's,  and  they  must  he 


end  of  a  song’;  no  audienee  that  comes  to  the  play 
late,  chats  loudly  whilst  it  is  there,  and  goes  before 
it  is  over.  In  my  music  I  cannot  give  them  tunes  to 
whistle  and  hum  as  they  pass  out,  and  in  my  scenes 
I  wish  only  to  make  the  effects  as  true  to  Nature  as  I 
])0ssil)ly  can  ;  and  only  artistic  natures,  and  lovers  of 


THE  MUJIJIEE  INTEELtTDE. — ACT  III. 

(From  a  Drawing  Inj  rrofesaor  llcrlcomcr,  a. A'..!.) 


many,  should  be  excused  on  the  strength  of  the 
earnest  desire  to  let  nothing  stand  in  the  way  of 
pure  art — no  speculation,  no  money-making,  no  desire 
for  applause.  In  my  theatre,  when  the  curtain  once 
drops  on  an  Act,  it  never  rises  until  the  next  Act, 
because  the  illusion  is  the  very  foundation  of  the 
whole  scheme,  and  I  will  not  allow  custom  to  dictate 
to  me.  I  have  no  mixed  audiences  to  please  ;  no 
gallery  that  always  applauds  a  high  long  note  at  the 


Nature  who  have  looked  enough  at  Nature  to  remem¬ 
ber  her  effects,  can  be  my  judges.  I  consider  myself 
particularly  happy  in  being  able  to  select  my  audience. 

I  am  only  at  jiresent  on  the  threshold  of  my 
experiments  in  pictorial  music-plays.  I  am  gaining 
experience  every  day,  and  trust  in  a  couple  of  years 
to  have  ripened  my  scheme  into  something  that  has 
definite  form,  and  need  no  longer  be  called  an  ex¬ 
periment. 
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CHARLES  FRANgOIS  DAUBIGNY.— TT. 


Bv  DAVID  CUOAL  TIIO^MSOV. 


About  ISLS  Danbig'ny  lie^.an  to  show  distinct 
-  sign.s  of  Ids  genius,  and  for  Ids  five  delight¬ 
ful  landscapes  sent  to  the  Salon  of  that  year  he 
was  awarded  a  second-class  medal,  a  notable  event 


Anvers,  on  the  Oise,  almost  to  Rouen,  on  the 
Seine.  There  was  always  ])lenty  to  eat  and  drink 
on  board,  and  there  was  ])rovision  for  cooking;  so 
that,  although  he  worked  hard,  lie  lived  well. 


THE  VILLAGE  OF  GLOUTOX. 

(From  the  Picture  by  Daubigny.  In  the  Possession  of  M.  Gustave  Cloclin.) 


for  a  man  of  thirty-one.  Circumstances  began  gra¬ 
dually  to  improve  with  him,  and,  when  a  very  ac¬ 
ceptable  legacy  had  been  left  to  him,  he  was  able 
to  be  more  independent,  painting  with  the  future 
more  in  view;  and  he  was  also  able  to  take  longer 
journeys  from  home.  On  his  boat  Le  Boiiti,  built 
for  voyaging  on  the  Oise  and  Seine,  he  hked  to 
be  called  ^‘tlie  Captain,^’  and  many  a  fine  picture 
was  painted  from  it.  Very  early  in  the  mornings 
he  would  start  off,  generally  alone,  until  his  son  be¬ 
came  old  enough  to  accompany  him,  and  he  would  let 
his  boat  drift  until  it  brought  him  to  some  new  posi¬ 
tion  suitable  for  painting,  when  he  would  cast  anchor 
and  very  soon  reproduce  the  scene  on  his  canvas. 

Le  Botin  had  everything  that  was  necessary  for 
lengthy  journeys,  for  Daubigny  went  sometimes  from 
.598 


In  1860  Daubigny  started  his  country-house  at 
Anvers,  one  of  the  most  charming  places  within 
easy  access  of  Paris.  There  he  built  a  house 
that  was  quite  a  museum  of  art  -  treasures,  and 
which  was  decorated  by  himself  and  his  brother- 
artists.  In  the  loggia  giving  access  to  the  studio 
there  were  six  compartments  upright  and  three  ob¬ 
long,  and  those  were  painted  by  Corot,  who  always 
took  a  lively  interest  in  Daubigny.  Daubigmy, 
indeed,  like  so  many  other  painters,  looked  on  Corot 
as  “  papa,^’  went  to  him  in  his  troubles,  confided  in 
him,  and — what  was  more  uncommon — acted  on  his 
advice.  Again,  in  1872  Corot,  then  an  old  man,  and 
not  able  himself  to  mount  the  ladders,  directed  the 
decorations  of  the  interior  of  the  studio  at  Auvers, 
which  were  carried  out  by  Daubigny  and  ///.s’,  and 
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Ouclinot,  Daubigny^s  pupil.  Corol  expressed  satis¬ 
faction  with  the  result,  and  only  reg-retted  that  he 
could  not  ascend  the  ladders  to  ])aiut  something  with 
his  own  hand.  Corot  was  frequently  at  Auv'ers, 
and  Daubigny  took  a  great  pride  in  his  visits. 

Daubigny  was  very  simple  in  his  life  in  the 
country,  and  occupied  himself  with  the  humblest 
jmrsuits.  Once  a  friend  visiting  him  was  asked  by 
Daubignv  to  go  with  him  as  he  was  painting  his  boat. 


German  War,  in  1871,  Daubigny  came  to  England, 
going'  afterwards  to  Holland.  lie  painted  a  number 
of  pictures  on  the  Ijower  Thames,  of  wddeh  several 
are  still  in  London  collections.  Daubigny  was  very 
little  known  in  England  at  the  time,  and  he  does 
not  seem  to  have  mixed  with  English  artists.  As 
soon  as  affairs  became  quiet  after  the  war,  he  re¬ 
turned  to  France,  for  he  felt  that  his  strength  lay 
more  in  the  poetic  treatment  of  his  delightful  native 


FEOM  daubiony’s  SKETCU-BOOK. 


The  friend  naturally  thought  it  was  a  ])ictnre  on  which 
the  artist  was  engag’cd,  but  he  soon  found  it  was  a 
veritable  coat  of  colour  for  the  boat  Itself  that  the 
artist  was  pre])aring. 

Daubigny^s  position  gradually  became  to  be  that 
of  an  acknowledged  master.  In  185-‘3  he  was  awarded 
a  first-class  medal;  in  18.59  he  was  made  a  member 
of  the  Legion  of  Honour,  and  an  Ollicer  of  the  same 
in  1871;  while  at  the  1867  Exhibition  he  obtained  a 
lirst-class  modal  in  the  keen  competition  of  the  Expo¬ 
sition  Universelle. 

In  1806,  and  also  at  the  time  of  the  Franco- 


rivers  than  in  the  realisation  of  the  more  prosaic 
Thames  and  Scheldt. 

Daubigny’s  Paris  studio  was,  in  187U  and  later, 
at  No.  41,  Hue  Notre  Dame  de  Lorette,  in  the 
north  of  the  city  ;  and  there,  during  the  season  in 
Paris,  he  was  to  be  found  on  certain  days,  ready  to 
show  his  pictures  to  his  patrons  and  friends.  It  was 
a  little  house,  built  jirobably  at  the  beginning  of 
the  century,  in  front  of  which  there  was  a  court, 
separated  by  a  railing  from  the  street.*  A  small 
gate  opened  on  the  left,  leading  to  a  narrow  staircase, 
*  “  Peintres  et  Sculpteuvs  contempoi-.uiis.”  J.  Claretio  (1882j. 
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whicli,  in  its  turn,  opened  on  tlio  studio,  whicli  was  ol' 
fair  proportions.  The  studio  was  literally  filled  with 
sketches,  studies,  and  unfinished  pictures,  of  which 
a  great  number  was  dispersed  at  the  sale  soon  after 
Daubigny’s  death.  Tlie  house  has  been  rebuilt,  and 
no  vestige  remains  of  the  studio  where  he  jiainted. 
But,  of  course,  the  ])lace  in  which  Daubigny  did 
his  best  work  was  at  Anvers,  where,  as  has  been 
described,  he  was  in  the  midst  of  the  scenery  best 
adapted  to  liis  brush  and  palette. 

M.  Albert  Wolff  tells  how  wearied  Daubigny  used 
to  become  of  his  visitors,  and  liow  irritable  he  was 
on  the  visitors’  days,  when  the  'Hwude  passed  by  his 
greatest  work  in  silence,  and  praised  him  only  when 
he  produced  an  effect  which  reminded  them  of  somc- 


m 

was  never  (juite  free  from  pain.  The  closing  scene 
of  his  life  was  marked  by  an  incident  which  showed 
the  deep  admiration  and  devotion  he  had  for  Corot. 
The  appreciation  was  mutual  ;  and  Corot  had  a  fine 
specimen  of  Daubigny’s  work  in  his  little  collection 
of  pictures.  The  thoughts  of  Daubigny,  on  his 
deathbed,  turned  lovingly  towards  Corot,  and  almost 
his  final  words  were — Adieu  ;  I  am  going  to  see 
above  if  friend  Corot  has  found  me  any  motifa  for 
landscapes.”  And  so,  on  the  19th  of  February,  1S78 — 
just  four  years  after  Corot — Daubigny  died.  He  was 
buried  at  Fere  Lachaise  in  presence  of  a  large  con¬ 
course  of  friends — artists  and  writers — and  a  bust  to 
his  memory  has  since  been  erected  there. 

In  personal  appearance  Daubigny  was  robust  and 


THE  'WINDMILLS  OF  DOEDRECHT. 
(From  the  Picture  hij  Daubigny.) 


thing  they  had  seen  before.  One  day  he  is  said  to 
have  gone  so  far,  writhing  under  the  petty  annoyance 
of  visitors  who  would  not  spare  a  few  minutes’ 
thought  even  to  try  to  understand  the  artist,  as  to 
say,  in  a  tone  loud  enough  for  everyone  to  hear, 
“  Laissez-moi  done  tranquille — the  best  pictures  are 
those  which  do  not  sell.”  Let  the  reader  ask  any 
painter  how  much  this  phrase  means  to  the  real  artist, 
and  he  will  ascertain  how  true  it  is.  Such  a  painter’s 
best  pictures  do  not  sell,  mainly  because  they  are  too 
individual  in  themselves,  too  different  from  what  has 
been  already  done  and  accepted  as  masterpieces  ;  and 
also  because,  as  they  follow  no  acknowledged  style, 
they  are  not  allowed  for  a  long  time  to  be  good  and 
admirable  works  of  art. 

In  1874;  Daubigny  began  to  suffer  much  from 
bad  health  ;  and  from  that  time  up  to  his  death  he 


jovial-looking,  like  the  captain  he  was  often  jokingly 
called,  with  loosely-trimmed  beard  and  moustache. 
In  youth  he  was  considered  rather  good-looking; 
and  even  when  his  beard  became  grey,  and  his  face 
covered  with  furrows  (the  result,  chiefly,  of  rheu¬ 
matism  contracted  by  his  frequent  journeys  in  his 
boat),  he  was  still,  though  somewhat  rustic  in  ap¬ 
pearance,  an  interesting-looking  man. 

The  chief  qualities  of  Daubigny’s  pictures  have 
been  noted  in  respect  to  their  relation  to  the  other 
artists  of  the  Barbizon  group ;  but  it  may  be  added 
that  Daubigny  was  entirely  a  landscape-painter  and 
etcher.  Figures  he  seldom  painted  of  any  size,  his 
greatest  works  being  landscapes,  frequently  with  a 
river  or  piece  of  water  in  front,  well-wooded  banks, 
perhaps  an  Indian-tile  of  geese  ascending  a  path,  and 
often  with  a  village  at  the  top,  showing  a  church-spire 
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clear  against  the  sky.  There  is  a  story  told  of  a 
poor  young’  man  alllieted  with  consumption,  who, 
coming’  suddenly  hefore  a  great  work  of  Dauliig’uy, 
exclaimed,  “  Ah  !  I  can  hreatho  hetter  now.'^  d'ho 
invalid  seemed  to  feel  the  fresh  air  blowing  on  his 
face,  for  the  artist  seemed  to  have  mixed  the  very 
atmosphere  with  his  pigments. 

Dauhigin'  was  an  etcher  (jf  some  renown,  and 
there  are  over  one  hundred  jilates  etched  by  him, 
nearly  the  whole  of  wduch,  however,  are  of  small 
size,  and  employed  only  for  book  illustrations.  lie 
also,  in  his  earlier  years,  drew  ilesigns  on  wood  for 
eno'ravim’’,  and  a  number  of  these  contained  tigures 
of  minute  dimensions.  lie  also  tried  to  work  a 


process  of  aipiafortis  on  glass,  wdiich,  however,  has 
never  been  successfully  carried  out  on  account  of  the 
great  dilllculty  of  ])rinting’. 

I'lie  illustrations  chosen  for  this  notice  exemjilify 
in  brief  the  chief  characteristics  of  the  painter.  The 
tirst  ]iart  contained  a  portrait  of  the  ])ainter  and  en¬ 
gravings  of  his  celebrated  pictures,  “  Le  Printcngis,^' 
in  the  Louvre,  and  “iMautes.”  This  second  part  is 
illustrated  wdth  the  “  Village  of  Glouton,'’'  a  fami¬ 
liar  composition  w  hich  Daubigny  greatly  liked ;  also 
two  sketches,  being  facsimile  reproductions  of  the 
artisEs  owm  work  ;  and  the  “  Windmills  of  Dor¬ 
drecht,”  from  Daubigny^s  picture  in  the  Salon  of 
lS7:i — one  of  the  painter'’s  later  compositions. 
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FEINTING  OF  ETCHINGS. 


By  IvIOIiXniER  MKNPES. 


HOLD  that  the  printing  of  his 
plates  should  be  to  the  etcher 
at  once  a  duty  and  a  pleasure, 
and  I  gladly  accept  the  oppor¬ 
tunity  that  is  afforded  mo  of 
making  public  one  or  two  ideas 
on  the  printing  of  etchings  — 
a,  department  of  art  to  wdiieh 
1  have  for  some  years  past 
directed  my  attention.  To  begin  with,  1  am  the 
uncompromising  enemy  of  the  professional  printer. 
I  look  upon  his  existence  in  the  world  of  art  as 
a  most  curious  anomaly,  and  grow  every  day  more 
and  more  surprised  that  any  artist  should  employ 
him.  The  printing  of  an  etching  is  every  whit 
as  important  a  process,  and  recpiires  nearly,  if  not 
quite,  as  much  art  as  the  engraving  of  its  lines 
upon  the  copper  plate.  That  axiom  would,  I  know. 


meet  with  more  approval  from  the  printer  than  from 
the  artist.  It  is  the  continual  cry  of  the  printer 
that  he  A  an  artist.  But — as  I  liope  to  jirove — • 
that  very  claim  hel]is  to  jmt  him  upon  the  horns  of  a 
dilemma  from  which  there  is  no  escape.  If  he  be  not 
an  artist,  then  the  anomaly  of  his  being  employed 
upon  a  very  delicate  and  important  branch  of  another 
artist’s  work  becomes  evident  at  once.  If  he  be  an 
artist,  then  he  has  perforce  an  individuality,  naauces 
of  perception  and  feeling  peculiar  to  himself,  which 
will  effectually  untit  him  to  complete  work  conceived 
by  another  mind,  necessarily  distinct  from,  and  possi- 
1)1  p  antagonistic  to,  his  own.  Sometimes,  on  expressing 
this  opinion  in  conversation,  I  have  been  met  by  the 
reply  that  the  same  rule  must  be  applicable  to  the 
engraving  of  pictures  by  another  hand  than  that  which 
created  them.  A  singularly  shallow  argument,  for 
the  engraving  of  a  picture  has  nothing  to  do  with 
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the  j)ieture  itself,  and  loaves  the  ori^’inal,  by  which 
the  artist  stands  or  falls,  mitouchod,  whereas  the 
2)rinting’  of  an  etching  is  the  only  process  by  which 
the  work  can  be  made  jaiblic  2)roperty.  Most,  if  not 
all,  of  the  masterpieces  of  etching  have  been  2^1'inted 
by  their  creators.  All  Rembrandt^s  best  productions 


being  j)repared  for  the  2)ublic  eye,  and  to  point  out, 
seriatim,  the  most  glaring  of  the  errors  ordinarily 
committed  by  the  j)rofessiunal  2)rinter.  I  may 
claim  to  sjieak  with  some  authority,  for  during 
a  whole  year  those  jn’oeesses  were  the  sole  sub¬ 
jects  of  my  waking  thoughts,  and  so  urgent  was 


MOETIMEE  MENPES. 

(From  a  Chalk  Draicinr/  Tjij  Himself.) 


in  this  line  were  passed  through  the  press  by  his  own 
hand,  and  among  the  moderns,  Mr.  Whistler  owes 
the  high  place  he  has  deservedly  taken  to  the  fact 
that  he  is  invariably  his  own  printer. 

Perhaps  the  best  fashion  in  which  I  can  make 
clear  my  theory  will  be  to  detail  what  I  believe  to  be 
the  processes  through  which  an  etching  should  pass  in 


the  interest  with  which  they  inspired  me  that 
their  j)roblems  haunted  my  sleep.  IMany  a  time 
I  have  arisen  in  the  dead  of  night  to  try  ex- 
25erimentally  some  new  idea  which  has  flashed  across 
my  mind  as  the  long-sought  solution  of  some  desjiair- 
inspiring  crux. 

The  plate  being  ready  to  be  ^^rinted  from,  the  first 
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tiling'  to  be  done  is  to  run  it  tbroiigh  the  press  be¬ 
tween  two  pieces  of  plate-paper.  If  the  gloss  upon 
the  upper  sheet  he  perfectly  smooth,  then  evenness 
of  pressure  on  both  sides  the  drum  is  secured.  This 
may  be  judged  by  holding  the  sheet  ohlicpiely  to  the 
light.  Then  comes  the  warming  of  the  plate.  For 
reasons  presently  to  he  explained,  the  professional 
jirinter  invariably  overheats  the  etching.  The 
faintest  warmth  is  cpiite  sullicient,  anything  more  is 
deleterious — more  hurtful  in  fact  than  no  heat  at  all. 
This  blunder  is  necessitated  by  the  quality  of  ink 
used  by  the  professional  printer,  a  point  of  an  im¬ 
portance  hardly  to  be  exaggerated.  The  ink  should 
be  fresh  mixed  every  day.  It  shoidd  be  compounded 
of  Frankfort  black  (which,  if  the  tint  of  the  proof  is 
to  be  brown,  may  be  warmed  by  the  infusion  of  the 
necessary  amount  of  ordinary  powdered  umber)  and 
mixed  with  linseed  oil  very  slightly  burned.  It  is  a 
common  and  fatal  error  to  employ  oil  burned  almost 
to  varnish.  One  consequence  of  this  mistake  is  that 
it  gives  the  lines  of  the  proof  a  heavy  and  glutinous 
aspect,  instead  of  the  rich,  nuit  tone  they  should 
possess.  Another  of  its  results  is  that  the  ink  so 
clings  to  and  clogs  the  fissures  of  the  etching  as  to 
make  their  cleansing  a  matter  of  much  greater  difli- 
culty,  and  the  plate  gets  torn  to  pieces  in  that  pro¬ 
cess,  for  cleaning  is  far  more  wearing  to  a  ])late 
than  is  printing  from  it.  Another  printer's  blunder 
is  to  overgrind  the  ink  with  the  muller,  which 
destroys  its  crispness  of  consistency.  Two  or  three 
gentle  rubs  are  quite  sufllcient.  Ink  so  made  Hows 
freely  into  the  lines  of  the  plate,  and  so  obviates  the 
need  of  overheating  necessary  to  insure  the  How  of 
the  sln2’f»'ish  and  Mutinous  ink  of  the  iirinter. 

Having  very  slightly  warmed  the  plate,  cover  its 
surface  freely  with  ink,  and  wipe  off  the  first  super¬ 
abundance  with  a  piece  of  coarsish  French  muslin. 
Then  finish  wi])ing  with  the  palm  of  the  hand.  So 
treated,  the  plate,  though  to  an  inexperienced  eye  it 
may  appear  perfectly  clean  and  dry,  will  retain  a 
thin  coating  of  ink  sufficient  to  tint  the  unengraved 
portions  of  the  plate.  This  is  a  most  delicate  and 
important  part  of  the  process,  as  by  it  you  “form 
your  picture.’^  It  is  every  whit  as  crucial  a  perform¬ 
ance  as  shading  a  drawing,  and  it  is,  perhaps,  the 
process  in  which  the  weakness  of  the  professional 
printer  is  most  fatally  shown.  It  is  far  better  to 
wijie  the  plate  perfectly  clean  than  to  leave  masses 
and  lumps  of  tint  (facetiously  called  “  tone  and 
“quality^’’  by  the  professional  printer)  where  they 
are  not  required,  and  so  outrage  the  intentions  of 
the  artist.  It  is  unfortunate  that  this  article  cannot 
be  illustrated  by  renderings  of  the  effects  I  strive  to 
describe,  but  as  neither  wood  nor  process  is  capable 
of  reproducing  them,  I  must  jierforce  ask  my  reader’s 
to  be  contented  with  such  an  expression  of  my  ideas  as 


my  slender  literary  powers  are  able  to  give.  One  of 
the  crowning  sins  of  the  professional  printer  is  to 
ridr  the  plate  with  the  palm  of  his  hand  covered  with 
whiting,  a  lazy,  amateirrish  trick  bringing-  its  own 
punishment  in  the  utter  destruction  of  all  quality  in 
the  proof.  In  etchings  so  treated  every  line  stares 
forlornly  from  the  paper,  hard  and  unsym]iathetic, 
with  none  of  the  mellowness  which  is  among  the  most 
delightful  effects  of  a  well-finished  proof.  This,  en 
2)assa)it,  is  another  of  the  brood  of  blunders  begotten 
of  bad  ink,  too  heavy  and  glutinous  to  be  removed  by 
the  naked  palm. 

I  may  here  diverge  for  a  moment  to  remark  that 
sii)ipHcitj/  is  the  key  to  excellence  of  effect,  in  this 
as  in  all  2)rocesses.  Overboiling  of  the  oil,  over¬ 
grinding  of  the  IHack,  overheating  of  the,  plate, 
the  employment  of  whiting  instead  of  the  naked 
palm  in  forming  the  picture,  are  among  the  cardinal 
sins  of  the  amateur  and  the  professional  printer — 
extremes  meet — and  are  all  departures  from  the  rule 
of  shivpUcltij . 

After  rubbing  with  the  palm  of  the  hand,  the 
plate  should  be  refronssc  {A)if/liCi‘  “  dragged  ■”)  with  a 
piece  of  the  very  softest  muslin,  boiled  at  least  a 
score  of  times  to  render  its  texture  sufficiently  yield- 
iim-.  The  tluff  of  the  muslin  brino's  some  of  the  iidc 
left  in  the  lines  of  the  etching  over  their  edges,  thus 
giving  them  a  soft,  dark  quality  otherwise  unattain¬ 
able.  An  altogether  different  quality,  very  valuable 
for  plates  requiring  certain  effects,  is  ju'oeured  by 
llnishing  merely  with  the  Hrst  coarse  muslin,  and  not 
using  the  finer  muslin  or  the  palm  of  the  hand  at  all. 
Then  the  plate  should  be  jiassed  tbrough  the  press 
and  the  proof  jirinted,  but  before  that  is  done  care 
should  be  taken  that  it  is  absohifel/j  stone  cold.  The 
professional  printer  invariably  prints  from  a  plate 
more  or  less  hot.  This  I  maintain  to  be  a  mistake. 
The  hrUliance  of ! he  j^roof  is  in  ratio  wlfh  the  coldness 
of  the  ^Aute  from  which  it  is  tahen.  In  examining  the 
proof,  it  should  always  be  laid  upon  a  sheet  of  white 
card  or  plate-paper,  which  will  show  up  every  line 
and  touch  of  the  etching  with  absolute  distinctness, 
and  enable  the  artist  to  gauge  its  effect  purely  as 
a  piece  of  decorative  work,  a])art  from  what  other 
virtues  or  defects  it  may  possess.  No  etching  can  be 
conclusively  judged  otherwise;  it  is  as  necessary  to 
examine  it  against  an  undertone  of  ])ure  white  as  it 
is  to  see  a  picture  in  its  frame  Ixdore  finally  conclud¬ 
ing  on  its  merits. 

Another  matter  of  the  very  greatest  importance 
is  the  quality  of  the  paper  upon  which  the  proofs  of 
the  etching  are  printed.  Every  year  it  becomes  in¬ 
creasingly  difficult  to  obtain  the  real  old  quality  of 
paper  necessary  for  the  completion  of  the  finest  work. 
I  have  been  especially  fortunate  in  this  respect, 
and  am  the  happy  possessor  of  one  of  the  finest 
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collections  o£  o'cnuino  okl  papers — the  priceless  Garden 
of  Holland  fabric,  for  example,  of  which  I  have  a 
large  store — in  the  world  ;  and  1  may  fairly  claim 
some  credit  for  the  time  and  patience  I  have  ex- 
})ended  on  the  research.  I  have  ransacked  the  slums 
and  alleys  of  Paris,  Antwerp,  Amsterdam,  Brussels, 
and  London,  often  drawing  completely  blank,  but 
now  and  again  rewarded  by  rare  strokes  of  fortune. 
Once,  in  London — I  suppre.ss  the  exact  locality  for 
reasons  sufficiently  obvious — I  made  a  splendid  haul. 
I  stumbled  across  a  little  low-browed  dirty  shojr,  in 
whose  windows  were  exposed  for  sale  the  usual  soiled 
and  dubious  engravings — Rembrandt  at  three  gui)ieas, 
Reynolds  at  two  pounds  ten,  mixed  with  plates  from 
Bore’s  Bible  and  Milton,  and  smeary  lithographs  from 
Rowlandson  and  Cruikshank.  The  honest  merchant 
had  accumulated  some  six  thousand  sheets  of  old 
paper — French,  Dutch,  and  F]nglish — the  real  price¬ 
less  hand-made,  of  all  sorts  and  sizes.  It  illumin¬ 
ated  his  dingy  shop  with  a  veritable  blaze  of  gold  as 
it  lay  upon  the  counter.  Aly  heart,  like  Macbeth’s, 
“  knocked  at  my  ribs  against  the  use  of  Nature,”  as 
I  fingered  it  and  debated  its  probable  price.  That 
splendid  pile  became  my  property  at  what  Mr. 
JMontagu  Tigg  would  have  called  “  the  ridiculously 
small  sum  of  ten  shillings.”  No  burglar  escaping 
with  his  booty — not  Jack  Sheppard  himself  upon  the 
leads  of  Newgate  with  liberty  before  him  and  the 
gallows  behind — ever  so  dreaded  an  arresting  hand  on 
his  shoulder  as  I  did,  as,  alone  and  unaided,  I  strug¬ 
gled  with  my  treasure  into  a  four-wheeler.  Such  a 
piece  of  luck  as  that  leaves  a  red-letter  day  in  the 
papei’-hunter’s  calendar.  Generally,  his  finds  are 
limited  to  a  few  sheets,  torn  from  old  books,  fly-leaves 
and  blank  pages. 

Proof-paper  must  be  old  ;  age  alone  can  give  the 
quality  required  for  fine  work.  The  real  thing  is  re¬ 
cognisable,  first  by  its  colour — a  beautiful,  indescrib¬ 
able  tint  of  gold — and  secondly  by  the  odour  left  in 
it  by  the  decay  of  the  size  used  in  its  manufacture. 
The  more  completely  the  size  has  decayed  the  better 
the  paper;  but  the  size  must  have  been  there,  just  as 
sugar  must  have  been  in  Chablis. 

Now  comes  the  actual  process  of  printing.  The 
first  step  is  to  damp  the  paper,  which  is  done  by 
passing  a  moist  sponge  over  each  sheet  separately, 
and  laying  them  one  upon  another.  Take  off  the 
surplus  wet  by  the  application  of  blotting-paper,  and 
rub  one  side  of  the  sheet  lightly  with  a  brush,  thus 
raising  on  its  surface  a  slight  fluff,  as  delicate  as  the 
down  on  a  peach,  or  the  bloom  upon  the  cheek  of  a 
healthy  child.  The  fluffy  side  of  the  paper  is  laid 
upon  the  plate,  the  light  down  fitting  into  its  fis¬ 
sures.  Lay  over  it  a  piece  of  plate-paper,  and  pass 
it  through  the  press,  producing  your  proof.  The 


pressure  of  the  plate  on  the  one  side  and  of  the  thick 
paper  on  the  other  leaves  on  the  proof  a  glaze,  which 
must  be  got  rid  of.  To  do  this,  let  the  proof  dry 
thoroughly.  This  will  take  two  or  three  days,  but 
the  period  should  never  be  shortened  in  the  smallest 
degree  by  the  use  of  artificial  heat.  Then  let  the 
])roof  soak  in  water  for  a  night  ;  partially  dry  with 
blotting-paper,  and  put  between  two  pieces  of  ])la.te- 
paper,  which  should  be  changed  two  or  three  times 
during  the  period  of  the  second  drying,  about  equiva¬ 
lent  to  that  of  the  first.  This  process  destroys  the 
objectionable  gloss,  and  leaves  on  the  paper  a  delicate 
bloom,  showing  to  great  advantage  the  quality  of 
every  line  and  tone  in  the  etching.  All  this  takes 
time  and  patience,  and  is  often  scamped  by  the  pro¬ 
fessional  printer,  who  grudges  the  trouble  necessary 
to  get  rid  of  that  greasy  quality  so  often  noticeable 
in  his  work. 

It  is  not  merely,  in  my  view,  a  duty  which  the 
artist  owes  to  himself  and  to  his  public  to  print  his 
ovvn  work ;  to  me  it  is  an  added  pleasure,  and  the 
greatest  of  all.  Not  even  the  engraving  of  the 
plate  yields  so  many  pleasurable  and  delightful  sensa¬ 
tions  as  are  compressed  into  those  few  seconds  in  which, 
so  to  speak,  your  etching  is  beij/ff  born,  when  it  is 
passing  through  the  press — the  trembling  expectancy, 
compounded  of  hope  and  fear,  with  w'hich  you  await 
the  results  of  your  own  labour  gives  moments  among 
the  most  precious  in  an  artist’s  life.  The  success 
or  failure  is  your  own;  you  owe  no  particle  of  the 
former  to  another — from  the  latter,  lessons  of  price¬ 
less  value  may  be  drawn  by  a  patient  and  willing 
student. 

Before  laying  down  my  pen  there  is  one  more 
cardinal  sin — eclipsing  all  others  in  its  rank  Philis¬ 
tinism — to  which  I  must  refer :  the  printing  of 
etchings  hi  tivo  colours.  For  aught  I  know,  two 
may  not  be  the  limit ;  and  it  is  possible  that  there 
are  extant  etchings  rivalling  the  most  gorgeous 
oleograph  in  diversity  of  pigment.  LTpon  whose 
head — artist’s  or  printer’s — the  blame  of  this  artistic 
profanity  should  fall,  I  know  not.  I  leave  its  author 
in  what  delusive  peace  he  may  enjoy  until  the 
coming  of  his  special  Nemesis.  The  soul  and  spirit 
of  an  etching,  its  very  raison  cVeire,  is  to  show  what 
effects  of  suggested  colour  can  be  accomplished  by 
different  tones  and  quantities  of  one  pigment.  There 
may  be  effects  unproduceable  by  this  process ;  if  so, 
let  the  etcher  leave  them  to  workers  practising  in 
other  branches.  But  that  any  man  calling  himself  an 
artist  should  so  violate  the  fundamental  principle  of 
his  chosen  study  as  to  employ  more  than  one  colour  in 
an  etching  would  be  incredible,  were  it  not  actually 
provable  by  a  glance  at  any  one  of  half-a-dozen 
print  shops  between  Tem})le  Bar  and  Charing  Cross. 


THK  HL(JH  STEEET  OE  OXFOEE,  AN])  BilASENOSE  COLLEGE. 


By  'I'.  C.  .lArKSON,  F.S.A. 


]■  IKK  inuiiy  otlicT  anc'ieiit  Idwiis  wlii<-'li  have 
O  ])re.scrved  the  traditional  plan  of  the  Homan 
camp,  Oxford  has  its  four  main  streets  meeting  near 
the  centre  of  the  space  enclosed  hy  the  old  walls. 
Though  they  are  known  hy  other  names,  Oxford  has, 
like  Oloncester,  its  East  Street,  West  Street,  X^orth 


regnlar  curve  which  hrings  into  view  snccessiveCg  and 
with  an  almost  dramatic  effectiveness,  tlie  line  hnild- 
ing's  with  which  it  is  adorned.  Xlo  street  in  the 
world  has  been  more  praised  than  this,  and  none 
])erhaps  so  well  deserves  its  renown.  Nothing  can 
he  more  charming  than  Itie  variety  of  grouping 
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Street,  and  Sonth  Street,  whiidi  converge  on  the  spot 
known  as  Oarfax  or  Onatre  Voies,  where  in  1010 
was  erected  the  w'ell-known  conduit  now  to  lie  seen 
in  Nuncham  Park.  Queen’s  Street,  which  rnns 
westward,  is  somewhat  narrow  and  tortuous;  hut  the 
Corn-market  and  St.  Aldate’s,  runidng  north  and 
south,  are  fairly  spacious,  and  the  East  Street  is  the 
famous  “  High,”  the  glory  of  Oxford.  Xhirrow  at 
iirst,  it  gradually  expands  to  a  nohle  width,  occasioned 
perhaps  hy  the  need  of  sj)ace  for  the  ancient  markets 
in  a  town  which  has  no  pl/ice  or  ;  and  hy  a 

fortunate  accident  of  the  lie  of  the  ground,  as  it 
follows  the  brow  of  a  gentle  slope,  *  it  assumes  that 

*  'I  liis  occuis  to  me  as  tlio  explanation  of  the  curved  lino  of 
the  .street,  which  is  nnnsnal.  'J'lie  fall  from  High  Street  south¬ 
wards  is  stoop)  at  Carfax,  and  continues,  though  more  gently,  for  its 
whole  length. 


offered  hy  tlie  several  towers  and  spires  of  the  colleges 
and  churches  from  dill'erent  points  of  view,  and 
nothing  more  interesting  than  tlie  successive  revela¬ 
tion  of  fresh  buildings  as  one  follows  the  sweep  of 
the  street  from  end  to  end.  It  is  to  this  that  its 
great  charm  is  due,  and  the  effect  is  so  successful  and 
apparently  so  well  managed,  that  an  ordinary  observer 
may  very  likely  think  it  the  result  of  contrivance  and 
of  a  single  architectural  design. 

And  yet  it  is  nothing  but  the  outcome  of  accident 
to  begin  with,  and  of  gradual  alteration  and  addition 
bit  by  flit  in  after-ages ;  and  it  is  only  in  ipiite 
modern  times  that  it  has  arrived  at  anything  like 
its  present  number  of  public  buildings.  Its  curve 
is  accidental,  much  older  than  the  foundation  of 
any  of  the  colleges,  and  ])rohahly  older  than  the 
Uidversity  itself,  d’he  earliest  academical  buildings 
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in  Oxfoi'd  were  not  of  :i  kind  to  add  anylliing'  to 
the  sj)lend()ur  of  lior  streets.  Tliey  were  liostels, 
ludls,  and  scliools,  small  tenements  numbering  about 
three  hundred  in  the  time  of  Edward  I.,  of  so  little 
architectural  pretension,  that  those  in  High  Street 
were  scarcely  distinguishable  from  the  houses  of 
the  burghers  around  them.  There  wen',  it  is  true, 
the  three  churches  of  Carfax,  All  Saints,  and  St. 
Mary,  but  the  magnificent  tower  and  spire  of  the 
latter  did  not  come  into  being  till  the  fourteenth 
century,  nor  its  present  stately  nave  and  choir  till  the 
end  of  the  fifteenth.  And  when,  in  the  latter  part  of 


series  of  colleges.  All  Souls  is  the  only  one  tliat  was 
originally  built  with  a  front  to  High  SIrcct,  and 
it  was  not  founded  before  M-‘5S.  Magdalen,  which 
now  forms  such  a  magnificent  climax  at  the  end  of 
the  street,  was  begun  in  1  ITd,  but  till  cpiite  lately  it 
was  not  in  the  street  at  all,  being  built  outside  the 
old  city  wall  and  cut  off  from  the  town  by  a  sudden 
narrowing  of  High  Street  and  by  East  Gate,  which 
spanned  it  near  the  bottom  of  Long-Wall  Street. 
Even  in  the  time  of  Charles  II.  “the  High”  differed 
but  little  from  the  main  street  of  many  Flnglish 
country  towns,  for  of  the  two  colleges  that  fronted 
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the  thirteenth  century,  colleges — the  peculiar  glory 
of  our  English  Universities — began  to  be  founded 
and  built,  it  was  long  before  any  of  them  ]iresented 
a  front  to  High  Street.  Merton,  the  oldest  of  them 
all,  and  the  type  after  which  all  the  other  colleges  at 
Oxford  and  Cambridge  were  modelled,  was  placed  in 
a  bye-street  close  to  the  city  wall,  and  though  six 
more  colleges  were  founded  before  the  end  of  the 
fourteenth  century,  none  of  them  took  its  place 
originally  in  the  principal  street.  The  first  to  make 
its  appearance  there  was  University  College,  which 
moved  to  its  present  site  about  134-3  from  the  build¬ 
ings  it  had  previously  occupied  in  School  Street, 
where  Brasenose  now  stands.  Queen^s,  though  built 
between  1349  and  1353,  did  not  then  come  to  the 
front,  but  stood  altog-ether  in  Queen’s  Lane  facing 
the  church  of  St.  Peter  in  the  East.  Of  all  the 


it  one  was  but  half  its  present  size,  and  the  three 
churches,  which  with  the  conduit  at  Carfax  formeil 
its  other  architectural  features,  had  nothing  especially 
academic  about  them. 

It  was  not  till  the  seventeenth  and  beginning  of 
the  eighteenth  century  that  the  architectural  oppor¬ 
tunities  offered  by  a  frontage  to  Fligh  Street  seem 
first  to  have  struck  the  imagination.  Between  1034 
and  1674,  the  somewhat  mean  and  then  ruinous 
buildings  of  University  College,  shown  in  Berebloc’s 
view  of  1550,  were  pulled  down,  and  rebuilt  with  a 
front  to  the  street  of  twice  its  original  length  and 
with  a  second  gateway  tower;  in  1710  the  houses 
that  hid  Queen’s  College  were  thrown  down,  and 
that  college  came  to  the  front  with  Hawkesmoorc’s 
stately  quadrangle  and  screen  in  the  neo-classic  style 
of  the  day  ;  and  finally  in  1771  East  Gate  was  pulled 
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down,  the  sphincter  in  tlie  street  widened,  and 
Wavnilete’s  splendid  college  and  eain[)anile  hronght 
as  it  were  into  Oxtord.  The  present  admirable 
steejile  of  All  Saints^  had  already  replaced  the  old 
tower  w'aich  fell  in  lO'J'J,  and  with  the  removal  of 
the  conduit  in  ITS] ,  and  the  wanton  destruction  of 
the  picturesque  old  church  of  (airfax  in  1S:2(),  and 
its  rebuilding  in  the  baldest  st}de  of  ‘‘carpenter’s 
Gothic,”  the  series  of  chang’es  in  High  Street  closed, 
not  to  be  reojiened  for  nearly  sixty  years. 

During  the  last  tweh  e  years,  however,  “  the 


linished,  and,  so  to  say,  published  to  the  world,  and 
must  be  left  to  speak  for  itself. 

My  other  building  in  High  Street,  that  for 
Brasenose  ('ollege,  is  not  yet  advanced  enough  to 
dispense  with  explanation.  The  site  is  even  a  more 
important  one  than  that  of  the  schools,  situated  as 
it  is  in  the  very  centre  of  “  the  High,”  adjoining 
St.  Mary’s  Church,  intermediate  between  the  two 
stee})les  of  St.  iMary’s  and  All  Saints’,  and  with  a 
corner  that  commands  the  whole  street  as  far  as  the 
curve  beyond  Queen’s.  “The  public  naturally  asks. 
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High”  has  undergone  changes  as  inqiortant  as  any 
in  its  history.  Three  new  buildings,  academic  or 
colleo'iate,  have  been  added  to  the  series  wdth  which 
so  many  generations  have  been  familiar,  llecent 
visitors  to  Oxford  will  not  fail  to  have  seen  and  admired 
Messrs.  Jlodley  and  Garner’s  beautiful  new  buildings 
for  IMa  gdalen,  wdiicli  form  an  extension  westward 
behind  the  screen  of  trees  that  border  the  n®rth  side 
of  the  street.  For  the  other  two  buildings  I  am  re¬ 
sponsible.  The  Schools  of  the  University  w'cre  begun 
in  1870,  and  finished  in  1888  by  the  completion  of 
the  wing  intended  for  the  use  of  non-collegiate 
studimts.  Situated  at  the  turn  of  the  street  wdiere  it 
is  at  its  wddest,  the  site  is  all  that  an  architect  could 
desire,  and  the  importance  of  the  building  both  in 
size  and  purjiose  w'as  enough  to  inspire  him  to  do 
his  best.  Of  this  building  1  need  not  speak;  it  is 


and  has  a  right  to  ask,”  says  one  journalist,*  “how 
the  ground  now  being  cleared  of  its  old  houses  for 
the  com])letion  of  these  buildings  is  to  be  filled,”  and 
in  obedience  to  this  demand  I  have  accepted  the  in¬ 
vitation  of  the  Editor  of  The  Mag.vziixe  of  Akt  to 
give  a  few  particidars  relating  to  the  works  now 
in  jirogress,  ])refacing  them  with  some  account  of 
Brasenose  College  and  of  certain  other  schemes  wdiich 
have  at  various  times  been  proposed  for  extending  it 
into  High  Street. 

Brasenose  College  w'as  founded  in  the  first  year 
of  Henry  VIII.  by  AVilliam  Smyth,  Bishop  of 
Lincoln,  and  Sir  Richard  Sutton,  a  lawyer  of  the 
Inner  Temple.  Smyth  was  translated  in  118b 
from  Lichfield  to  Lincoln,  then  one  of  the  proudest 
sees  in  England,  with  a  diocese  extending  from 
*  r<///  Mall  Gazette,  ttecember  5th,  1887. 
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the  Humber  to  the  Thames,  and  iueluding  Oxford 
within  its  limits.  Inflneneed  perhaps  ])y  the  ex- 
am])]e  of  his  patroness  INfaro’aret,  Countess  of  Rieh- 
mond,  who  had  employed  him  about  her  recent 
foundations  at  Cambridge,  Smyth  determined  to 
make  some  endowment  for  learning-  at  Oxford,  and 
after  founding  a  fellowship  at  Oriel,  and  proposing  a 
benefaction  to  Lincoln  College  which  seems  not  to 
have  been  acceptable  on  his  conditions,  he  llnally 
concerted  with  his  friend  Mr.  Richard  Sutton  the 
foundation  of  an  entirely  new  college.  The  site 
they  chose  presented  then  an  aspect  very  unlike 
that  of  the  present  day.  Radcliffe  Square  and  the 
area  of  the  old  schools  and  Bodleian  Library  were 
then  covered  with  houses,  courts,  and  gardens,  lying 
between  St.  Catherine’s,  vulgarly  known  still  as  Cat 
Street,  which  ran  nortli  past  the  east  end  of  St. 
Mary’s,  and  School  Street,  which  was  parallel  to 
it,  running  past  the  west  end  of  the  same  church. 
Small  halls  or  hostels  where  scholars  resided,  and  to 
most  of  which  schools  were  attached,  abounded  in 
these  streets,  there  being  in  ld08  no  fewer  than  thirty- 
two  of  them  in  School  Street  alone.*  As  many  as 
eight  of  these  halls  were  bought  up  by  Smyth  and 
Sutton  to  make  room  for  their  new  foundation.  On 
the  west  side  of  School  Street  they  bought  from  Uni¬ 
versity  College  Little  University  Hall  and  Brasenose 
Hall,  and  on  the  site  of  these  two  halls  they  erected 
the  original  quadrangle  which  still  stands.  Further 
southwards,  still  facing  School  Street,  were  Salisbury 
Hall  and  a  private  house  known  as  St.  Mary’s  Entry 
which  they  bought  from  Oriel  College,  and  Little 
Edmund  Hall  which  they  took  on  a  redeemable 
lease  from  Oseney  Abbey.  They  also  bought  three 
schools  on  the  east  or  opposite  side  of  School  Street : 
Glass  or  Glazen  Flail,  so  called  no  doubt  from  the 
luxury  of  its  glazed  windows.  Staple  Hall,  and  Black 
Hall,  which  were  in  use  by  the  college  till  pulled 
down  to  form  Radcliffe  Square. 

Of  the  demolished  halls,  that  of  Brasenose  was 
the  most  considerable ;  it  transmitted  its  name  to 
the  new  college,  and  the  new  foundation  is  even 
described  in  Bishop  Smyth’s  epitaph  as  no  more  than 
a  renewal  of  the  old  Brazen  Hall : — 

“  Aulaque  sumptu  hiijus  renovata  est  Enea.” 

There  are  various  explanations  of  the  curious 
name  :  some  derive  it  from  the  Brasinimn,  Brasin- 
huse,  or  Brewhouse  of  the  Royal  Palace,  which,  how- 

*  These  halls  and  schools  were  not  academic  buildings,  but 
private  property,  some  belonging  to  different  colleges,  some  to 
Oseney,  Ejmsbam,  and  other  convents,  and  some  to  private 
persons,  burghers,  and  others,  from  whom  they  were  rented  by 
masters  licensed  by  the  University  to  teach  and  hold  disputations; 
the  only  peculiarity  in  their  tenure  being  that  the  master  could 
not  be  disturbed  in  his  tenancy  as  long  as  he  paid  his  rent,  and 
that  the  rent  of  houses  leased  from  townsmen  was  fixed  by  a  joint 
board  of  two  masters  and  two  burghers. 
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ever,  probiibly  stood  iu  another  part  of  the  town.  Poly- 
(lore  Virgil,  and  after  him  Anthony  a  Wood,  with  less 
ingenuity  but  more  reason,  suppose  it  taken  from 
some  sign,  or  perhaps  from  the  great  bronze  knocker 
of  the  door.  It  is  “  so  called  without  doubt,”  says 
Wood,  “  from  such  a  sign  which  was  in  ancient  times 
over  the  door,  as  other  halls  also  had,  viz..  Hawk  or 
Hieron  Hall,  Elephant,  Swan,  and  Bull  Hall.”  At 
all  events  the  oddity  of  the  name  struck  the  popular 
fancy,  for  when  the  migration  of  students  to  the 
rival  schools  of  Stamford  took  place  in  the  time  of 
Edward  III.,  they  carried  the  name  with  them,  and 
there  may  still  be  seen  at  Stamford  the  beautiful 
decorated  doorway  of  Brasenose  Hall,  and  the  original 
bronze  knocker  or  nose  that  once  adorned  it. 

It  would  seem  that  no  thought  of  giving  their 
college  a  frontage  to  High  Street  ever  entered  the 
minds  of  the  original  founders.  On  the  contrary, 
the  original  building  occupied  only  the  northern  part 
of  their  purchase,  where  Little  University  Hall  and 
Brasenose  Hall  stood,  and  the  other  halls  may  have 
been  bought  as  investments  of  capital,  not  perhaps 
without  the  idea  that  the  infant  college  as  it  grew 
might  want  them  for  room  into  which  to  extend 
itself.  And  so  in  fact  it  proved,  for  in  the  seven¬ 
teenth  century  the  original  chapel  and  library  in  the 
old  quadrangle  were  abandoned  and  turned  into  rooms, 
and  the  college  crept  gradually  southwards  over  the 
site  of  Salisbury  and  Little  Edmund  Halls,  with  a  new 
court  and  a  new  library  and  chapel  fronting  School 
Street  and  St.  Mary’s.  They  were  now  so  near 
the  front  that  the  idea  of  breaking  through  could 
not  fail  to  occur,  and  the  loss  of  the  three  halls 
which  were  pulled  down  about  that  time  to  make 
way  for  the  Radcliffe  Library,  no  doubt  made  the 
society  look  about  for  some  method  of  enlargement. 
By  the  purchase  early  in  the  last  century  of  the 
houses  between  them  and  High  Street  the  college 
now  owned  all  the  land  between  Lincoln  College  and 
School  Street,  including  the  whole  frontage  from  St. 
Mary’s  to  All  Saints’,  and  they  had  the  recent  ex¬ 
ample  of  Queen’s  College  to  tempt  them  to  make  a 
similar  use  of  their  site. 

Accordingly,  at  that  time,  the  grand  idea  of  a 
High  Street  frontage  took  possession  of  the  college, 
and  has  never  since  been  forgotten.  From  time 
to  time  efforts  were  made  to  realise  the  tempting 
vision.  At  least  three  architects  were  at  various 
times  consulted,  and  at  least  five  designs  were  pro¬ 
duced  by  them,  and  considered  only  to  be  abandoned, 
before  the  scheme  was  once  more  revived  at  the 
present  day,  and  this  time  actually  carried  into  effect. 
Of  the  abandoned  designs,  one  was  engraved  in  the 
Oxford  Almanack,  and  the  others  are  preserved  in 
the  college  library.  Looked  at  in  chronological  order, 
they  afford  a  curious  epitome  of  the  strange  history 
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of  architccluro  in  Eii^'land  I'roiii  llu'  days  of  AVren 
to  the  Ctolhic  renaissance  of  the  early  part  of  this 
century.  From  robust  Palladian  or  Neo-Koman  they 
rim  throng’h  the  changes  to  Neo-Cireeky  of  that  kind 
the  feeble  vitality  of  which  our  n'randfathers  tried  so 
hopelessly  to  nurse  into  actual  existence,  and  which 
lang'uished  and  died  in  our  uncongenial  clime  before 
it  had  fairly  drawn  its  first  breath.  From  Greek 
they  pass  abruptly  to  Gothic  of  a  ipieer  kind — Straw¬ 
berry  llill  Gothic  I  fear  we  must  call  it — when  men 
thoim'ht  that  the  ii-reat  art  of  the  Middle  Ao-es  was  a 


a  whit  inferior  to  those  of  the  iNIiddle  Ages  ;  but  if  1 
go  on  to  say  that  in  a  hundred  years  they  will  be 
indistinguishable  from  them,  1  reveal  the  weakness  as 
well  as  the  strength  of  our  position,  for  art  cannot  be 
historical  without  being  specially  characteristic  of  the 
ai^e  that  i>'ives  it  birth.  And  after  all  this  lietter 
kind  of  art  and  artist  among  us  is  still  too  rare  to 
ii’ive  a  colour  to  the  <>'eneral  mass  of  budding  at  the 
present  day.  In  this  respect  we  are  undoubtedly 
behind  the  age  whieh  produced  the  first  of  the  designs 
of  which  I  am  going  to  speak,  when  there  was  but 
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matter  of  pointed  arches,  pinnacles,  and  cusped  lights, 
and  their  history  a  compound  of  sliding  jianels,  sub¬ 
terranean  passages,  secret  charnliers,  cowled  monks, 
and  haunted  castles.  Turning  over  these  abandoned 
designs,  conceived  no  doidit  liy  their  authors  with  no 
less  fervour  than  our  own,  and  with  no  less  ardent 
faith  in  the  style  they  professed,  one  is  partly  amused 
Ijv  the  retrospect  and  partly  saddened  by  the  prospect 
of  English  art.  Are  we  too  working  in  the  dark, 
groping  our  way  blindly  from  style  to  style,  and 
droppiing  them  in  turn  as  we  tire  of  them,  or  is  there 
an  element  of  life  in  our  work  real  enough  to  give  it 
that  historical  character  which  alone  can  make  it 
valuable  to  posterity  ?  One  thing  is  certain,  that 
since  our  grandfatlnu’s’  day  we  have  worked  our¬ 
selves  into  a  lietter  com])rehension  of  Gothic  work  ; 
buildings  are  produced  in  that  style  nowadays  not 


one  style  in  vogue,  in  whieh,  whatever  its  demerits, 
all  alike,  architect  and  craftsman,  had  ecpially  learned 
to  work,  and  which  had  established  its  claim  to  be 
regarded  as  vernacular. 

At  some  time  before  17:b‘3,  the  College  obtained  a 
design  from  Nicholas  Ilawkosmoore,  which  is  engraved 
in  the  Oxford  Almanack  of  that  year.  Hawkesmoore 
was  a  ])upil  of  Wren,  aaul  architect  of  St.  George’s, 
Bloomslmry,  the  Clarendon  building  at  Oxford,  and 
the  strange  pseudo-Gothic  towers  in  the  north  quad¬ 
rangle  of  All  Souls.  He  had  recently  built  the  south 
ipiadrangle  which  brought  Queen’s  into  “  the  High,” 
and  was  no  doubt  considered  the  proper  person  to  do 
the  same  for  Brasenose.  His  plan  included  the  entire 
rebuilding  of  the  old  college  as  well  as  its  enlarg’e- 
ment  liy  a  new  south  ipiadrangle.  Entering  from  “  the 
High”  by  astutely  Corinthian  jiortico,  one  would  have 
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(From  the  Drawimj  bi/  -i.  E.  Pcrkiiis  after  the  Design  bg  T.  G.  Jackson.) 


THE  MAGxVZTNE  OF  ART. 


:3:3s 

found  oneself  in  a  quadrangde  about  one  hundred  and 
lliirty  feet  square,  not  unlike  that  at  Queen’s,  with  a 
cloistered  walk  below  and  two  storeys  above.  The 
chapel  was  opposite,  and  behind  it  was  the  hall 
facing’  the  north  quadrangle.  The  design  is  dig- 
nitied,  and  the  four  towers  at  the  angles  would  have 
been  imposing;  hut  modern  taste  would  not  welcome 
a  second  classic  front  in  ‘Qhe  High,”  and  will 
certainly  congratulate  itself  that  the  old  quad¬ 
rangle  of  13rasenose,  one  of  the  quaintest  and  most 
delightful  hits  in  Oxford,  was  not  sacrificed  for  an 
architectural  idea,  however  grandiose.  The  ground 
plan  in  the  college  library,  belonging  to  this  design, 
is  little  more  than  a  sketch,  and  it  is  probable  that 
the  scheme  was  not  carried  beyond  that  stage. 

Together  with  these  plans,  I  found  another  less 
ambitious,  dated  17:34,  which,  though  not  signed, 
retains  so  many  traces  of  the  first  scheme  that  it 
is  doubtless  by  the  same  hand.  Only  the  south 
side  of  the  old  quadrangle  is  now  proposed  to  be 
reluult,  with  a  new  hall,  kitchen,  and  buttery;  and 
southward  of  it  are  two  quadrangles,  the  present 
chapel  being  retained  between  them.  The  great 
south  quadrangle  of  the  first  design  shrinks  to 
the  dimensions  of  “'a  Corinthian  atrium”  in  the 
second,  and  is  united  to  the  middle  quadrangle  by  a 
semicircular  cidonnade  opposite  the  west  end  of  the 
chapel.  The  building  facing  High  Street  contains 
a  common  room  and  lodgings  for  the  Principal, 
and  the  other  new  buildings  are  chielly  corridors  for 
“dry  communication.”  This  scheme  is  inferior  to 
the  first,  though  not  without  pleasant  fancies.  The 
drawing  is  interesting  as  showing  the  lladcliffe  area 
already  cleared,  and  the  library,  not  in  the  middle 
of  it  where  it  was  actually  placed  three  years  later, 
but  in  the  north-west  corner  close  to  the  Bodleian. 

P’or  seventy  years  after  this  the  project  seems  to 
have  slumbered,  but  in  1807  a  design  with  two 
alternative  elevations  was  submitted  by  Sir  John 
Soane,  architect  of  the  Bank  of  England  and  the 
Westminster  Law  Courts,  whose  museum  still  exists  in 
the  house  in  Lincoln’s  Inn  Fields  in  which  he  lived, 
and  which  he  bequeathed  with  its  contents  to  the 
nation.  During  the  interval,  Roman  architecture  had 
fallen  into  discredit ;  Stuart’s  Athens  had  appeared 
in  177J,  Greek  architecture  was  now  all  the  rage, 
and  Soane’s  designs  are  in  that  style.  Ills  ])lan  does 
not  touch  any  of  the  old  buildings,  but  forms  three 
sides  of  a  quadrangle  southwards.  The  Principal’s 
house  occupies  the  left  part  of  the  fayade,  extending 
backwards,  with  a  garden  behind  it;  and  the  rest 
of  the  new  building  is  devoted  to  rooms  for  under¬ 
graduates  and  others.  Design  No.  1  provides  no 
entrance  from  High  Street,  and  design  No.  2  otdy 
an  insignificant  one.  The  elevations  illustrate  the 
hopelessness  of  the  problem  proposed  to  themselves 


l)y  the  Greek  revivalists,  and  one  may  be  thankful 
that  “the ’High”  has  escaped  such  a  piece  of  frigid 
feebleness  in  its  midst.  Hawk  esmoore’s  design  is 
worth  a  hundred  of  these. 

But  the  I'eigu  of  Greek  architecture  was  nearly 
over  when  Soane  made  these  plans;  it  had  long  been 
hard  pressed  by  tbe  Romantic  school,  and  Gothic 
of  a  queer  kind  was  already  in  vogue.  Accordingly, 
only  three  years  after  Soane  had  proposed  to  set  up 
the  columns  of  Pnestum  in  the  High  Street  of  Ox¬ 
ford,  we  find  the  college  had  passed  at  a  bound  from 


Hellas  to  Strawberry  Hill.  The  last  of  the  aban¬ 
doned  designs  bears  the  signature  of  “  Philip  Hard¬ 
wick,  Berners  Street,  26th  June,  1816,”  and  is  worth 
preserving  as  a  link  in  the  history  of  English  archi¬ 
tecture,  though  it  will  not  add  to  the  reputation  of 
its  author.  It  is,  however,  fair  to  state  that  Mr. 
Hardwick  was  a  very  young  man  at  this  time,  and 
that  we  know  what  he  could  do  in  his  riper  years 
in  this  style  by  his  library  at  Lincoln’s  Inn,  of  which 
the  outside  has  always  seemed  to  me  one  of  the  best 
products  of  the  Gothic  revival. 

Again  the  scheme  lay  dormant  for  seventy  years  ; 
but  the  rapid  increase  of  the  Lhiiversity,  which  has 
doubled  its  numbers  within  the  last  thirty  years,  has 
had  the  effect  of  driving  most  of  the  colleges,  and 
Brasenose  among  them,  to  add  to  their  buildings. 
Brasenose  had  in  its  rear  a  good  deal  of  waste  ground, 
occupied  by  yards,  otfiees,  and  the  college  brew-house, 
which  here,  as  elsewhere  in  Oxford,  was  no  longer  a 
necessaiy  appendage  of  the  college,  the  degenerate 
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undcrgrivdiiate  of  to-day  pvefon'iiig  Bass  and  Allsopp 
to  till'  wholesome  home-lirow  of  oiu-  youth.  These 
were  cleared  away,  and  T  was  commissioned  to  build 
on  their  site  a  block  of  building's  so  arranged  as  to 
be  in  the  right  place  if  jiosterity  should  think  lit 
to  continue  them  and  give  the  college  its  long- 
dreamed-of  front  to  “  (he  High.”  Staircases  Nos. 
11  and  10  (see  block  jdan)  were  begun  in  1882,  and 
oceujiied  after  the  long  vacation  of  1888;  and  No.  9, 
with  the  return  block  at  the  end,  was  completed  in 
1887.  These  buildings  provide  twenty-two  sets  of 
rooms  for  undergraduates,  a  large  set  for  a  Fellow, 
two  lecture-rooms  and  a  reading-room  for  under¬ 
graduates,  besides  sundry  offices  for  the  kitchen. 

But  posterity  was  not  destined  to  enjoy  the 
pleasure  of  realising  the  dream  of  the  last  two 
centuries.  On  the  death  of  the  late  Principal,  Dr. 
Cradock,  in  1886,  it  was  resolved  to  rebuild  the 
Prineipars  house ;  and  as  the  leases  of  several  of  the 


I  he  demolition  of  so  many  houses  and  shops  in  the 
heart  of  Oxford  meant  a  certain  loss  of  income;  and 
in  my  first  design  the  front,  except  in  the  part  allotted 
to  the  Principal’s  house,  was  contrived  with  shops  on 
the  ground  door  and  college  rooms  above,  right  and 
left  of  a  low  gateway  tower.  The  problem  of  ])ro- 
viding  these  shops  with  the  necessary  accommodation, 
without  bringing  their  inmates  into  view  or  contact 
with  the  collegians,  was  interesting  and  not  easy.  I 
believe  the  result  would  have  been  picturesque,  and 
it  would  certainly  have  been  novel ;  but  the  scheme 
was  given  up,  chiefly  because  it  was  discovered  that 
since  the  centre  of  Oxford  has  come  to  be  occupied 
almost  entirely  by  colleges  and  University  buildings, 
there  is  no  great  demand  for  shops  in  High  Street, 
trade  having  followed  the  private  houses. 

In  the  next  design  it  was  desired  by  the  College 
that  the  eirtrarrce  tower  should  be  made  more  impor¬ 
tant,  and,  in  fact,  add  a  new  feature  to  “  the  High,” 


INTEEIOE  OP  THE  NEW  QUADEANQLE. 
(From  the  Drawing  by  T.  G.  Jackson.) 


adjacent  tenements  had  nearly  run  out,  they  were 
bought  up,  and  the  College  decided  to  proceed  at  once 
with  their  new  front. 

The  next  step,  the  design,  was  not  so  easy;  and 
the  design  now  being  carried  out  is  the  youngest 
of  four  which  have  in  turn  been  considered  by  the 
College.  At  the  outset,  economic  as  well  as  artistic 
considerations  had  to  be  weighed.  It  was  felt  that 


and  this  presented  several  still  more  difficult  problems. 
The  steeples  of  St.  Mary’s  and  All  Saints’  are  not  very 
far  apart,  and  the  street  thereabouts  is  not  curved, 
but  straight;  it  is  consequently  very  difficult  to  put 
a  large  tower  between  them  so  that  it  shall  not  clash 
with  either  or  both  of  them  from  some  point  of  view. 
After  many  trials,  not  only  on  paper,  but  with  flags 
and  scaffold-poles,  I  managed  this  by  placing  the 
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tower  not  in  the  fn^ade  hnt  behind  it,  projecting  a 
little  into  the  quadrangle;  and  this  t'orced  me,  in 
order  to  show  it  to  the  front,  to  run  it  up  to  a  height 
rivalling  tlie  two  other  steeples.  Tliis,  of  course,  was 
a  formidable  innovation,  meaning  nothing’  less  than 
adding  a  new  figure  to  a  ]»icture  consecrated  Iiy  time 
and  memory,  which  had  ac(|nirod  a  classic  reputation 
not  to  be  lightlv  disturbed.  The  ])roper  form  for  the 
tower  was  another  ditlicnlty  ;  for  a  sc^nare  tower  of 
the  usual  collegiate  tvj'e  would  not  do  between  the 
two  church  steeples;  and,  again,  a  steeple  would 
be  too  ecclesiastical  an  ornament  for  a  college.  I 
found  a  compromise  at  length  in  a  kind  of  crown 
steeple  surmounting  a  square  tower,  which  seemed 
to  give  the  ])ointed  form  necessary  to  harmony 
with  its  neighbours,  while  avoiding  by  its  open¬ 
work  the  heaviness  of  a  simple  tower:  the  effect 
also  of  the  crown  would  be  good  when  traced  in 
black  against  the  gorgeous  sunset  sky  which  so 
often  forms  the  backgrouml  of  the  view  iq)  “  the 
High.” 

How  the  well-known  view  woidd  have  borne  the 
introduction  of  this  third  steeple  may  be  judged  by 
the  accompanying  sketch  ;  and  unfortunately,  as  I 
venture  to  think,  by  it  alone,  for  tbe  steeple  is 


doomed  to  exist  only  on  paper.  The  architectural 
opportunity  was  a  grand  one,  and  it  can  never  occur 
again ;  but  various  considerations,  i)artly  those  of 
expense,  prevailed  with  the  College  to  content  them¬ 
selves  with  a  less  ambitious  scheme;  and  in  the  final 
design  which  is  now  being  carried  out  we  have  re¬ 
turned  to  a  sinqile  gateway  tower,  somewhat  loftier 
and  more  important  than  in  the  first  design.  The 
front  consists  of  a  gateway  tower  with  the  royal 
arms  and  sup])orters  over  the  arch,  signifying  the 
proper  style  of  the  college  as  the  King’s  Hall  and 
College  of  Ib’asenose.”  Above  are  two  niches,  des¬ 
tined  for  statues  of  Bishop  Smyth  and  Sir  Richard 
Sutton,  the  founders.  To  the  west  of  the  tower  are 
three,  and  to  the  right  four  galdcs,  each  with  a 
])rojecting  oriel  on  the  first  floor ;  and  at  the  corner 
next  St.  Mary’s  is  an  octagonal  Iriy  crowned  with 
a  spirelet.  This  end  of  the  front  is  allotted  to  the 
Principal’s  house,  which  runs  backward  towards  the 
chaiiel.  Unlike  my  jaedecessors  in  this  matter,  I 
recommended  the  College  to  retain  the  picturesque 
little  houses  that  stand  back  in  St.  Mary’s  Entry, 
whieb,  by  tbeir  small  scale  and  the  contrast  they 
afford  to  the  surrounding  architecture,  seem  to  me 
important  elements  in  the  picture. 


‘‘MAKING  UP  ACCOUNTS.” 

Painted  i;y  Augustin  Tiieodule  Ridot. 


rnilERE  is  a  double  interest  attaching  to  this 
U  ])resentation  of  At.  Ribot’s  i)ieture  of  “  INtaking 
up  Accounts” — that  in  the  first  ))lace  belonging  to 
the  work  itself,  and  in  the  second  j)lace,  and  perhaps 
in  a  greater  degree,  that  belonging  to  iM.  Boileau’s 
interpretation  of  it.  Of  beauty,  in  the  ordinary 
sense,  there  is  certainly  not  much  in  this  portrait  of 
an  old  woman  of  the  honrgeohe  type  in  the  act  of 
entering  her  d.ay’s  expenses ;  but  of  picturesque 
arrangement,  of  chiaroscuro — so  admirably  disposed 
as  to  recall  the  fine  effects  of  Rembrandt — of  draw¬ 
ing,  and  of  character,  there  is  so  much  that  the 
work,  as  presented  to  the  reader,  becomes  at  once  a 
source  of  keen  enjoyment.  ’J'his  is  owing  in  no  small 
degree  to  superb  quality  of  the  wood  engraving  by 
which  it  has  been  translated  by  JM.  Boileau,  and 
which,  in  the  form  it  here  appears  in,  attracted  much 
attention  in  the  section  of  “black-and-white  ”  in  the 
recent  Salon.  The  representation  of  flesh  in  the  face 
and  hands,  and  the  excellent  modelling,  are  such  as  to 
strike  every  beholder,  though  the  manner  in  which 
they  have  been  arrived  at,  and  the  boldness  and 
dexterity  of  the  handling,  appeal  with  peculiar  force 


to  those  who  are  familiar  with  the  teclinhpie  and  the 
difficulty  of  xylography. 

“  La  Comptabilite,”  as  the  picture  is  known  in 
Prance,  was  exhibited  at  the  Salon  of  1878;  and  to 
the  fact  that  its  painter  is  also  an  engraver  of  note 
are  doubtless  owing  the  qualities  which  render  it  so 
happily  adapted  to  intelligent  reproduction  in  black- 
and-white.  M.  Ribot  was  born  in  1823,  and  became 
a  pupil  of  Glaize.  He  gained  medals  at  the  Salons  of 
18G4  and  180.5,  and  obtained  a  like  honour  of  the 
third-class  at  the  Universal  Exhibition  of  1878.  The 
same  year  he  was  admitted  to  the  Legion  of  Honour. 
He  began  exhibiting  at  the  Salon  in  1801,  and  has 
since  established  his  reputation  as  a  painter  of  history, 
incident,  and  still-life,  a  water-colour  artist  of  vigour, 
and  an  etcher  of  great  ability.  Such,  indeed,  is  the 
confidence  placed  in  his  judgment  by  the  artistic 
community  of  France  that  he  has  been  elected  to 
serve  on  the  Salon  “jury  of  admission”  some  eight 
times;  more  often,  that  is  to  say,  than  Messrs. 
Meissonier,  Gervex,  Pils,  Dupre,  Corot,  Bastien- 
Lepage,  Cormon,  and  many  other  artists  of  the 
first  rank.  M.  11.  S. 
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MAKING  UP  ACCOUNTS. 

(From  the  Picture  by  .4.  T.  Ribot.  Engraved  by  .1.  Boileau.) 
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THE  EXHHHTION  OF  THE  HUMORISTS  IN  ART. 


By  JOSEPH  GREOO. 


The  assemblago,  in  the  galleries  of  the  Royal 
Institute  of  Painters  in  Water  Colours,  of  a 
collection  of  fairly  representative  works  by  those 
artists  whose  vocation 
in  life  it  has  been,  or 
is,  to  minister  to  the 
humorous  proclivities 
of  an  appreciative 
public,  goes  far  to 
prove  that  the  Eng¬ 
lish  love  of  humour 
is  a  predominating 
quality ;  a  gradually 
progressive,  and  fin¬ 
ally  a  marked  .'’d- 
vancement  is  regis¬ 
tered  in  the  quality 
of  both  the  work 
and  the  wit  which  is 
acceptable  in  latter 
times.  And,  above  all, 
the  contributions  of 
contemporary  artistic 
humorists  demon¬ 
strate,  in  a  remark¬ 
able  degree,  the  ex¬ 
cellence  of  drawing 
which  chai’acterises 
even  the  lightest  pic¬ 
torial  pleasantries  of 
our  day. 

It  has  been  as¬ 
serted  that  comic  art 
is  better  understood 
on  the  continent ;  the 
facility,  ‘^‘gusto,'’^  and 
vis  comica  essential 
to  success  in  these 
“am  using  trifles ’’have 
presumably  been  more 
the  province  of  foreign 
draughtsmen;  and  it  has  often  been  assumed  that 
French  caricaturists  especially  excel  other  nations  in 
the  faculties  necessary  to  a  masterly  chic  more  or 
less  founded  on  efficient  academic  training,  united 
with  the  reckless  freedom  of  handling  and  the  luxuri¬ 
ous  imagination  desii’able  for  success  in  the  eccentric 

O 

branch. 

The  advantage  of  comparison  afforded  by  the 
novel  exhibition  in  Piccadilly  proves,  amongst  other 


points,  that  the  gifted  native  artistic  humorists  of 
our  generation  rejoice  in  the  ca])acity  for  expressing 
vivacious  and  healthy  fun  without  descending  to 

either  grimace,  broad 
caricature,  or  undue 
exaggeration,  while 
the  canons  of  good 
taste,  and  the  suscep¬ 
tibilities  of  delicate 
minds  are  alike  re¬ 
verentially  treated. 
The  most  notable  of 
our  early  pictorial 
humorists  were,  as  it 
happens,  trained  prac¬ 
titioners,  and  knew 
how  to  draw, although 
in  the  intermediate 
stages  of  the  art — for 
a  special  art  it  must 
be  reckoned  in  com¬ 
petent  hands  (as  the 
collection  illustrates) 
— the  defecti\'e  draw¬ 
ing  is  often  more 
conspicuous  than  the 
humour,  while  the 
so-called  ‘‘wit^^  is 
not  seldom  of  a  com¬ 
monplace  and  down¬ 
right  order.  The  nicer 
subtleties  which  pass 
current  in  our  day 
would  have  been 
wasted,  and  tbe  oc¬ 
casionally  diluted  es¬ 
sence  would  have  ob¬ 
viously  been  too  “  in¬ 
appreciably  fine  to 
have  tickled  the  ro- 
buster  palates  of  our 
ancestors.  Needless  to  say  the  argument  is  enforced 
by  the  exhibition  in  question,  that  the  early  produc¬ 
tions  of  the  rollicking  pictorial  humorists,  no  less 
than  the  occasionally  startling  efforts  of  the  avowed 
and  professional  caricaturists — who  dealt  nn  broader 
personalities — offer  a  direct  contrast  to  the  lighter- 
handed  pleasantries  of  their  successors  who  minister 
to  the  public  of  our  day ;  yet  each  respective  group 
in  their  generations  consistently  reflects  the  spirit  of 


FOEMING  THE  LINE  :  THE  DUKE  OF  YOEK  IN  FLANDEES. 
(From  the  JJvpuUlshed  Original  Sketch  ig  James  GiUray.) 
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the  ;ig'e.  Compare  the  uiicoiiipromisiiig  onslaughts 
oL‘  (iillray  with  the  retineil  and  classic  renderings  ut' 
that  “great  master”  Tenniel,  or  ol;  Proctor;  com- 
imre  the  convivial  spirits,  who,  in  Hogarth’s  Rabelai¬ 
sian  drinking  bouts  and  midnight  orgies — 

“jovially  twine 

The  myrtle  of  Venus  with  llaechus’s  vine,’’ 
with  the  incbi'iatcd  votaries  oL‘  the  same  fonts  wdiom 
Charles  Keene  evidently  delights  to  draw  from  the 
life  wdth  such  inimitable  ex[)ressiveness  and  evident 
truth  ;  compare  the  redundant  vigorous  animal  s[)irits 
which  inspired  Row¬ 
landson’s  pencil  as 
contrasted  with  the 
ingenious  readiness  of 
(rcorge  du  iMaurier  to 
seize  and  register  the 
milder  eccentric  hu¬ 
mours  of  the  day,  the 
“  aesthetes,”  and  the 
“society”  vagaries  of 
our  era.  Linley  Sam- 
boLirne  has  no  parallel 
in  the  past,  at  least 
among  native  profes¬ 
sors.  Harry  Furniss 
in  the  revelry  of  his 
fun  has  gone  far  to 
assimilate  the  antique 
rerre  with  qualities 
of  drawing,  and  a 
more  delicately  re¬ 
lined  suo'trestiveness 
of  execution  which 
are  essentially  per¬ 
sonal  to  himself. 

Other  times,  other 
men  and  manners. 

Cordon  Thomson, 
whose  fun  is  evidently 
spontaneous,  hearty,  and  as  unctions,  too,  as  that  of 
his  predecessors  of  the  Georgian  era ;  Fred  Barnard, 
whose  productions  are  instinct  with  abounding  comic 
])ower,  and  whose  handiwork  is  no  less  replete  with 
humorous  suggestiveness ;  the  late  W.  G.  Baxter, 
whose  strikingly  original  works  still  l»elong  to  the 
immediate  present;  Alfred  Bryan,  and  some  others, 
all  form  a  group  which  may  be  designated  of  the 
“  elective  ”  school.  They  arc  all  draughtsmen  whose 
“handling”  sujiersedes  the  necessity  for  the  inter¬ 
mediary  of  the  engraver,  since  they  have  mastered 
the  intricacies  of  “  process,”  and  have  formulated  for 
themselves,  each  according  to  his  own  vigorous  in¬ 
dividuality,  methodised  manners  of  artistic  expression, 
idiosyncratic  as  that  of  expert  engravers,  of  whose 
assistance  they  are  independent. 


Hal  Ludlow,  W.  F.  Thomas,  J.  Houghton, 
H.  Alorchen,  A.  Chasemore,  Gordon  Browne,  A.  C. 
Corbould,  laicien  Davis,  Bernard  Partridge,  and  many 
other  gifted  exponents  of  our  day  may  be  taken  as 
the  outcome  of  our  time,  graceful,  individualistic,  and 
with  a  command  of  resources  which  renders  their  pro¬ 
ductions  facile  to  translate  lyy  mechanical  process. 
J.  F.  Sullivan  may,  like  Sambourne,  be  regarded  as  a 
“  gospel  ”  to  himself,  his  humour  is  distinctly  his  own, 
no  less  than  his  method  of  expression,  and  oliservers 
have  averred  that  his  work  is  “above  theg’enerality”  in 

the  qualities  of  inven¬ 
tiveness  and  intensity 
of  comic  power — both 
as  regards  conception 
and  execution.  Origi¬ 
nal  waggery  in  a 
novel  direction  marks 
the  productions  of  J. 
R.  and  .1.  Brown, 
whose  eccentricities 
in  treating  of  the 
stirring  adventures  of 
the  “  A'lciSlab  o’  that 
Ilk” — the  elder,  the 
laird,  the  minister, 
and  all  the  spirited 
dramatis  personoi  of 
those  Caledonian  ])ie- 
torial  “sensation 
dramas” — are  per¬ 
fectly  fresh  ami  mirl  h- 
ful  in  an  extravagant 
measure. 

The  group  of  new 
hands  —  capable  hu¬ 
morists  in  art,  'whose 
numbers  extend  ra¬ 
pidly,  owing  to  the 
facility  with  which 
pen-and-ink  drawings  are  reproduced — includes  the 
names  of  so  many  and  multifarious  designers  that 
I  can  only  refer  to  their  productions  in  apprecia¬ 
tive  terms  without  particularising  individual  profes¬ 
sionally  “comic  designers.” 

Beyond  the  executants  in  black-and-white,  who 
largely  predominate  in  the  humorous  held,  must  be 
considered  the  productions  of  genial  and  delicate 
minded  humorists  like  Charles  Green,  R.I.,  Frank 
Dadd,  ILL,  J.  C.  Dollman,  R.L,  W.  Ralston,  and 
others  whose  art  belongs  to  the  more  ambitious 
platform  of  advanced  water-colour  art,  uniting  the 
greatest  technical  proliciency  with  a  tincture  of 
comic  characterisation  which  render  their  works 
equally  acceptable  to  lovers  of  tine  art  in  its  higher 
achievements,  and  to  those  amateurs  who  love 


A  SKETCH  FROM  LIFE. 

(From  the  Unpuhllshed  Original  Draioing  by  Thomas  Roidandson .) 


WESTERN  VIEW  OF  ALL  SOULS’  COLLEGE,  OXFORD. 
(From  the  UiqnMishcd  Drawing  by  Thomas  lloniandsoii.) 
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liumour  for  itself,  and  who  yet  respect  the  manifes¬ 
tation  of  true  comic  power  within  modest  limits. 

Tlie  third  room  of  the  exhibition  is  devoted  to 
living-  exponents,  the  capable  artists  to  whom  we  all 
look  for  our  mirtli,  and  who  never  disappoint  our 
weekly  expectations. 

A3"andoring-  from  the  present  to  the  past,  and  tra¬ 
velling-  up  the  current  of  time,  the  retrospect  shows 
that  those  artistic  humorists,  wh(-)  must  be  regarded 
as  the  parents  of  the  craft — in  spite  of  the  apparent 
coarseness  their  works  present  to  unsophisticated 
minds — no  less  faithfully  retloct  the  manners  and 
habits  of  thought  of  their  contemporaries.  The 
performances  of  the  “  ancient  masters  ”  in  this 
branch  are  in  a  way  ‘^classics,”  and  like  Fielding, 
Smollett,  Sterne,  Goldsmith,  and  even  the  “’Gnoral 
reformer''’  Richardson — to  say  nothing  of  the  comedy 
writers  of  their  epoch — are  to  be  judged  by  a  dif¬ 
ferent  standard  to  that  which  jirevails  in  a  more 
cultivated  time.  Flxuberant  fun,  and  jocularities 
which  went  beyond  “  innuendos,”  characterised  the 
contemporaries  of  Hogarth,  De  Lontherhourg,  Row¬ 
landson,  Gill  ray,  of  Isaac,  and  even  of  George,  Cruik- 
shank  (in  his  early  days).  The  gentler  Runbury,  whose 
excerpts  from  the  life  which  he  saw  are  seldom  per¬ 
sonal  and  always  modest,  was  in  this  respect  in  ad¬ 
vance  of  his  age,  his  designs  of  the  social  surroundings 
which  he  observed  at  home  and  abroad  are  excep¬ 
tional  for  a  light  inoffensive  pleasantry,  to  which  the 
delicate  humours  of  Randolph  Caldecott  may  be  eom- 
])arcd  more  appositely  than  at  first  strikes  the  eye. 

The  more  vivacious  literature  and  periodicals  of  a 
century  back  are  distinguished  for  neither  delicacy 
nor  refinement;  the  jokes  and  good  things”  which 
have  reached  us,  even  when  avowedly  proceeding 
from  the  greatest  luminaries,  social  and  political,  no 
less  than  “  the  choicest  spirits  of  the  age,”  are,  to 
speak  mildly,  “  full-flavoured.”  Yet  these  things  are 
“  history  ”  in  their  way.  For  instance,  the  abounding 
humours  of  the  great  Westminster  Fllection  of  178-1 
woTild  shock  the  polite  ears  of  the  present  generation  ; 
the  jenx  ties  mots  produced  by  scholarly  poetasters, 
and  even  the  repartees  uttered  by  the  fairest  lips,  are 
leavened  with  a  liberal  admixture  of  “Attic  salt” 
that  would  now  be  voted  over-pungent.  The  i)re- 
vailing  tendencies — I  cannot  say  “  tastes  ” — popular 
under  the  second  George — when  the  great  humorist 
in  art  ])ainted  his  world-famed  moral  “suites” — 
were  of  a  vigorous  frankly  outspoken  character — 
with  the  strongest  vernacular  tendency  to  call  a 
spade  by  its  name — which  needs  no  description,  since 
on  Hogarth’s  marvellous  canvases  the  nature  of  the 
time  is  “writ  large”  and  is  disguised  by  no  llimsy 
pretences.  The  lives  led  by  the  highest  personages 
were  not  exemplary,  and  criticisms  on  the  domestic 
relations  were  more  candid  than  polite. 


The  majority  of  Hogarth’s  ilnest  original  pic¬ 
tures  are  now  in  the  National  Gallery  and  in  the  Sir 
John  Soane  Museum,  and  consequently  unavailable 
for  the  purposes  of  the  gathering  at  the  Royal  Insti¬ 
tute  of  Painters  in  Water  Colours  ;  his  original  work 
is  there  represented  by  some  slight  but  interesting 
drawings.  Of  these  the  Queen  contributes  four  ex¬ 
amples  from  the  royal  collection.  One,  the  original 
study  for  “  The  Beggar’s  Opera,”  demonstrates  that 
Hogarth  drew  with  a  squareness  and  strength  both 
academic  and  characteristic  of  the  man.  “The 
Hazard  Table  ”  is  a  finished  study,  in  which  is  in¬ 
troduced  the  portrait  of  Frederick,  Prince  of  Wales. 
The  subject  has  been  engraved  by  Sam  Ireland  in  his 
“  Illustrations  of  Hogarth.”  The  artist’s  ingenious 
attempts  to  prove  that  comparative  height  depends 
upon  proportion  rather  than  inches,  with  the  figures 
of  Garrick  and  Quin  as  examples  (likewise  engraved), 
is  lent  from  the  same  source,  together  with  a  sketch 
of  “  Doctors  in  Consultation.”  Most  interesting  is 
the  famous  original  sketch  of  the  sinister  John 
M’ilkes. 

It  is  the  reprobated  “  Caricatura  ”  with  which  we 
have  to  do.  On  occasions  Ministers,  if  they  had  pos¬ 
sessed  the  power,  would  have  killed  the  “monster;” 
and  they  have  from  time  to  time  succeeded  in 
muzzling  caricaturists  with  pensions  and  sinecures. 
Sayer  was  an  instance  in  point,  and  it  is  asserted 
that  Gillray  did  not  disdain  ministerial  ])ay,  though 
there  is  little  evidence  to  be  gained  as  to  the  true 
bearings  of  this  story.  Certainly  as  concerns  his 
work  the  “prince  of  caricaturists  ”  obviously  obeyed 
no  mandates  other  than  those  of  his  own  wilful 
impulses,  as  his  caricatures  prove.  It  is  said  that 
most  frequently  the  caricaturist  transferred  his 
elaborate  and  imaginative  conceptions  direct  on  to 
the  copper,  and  original  drawings  by  his  hand  are 
rarities.  Of  this  order  is  the  example  of  the  Duke  of 
York  with  the  British  expedition  in  Fdanders,  hitherto 
unpublished,  which  is  reproduced,  for  the  lirst  time, 
in  the  i)resent  article.  Rowlainkson,  like  Hog-arth, 
cannot  be  regarded  as  a  successful  political  satirist,  his 
[>roduetious  in  this  walk,  though  sutHeiently  numerous, 
lack  that  intensity  of  purpose  which  must  l)e  held  as 
the  first  requirement  essential  to  success.  His  playful 
attacks  never  seem  in  earnest,  and  it  is  easy  to  dis¬ 
cover  that,  beyond  the  willingness  to  exert  his  facile 
skill  of  hand  for  pecuniary  considerations,  Rowland¬ 
son’s  “heart  was  not  in  it,”  and  that — to  his  mind  — 
stateseraft  and  the  ])olitical  manceuvres  of  party  were 
matters  of  supreme  indifference. 

Rowlandson  may  l)e  truly  described  as  a  many- 
sided  genius.  An  example  of  one  of  his  female  studies 
— a  sketch  from  life — and  an  architectural  sulqect  from 
the  series  of  Oxford  Colleges,  are  given  as  samples  of 
two  of  his  styles.  Passing  over  Bunbury,  the  typical 
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“^g'if’ted  amateur,”  with  AVoodwanl  and  several 
“comieal  wags,”  as  they  were  esteemed  in  their  day, 
of  the  same  deseription,  whose  pleasantries  were  seldom 
witty,  and  whose  skill  was  defeetive,  the  talented 
family  of  Cruikshank  comes  into  a  foremost  place. 
IMueh  mig'ht  be  written  about  Isaac  Cruikshank,  his 
works  and  contemporaries.  In  some  respects  this 
artist  -was  a  follower  of  Gillray,  and,  like  that  mighty 
master  of  the  graver  and  etching-point,  it  was  his  lot 
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proudly  related,  he  was  selected  ny  Oillray’s  [luh- 
lishers  to  carry  on  his  plates  when  the  mind  of  that 
nnfortunate  and  lurid  genius  lost  its  balance.  As  a 
contemporary  “Young  George”  etched  merrily  on, 
frequently  treating  the  identical  subjects  which  were 
engaging  Rowlandson’s  talents ;  the  same  publishers 
employing  both  artists,  yet,  by  some  singular  circum¬ 
stance,  though  busily  working  on  parallel  lines  for 
over  twenty  years,  Cruikshank  never  remembered 


“  TIIEOWINa  OPF.” 


{From  the  Original  Slcetrh  bij  ITablOt  Knight  Brovnc — "J’hiz.") 


to  live  in  stirring  times,  and  to  register  on  copper  many 
of  the  exciting  events  which  agitated  the  popular 
mind  during  the  French  Revolution  and  the  wars 
wdth  Buonaparte.  Isaac’s  two  sons  w^e  know  had 
little  education  beyond  that  wdiich  they  picked  up  in 
the  atelier  or  “work-room”  of  their  somewhat  un¬ 
steady  father,  and  both  acquired  the  practice  of  etching 
before  they  had  mastered  the  elementary  schooling 
given  to  middle-class  children  in  their  day.  The 
fruits  of  this  exceptional  education,  when  etching- 
needles,  copper-plates,  and  aqua-fortis  bottles  were 
their  first  and  favmurite  playthings,  are  evident  in 
this  exhibition.  The  proficiency  gained  by  the  great 
George,  added  to  his  versatile  natural  gifts,  made  him 
from  boyhood  conspicuous  as  a  juvenile  prodigy  ;  as  he 


meeting  the  elder  hand.  The  great  George’s  life, 
prolonged  to  a  venerable  age,  has  been  divided  into 
three  periods,  and  examples  of  each,  both  ori  ginal 
drawings  and  engravings,  are  given  in  the  present 
exhibition. 

Another  memorable  feature  of  the  present  ex¬ 
hibition,  and  one  unlikely  to  be  repeated,  is  the 
unique  collection  of  original  illustrations  to  the  w'orks 
of  Charles  Dickens  which  must  attract  all  the  ad¬ 
mirers  of  the  great  novelist — and  that  comprises  the 
largest  section  of  the  community ;  most  interesting 
are  Gi.  Cruikshank’s  drawungs  for  the  “  Sketches  by 
Boz  ” — and  the  water-colour  drawings  to  “  Oliver 
Twist,”  a  commission  from  INIr.  F.  AY.  Cozens,  are 
remarkable  for  their  execution.  Notew'orthy,  too,  are 
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tlie  examples  exliiljiled  from  Georye  Cruikshank’s 
owa  Exeter  Hall  collection  contributed  by  the  Royal 
A(juarium  Society.  To  return  to  Dickens,  the  oriyinal 
‘Gvorking  drawings'’^  by  “  Phiz'’^  for  the  illustrations 
of  ‘H)avid  Copperfield/’  “  Doiiibey  and  Son/'  and 
“Bleak  House/' prove  bow  admirably  11.  K.  Browne's 
skill  was  adapted  to  bis  responsible  task.  “Phiz" 
is  represented  in  other  directions,  and  an  example 
of  bis  ready  humour  is  here  given  in  the  version  of 
“Throwing  Off."  Fred  Barnard  and  Charles  Green, 
11. k,  have  brought  the  resources  of  their  talents  for 
the  same  jmrpose,  and  the  relined  series  of  water¬ 
colours  by  the  latter  artist,  in  which  a  delicate 
humour  is  unitcil  with  tlie  most  accomplished  mastery 
of  the  h'c/ni/qiir  of  water-colour  art,  must  he  de¬ 
scribed  as  a  revelation,  showing  Dickens  from  a 
jioint  of  view  which  commends  itself  to  more  culti¬ 
vated  appreciators.  Fred  Barnard's  famous  Dickens 
“Character  Sketches"  show  how  happily  that  gifted 
artistic  humorist's  inventive  faculties  are  in  sym- 
jiathy  with  those  of  the  author.  Beyond  his  ex- 
})rossive  black-and-white  studies  quite  a  gallery  of 
Fred  Barnard's  ])ictures  in  oils  delight  an  a|ipreciative 
jmldic.  John  Leech's  “Sketches  in  Oils"  form 
another  popular  and  mirth.-provoking  feature  of 
the  gathering  j  while  the  genius  of  Caldecott,  that 
gentlest  of  humorists,  whose  dainty  handling,  like 
his  delicate  ami  imaginative  jdeasantries,  apiiears 


spontaneous,  is  adequately  illustrated  by  a  sulliciently 
comprehensive  selection  of  his  works  in  oils,  water¬ 
colours,  black-and-white,  and  jdastic  art;  the  portion 
of  the  exhibition  devoted  to  the  works  of  this  sym¬ 
pathetic  artist,  whose  jiromising  career,  it  is  sad  to 
think,  closed  so  jirematurely,  is  jierluqis  one  of  the 
special  gatherings  most  aceejitahle  to  modern  tastes. 

R.  Dighton,  the  father  of  a  largo  family  of  artists 
of  this  name,  is  represented  li^'  his  character  por¬ 
traits  ;  he  may  he  considered  the  originator  of  these 
“  personal  skits,"  which  are  so  jiopular  in  our  day. 
Examjiles  of  De  Loutherhourg,  Mb  iMason,  George 
IMorlaiid,  J.  11.  Ben  well,  F.  G.  Byron,  R.  Newton, 
J.  Boyne,  J.  C.  Ihhetson,  R.  AVest,  J.  Chalon, 
C.  Ansell,  AAh  Heath,  J.  AI.  AVright,  R.  Seymour, 
C.  Cooper  Henderson,  Henry  Aiken,  R.  Doyle,  F. 
Taylor,  T.  Alorten,  11.  S.  Alarks,  R.A.,  H.  G.  Hine, 
Mat  Alorgan,  Pellegrini,  Leslie  AA'ard  of  Taniiij  Fair, 
and  many  others,  are  found  in  the  exhibition. 

AAC  AL  ThacdvCray,  Alfred  Crowquill,  and  George 
Augustus  Sala  are  represented  as  workers  in  the 
iield  of  art.  The  etchings  made  by  Air.  Sala  over 
forty  years  ago  have  a  special  interest  of  their  own. 
They  jirove  how  much  at  home  he  was  in  the  artistic 
jirofession,  and  are  evidences  of  the  strong  attrac¬ 
tions  of  a  literary  career,  which  induced  the  re¬ 
linquishment  fd'  the  Iiranch  in  which  his  hand  had 
been  so  jirolieieiitly  trained. 


“IN  THE  CHIMNEY  GOKNEIi." 

P.viNTEi)  BY  Adolf  Menzel.  Etched  by  P.  Le  Rat. 


The  works  and  artistic  life  of  Adolf  Alenzel 
have  more  than  once  formed  the  sulqect  of 
articles  in  these  pages,*  and,  in  truth,  few  living 
artists  deserve  applause,  admiration,  and  study  in  a 
higher  degree  than  the  great  German  painter  and 
dranghtsman.  Although  hut  a  very  limited  edition, 
and  that  at  a  prohibitive  piriee,  of  his  illustrations  to 
the  works  of  Frederick  the  Great  was  issued,  their 
effect  for  good  upon  English  art  has  been  enormous 
— far  greater  than  is  generally  known  or  believed. 
Alenzel’s  work  with  the  pencil-pioint  is  simply  astound¬ 
ing  in  its  truth,  its  observation,  its  piurity  of  touch, 
its  simpilieity  and  directness  of  means  ;  and  governed 
as  it  is  by  a  fine  artistic  feeling,  concentration,  a 
piower  of  expression,  and  delightful  facility — which 
make  us  feel  that  the  artist,  too,  has  taken  a  delight 
in  his  work — it  has  exercised  a  powerful  effect  on 
our  ligure-piainters,  from  the  very  highest.  His 
work  is  “realistic"  in  contradistinction  to  “academic," 
and  distinguished  by  grace,  and  elegance,  and  taste. 
*  See  “The  Magazine  of  Art,”  18S4,  vol.  vii. ;  &c. 


His  greatest  work  is  umpuestionahly  that  in  black- 
and-white,  for  the  chief  reason  that  his  piowers  as  a 
colourist  are  not  quite  up  to  the  remarkably  high 
standard  of  his  draughtsmanship;  yet  his  colour  is 
never  inharmonious  or  dull,  and  his  distribution  of 
light  and  shade  is  always  well-judged.  Of  late  his 
piictures  are  a  little  more  diffuse  in  compiosition 
than  they  used  to  he;  nevertheless,  they  contain  so 
many  admiralile  qualities  that  we  cannot  quarrel  with 
them. 

AT.  Le  Rat,  who  has  etched  “  In  the  Chimney 
Corner,"  is  thirty-eight  years  younger  than  Herr 
Alenzel,  who  was  horn  in  the  year  of  AA^aterloo. 
Since  1800  his  etching'-needle  has  regularly  made  its 
mark  on  the  walls  of  the  Salon,  and  in  1875  and 
1870  he  obtained  medals  in  witness  of  it.  His  touch 
is  light,  as  helits  the  rendering  of  delicate  originals, 
and  his  power  of  self-adaptation  to  the  moods  and 
methods  of  the  artist  whose  work  he  sets  himself  to 
repiroduce  has  served  to  place  him  in  the  foremost 
ranks  of  translator-engravers.  AT.  H.  S. 
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GEORGE  FULLER,  PAINTER. 


By  CHARLES  I)E  KAY. 


mHE  figures  and  landscapes  of  tlic  late  George 
JL  Fuller,  A.N.A.,  as  they  appeared  in  the  exhibi¬ 
tion  held  soon  after  his  death  in  Boston,  IMassachusetts, 
during  the  spring  of  1881,  offered  no  great  range  in 


that  way  there  appeared  a  delicious  yet  most  chaste 
nude  figure — a  n\mph  glowing  with  a  supernatural 
colour  that  satisfied  one  as  the  right  complexion  for 
a  goddess  without  departing  too  much  from  the  flesh 


GEOEGE  FULLER. 

(From  a  PJwtograpli  by  Messrs.  Allen  avd  Roivell,  Boston,  U.S.A.  Engraved  by  R.  G.  Tletze.') 


subjects,  yet  several  very  different  styles  of  work. 
There  was  the  hard,  laboriously  wrought  portrait,  the 
landscape  on  which  time  had  been  perhaps  wasted,  the 
ideal  head  confected  in  a  sweet,  almost  sensuous  key, 
the  slender  figure  of  a  girl,  dreaming,  gentle,  timid,  yet 
not  afraid.  Here  the  face  of  a  very  ordinary  young 
business  man  modelled  itself  out  from  a  dark  back¬ 
ground  wdth  a  somewhat  sudden  relief.  Yonder  lay 
a  fairy  landscape,  over  which  impalpable  veils  of  a 
delicate  golden  haze,  like  that  of  the  American  Indian 
summei’,  had  been  spread,  whilst  a  crone  pushed  her 
stick  about  the  sod  in  the  hope  of  finding  simples. 
This  way  one  saw  a  round  red  cheek  from  the  portrait 
of  a  little  boy  with  no  great  character  to  boast  of  j 
601 


of  mankind.  Many  who  saw  rulier'’s  work  then  for 
the  first  time  could  not  understand  how  the  same 
artist  could  have  painted  scenes  and  figures  so  lovely, 
so  unusual,  so  delicate,  soft,  and  supernatural,  and 
yet  occasionally  work  so  dully  and  without  savour  of 
romance.  Fuller,  so  far  as  he  was  known  to  New 
York  and  Boston,  was  essentially  a  romantic  painter 
who  chose  names  for  his  pictures  from  Hawthorne 
and  other  romantic  novelists,  from  Shakespeare  and 
from  Greek  mythology.  Even  those  who  were  toler¬ 
ably  familiar  with  the  canvases  he  had  sent  to  the 
exhibitions  had  to  marvel  over  some  of  the  work. 

George  Fuller  was  like  some  winters,  MGlt 
Whitman  for  example,  in  this  respect,  that  one  cannot 
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appreciate  him  without  ratlier  a  wide  acquaintauee 
with  his  work.  Some  painters  can  be  estimated 
pretty  truly  by  one  picture,  some  poets  by  one  ])oem. 
AVith  these  two  it  is  not  so.  It  is  as  if  they  are 
like  the  politics  and  social  life  of  the  United  States, 
seemingly  simple,  readily  described  by  an  epigram  or 
a  sweeping’  sneer,  not  a  little  monotonous;  but  also 
less  easy  of  comprehension  on  a  longer  acquaintance 
tlian  anyone  had  dreamed. 

One  of  the  most  curious  features  of  American  art 
to-day  is  the  colourist.  He  approaches  the  poet  and 
musician,  because  he  aj^peals  to  the  feelings  more 
than  to  definite  ideas  ;  a  nation  of  business  men  may 
be  expected  to  give  heed  to  nothing  which  lacks  the 
element  of  certainty,  of  definite  countableness,  of 
Philistine  clearness.  AAdio  would  suppose  that  mer¬ 
cantile  communities,  composed,  according  to  popular 
ideas,  largely  of  Gradgrinds  and  Jefferson  Bricks, 
would  encourage  so  many  colourists  as  one  might 
name?  The  colourists  are  not  of  art  alone  ;  primarily 
they  are  of  literature.  The  colourist  Poe  has  been 
succeeded  in  time  by  the  colourist  AA'alt  AAdiitman, 
with  other  methods,  and  though  the  latter  has  re¬ 
ceived  far  from  a  rapturous  acceptance  at  tlie  hands  of 
the  writing  guild,  and  none  from  the  great  democratic 
mass  whose  prophet  he  is,  yet  AV  hit  man  also  has  had 
an  intiuence  on  a  painter.  A  sketGi  of  that  painter 
is  all  so  small  a  space  as  this  can  hold. 

George  Fuller,  A.N.A.,  was  a  name  unknown  to 
all  but  the  smallest  handful  of  [)ersons  down  to  A])ril 
21st,  187S.  It  is  true  that  two  years  before,  when 
the  country  was  scoured  for  pictures  to  represent 
native  art  at  the  Centenary  of  Independence,  a  man 
who  had  an  odd  style  was  found  in  a  farmer  of 
Deerfield,  Massachusetts,  who  l)y  some  queer  chance 
was  also  an  Associate  of  the  National  Academy  in 
New  York.  A  few  good  judges  were  so  delighted 
with  his  work,  that  an  exhibition  of  fourteen  portraits 
and  other  canvases  was  made  in  Boston.  Alost  of 
those  who  saw  them  voted  them  “  queer,”  and  the 
little  exhibition  was  forgotten.  But  bis  admirers  still 
talked,  and  Fuller  was  induced  to  take  a  studio  in  the 
city,  so  that  when  the  rising  young  New  York  society, 
the  American  artists,  sent  Air.  Francis  Lethrop  to 
Boston  in  1878  as  a  delegate  to  the  studios  to 
solicit  pictures,  he  saw  George  Fuller  and  begged 
a  contribution  to  the  coming  show.  The  demand 
set  Fuller  to  thinking  of  New  York  again  ;  he  had 
])assed  there  the  most  important  years  of  his  art-life, 
had  become  an  Associate  of  the  National  Academy  in 
1857,  and  withdrawn  to  the  Deerfield  Farm  in  ISbO. 
He  sent  two  pictures  to  the  Academy  also.  The 
Society  of  Artists  placed  his  picture  finely;  his  own 
Academy  skied  his  liest  work  in  the  most  barbarous 
way.  A’et  as  soon  as  the  critics  entered  the  exhibi¬ 
tion,  the  New  York  Times  marked  him  for  approval. 


“  There  is  a  fatality,”  remarked  the  Times  critic, 
“  which  makes  hanging  committees  hang  far  away 
the  picture  that  needs  all  the  benefit  it  can  get  from 
nearness;  while  staring  pictures  deliver  their  deadly 
volleys  at  a  few  paces.  Hence  it  is  not  easy  to  judge 
of  Air.  Fuller’s  work  with  certainty  ;  but  the  distant 
view  is  attractive.  He  gains  much  by  putting  his 
little  girl  blowing  a  four-o’clock  to  pieces,  as  well  as 
the  girls  herding  turkeys,  into  a  twilight.  There  was 
a  very  frank  and  pleasing  head,  painted  by  him,  on 
exhibition  at  the  late  show  of  the  American  artists. 
Perhaps  we  shall  hear  more  and  still  better  news 
from  him  at  future  exhibitions.”  The  prophecy, 
cautiously  expressed  owing  to  the  bad  hanging  of  his 
Turkey  Pastime  in  Kentucky,”  the  only  picture 
that  at  all  defined  his  last  manner,  certainly  came 
true. 

But  who  had  any  idea  then  that  George  Fuller 
was  a  man  of  fifty-six  with  snow-white  hair  and  patri- 
archial  bearing,  an  artist  who  had  had  time  to  become 
pretty  much  disgirsted  with  his  profession  before  the 
civil  war  began?  The  young  painters  whose  enthu¬ 
siasm  and  breadth  of  taste  had  called  him  from  the 
torpor  of  neglect,  were  astonished  when  they  saw 
before  them  a  broadened,  large-featured  patriarch, 
robust,  ruddy  of  face  and  white  of  hair,  gifted  with 
quiet  manners  and  a  genial  laugh.  He  belonged  to 
the  cjioch  of  Thomas  Cole  and  Emmanuel  Leutze, 
with  the  alternate  fashions  fur  ]iaintings  by  the 
British  Philistines  and  fhose  of  Diisseldorf,  even 
more  pJiiHslerhaft  if  possible  than  the  former.  A^et 
his  work  seemed  to  embody  some  of  the  aims  in 
art  sought  by  the  young  generation  who  knew  the 
subtleties  of  Corot  and  Diaz,  Rousseau  and  Alillet, 
the  splendid  flashes  of  Alonficelli,  and  the  spurts  of 
impressionism  made  from  time  to  time  by  Courbet 
the  realist.  In  Boston,  for  the  next  five  years  after 
his  New  AYjrk  triumph,  George  Fuller  took  the 
place  due  to  him,  at  the  head  of  all  the  local  artists. 
His  portraits,  often  idealised  to  the  detriment  of 
likeness  to  the  original,  brought  handsome  prices, 
and  he  had  just  arranged  a  little  exhibition  of  his 
own  work  over  which  the  Boston  press  was  sounding 
preans,  when  he  died  suddenly  of  an  unsuspected 
ailment.  A  larger  and  more  representative  collec¬ 
tion  was  got  together,  and  a  portion  sold  to  meet  the 
demands  of  his  estate.  Articles  on  George  Fidlcr 
have  appeared  in  The  Ceiitiirij  for  December,  1883, 
and  JlnrpeYs  l\foiilhI//  for  Septemlier,  1881.  Lately 
a  cpiarto  with  the  most  cxipiisite  woodcuts,  engraved 
by  Clossou  and  others,  after  Fuller’s  important 
pictures,  made  its  appearance.  Air.  AY.  D.  Howells 
furnishes  a  biography  of  the  arfis-t,  using  letters  con¬ 
tributed  by  the  family,  and  Alcssrs.  F.  D.  Alillet, 
AA^.  J.  Stillman,  AAA  B.  Closson,  and  J.  J.  Enneking, 
the  last  a  landscapist  of  very  high  attainments,  whose 
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style  assimilates  itself  somewhat  to  Eiillei-’s,  add  their 
several  views. 

“Two  Rivulets”  is  the  title  of  one  of  those 
eccentric  volumes  which  Walt  Whitman  writes  and 
himself  iirints  and  sells  in  Camden  in  the  State  of 
New  Jersey.  A  rivulet  of  verse,  Whitmanic  verse, 
flows  along  the  top  of  the  page ;  a  comrade  rill 
of  prose,  Whitmanic  prose,  meanders  along  the 
bottom.  Heavy  rules  separate  these  two  parts.  At 
first  glance  one  thinks  of  those  torments  of  youthful 
brains,  the  editions  of  Latin  classics  which  are  pro¬ 
vided  with  copious  notes.  But  the  relation  between 
what  is  said  in  verse  and  what  is  added  in  prose  by 
the  “  good  grey  ”  poet  are  even  less  obvious.  The 
genius  of  Whitman  is  full  of  contradictions  ;  one 
is,  that  he  has  elaborated  a  theory  of  a  ])rose-poetic 
style  in  the  following  passage,  yet  thinks  it  necessary 
to  give  to  the  world  what  he  has  to  say  in  “  Two 
Rivulets,”  rrot  in  his  novel  medium  alone,  but  in 
plain  pi’ose  besides. 

“  For  the  most  cogent  purposes  of  those  great 
Inland  States,  and  for  Texas,  and  California,  and 
Oregon,  in  my  opinion  the  time  has  arrived  to  essen¬ 
tially  break  down  the  barriers  of  form  between  Prose 
and  Poetry.  I  say  the  latter  is  henceforth  to  win 
and  maintaiir  its  character’,  regardless  of  rhyme  and 
the  measurement  rules  of  iambic,  spondee,  dactyl,  &c., 
and  that  even  if  rhyme  and  those  measurements 
continue  to  furnish  the  medium  for  inferior  writers 
and  themes  (especially  for  persiflage,  and  the  comic  j 
as  there  seems  henceforward,  to  the  perfect  taste, 
something  inevitably  comic  in  rhyme  merely  in  itself 
and  anyhow),  the  truest  and  greatest  Poetry  (while 
sirbtly  and  rrecessarily  always  rhythmic  and  distin¬ 
guishable  easily  enough)  can  never  again,  in  the 
English  language,  be  expressed  in  arbitrary  and 
rhyming  metre,  any  more  than  the  greatest  elocpaencc, 
or  the  truest  power  and  passion.” 

Whitman  came  to  this  idea  at  middle  life,  having 
begun  his  poetical  career  in  the  usual  way,  by  con¬ 
tributing  very  ordinary  rhythmic  and  rhymed  verses 
to  such  of  the  newspapers  as  would  print  them. 
From  the  change  in  his  style  dates  his  fame,  or 
his  notoriety,  if  the  reader  feels  so  strongly  on  the 
matter,  and  it  may  be  added,  thinks  so  narrowly,  as 
to  require  that  word.  “  Let  others  finish  specimens,” 
cries  Whitman  in  “Leaves  of  Grass,” 

“  Let  olliers  finish  specimens — I  never  finisli. 

I  shower  them  hy  exhaustless  laws,  as  Nature  does  specimens, 
fresh  and  modern  continualljv” 

It  should  be  remembered  that  Whitman  began  in 
the  commonplace  way  and  never  has  achieved  real 
popularity.  He  is  a  poet  for  writers,  for  strong 
natures  loving  the  unconventional,  and  for  readers 
weary  of  much  verse.  Demos  is  flattered  by  Whit¬ 
man’s  panegyric,  but  n  hen  Demos  gets  so  far  as  to 


buy  a  book  at  all  it  is  a  simple  ballad,  a  comic 
song-book,  or  at  the  farthest  advance  a  copy  of 
Longfellow.  Now  between  him  and  George  Fuller, 
who,  by  the  way,  confessed  himself  an  admirer  of 
the  poet,  there  is  this  curious  parallel :  both  formed 
themselves  in  the  bustling,  unbeautiful  democracy  of 
the  city  of  New  York;  both  wrought  commonplace 
subjects  in  a  commonplace  way  at  first ;  both  launched 
out  on  a  species  of  impressionism  in  which  the  old 
anxiety  for  definiteness,  for  drawing,  was  given  up; 
both  became  the  admiration  of  a  small  band  of  con¬ 
noisseurs,  weary  of  multiplied  commonplaces;  both 
failed  to  interest  that  democracy  by  which  they  set 
great  store. 

Walt  Whitman  made  his  name,  as  Poe  did 
before  him,  by  impressionism,  as  the  analogous 
movement  in  art  is  termed.  Apparently  he  was  led 
to  it  by  a  wholesome  contempt  for  the  niminy- 
piminy  verse,  written  in  England  and  America  by 
all  but  a  few  of  the  best.  The  impressionists  in 
painting  have  come  up  for  the  most  part  since  he 
began  to  write  in  his  new  way.  George  Fuller  went 
to  Europe  for  a  short  time,  but  studied  in  no  atelier. 
At  that  period  the  old  masters  were  still  held  in 
so  much  honour  in  New  York  and  Boston,  that, 
rather  than  not  own  old  masters,  many  peojjle  bought 
questionable  canvases.  There  is  no  evidence  that 
any  living  painter  influenced  him  strongly,  but  the 
memories  brought  back  from  Europe  by  the  Rem¬ 
brandt  portraits,  looking  glorious  and  golden  from 
the  mystery  of  their  backgrounds,  may  have  been  for 
something  in  the  genesis  of  his  pictures;  it  may 
have  fixed  a  tone  of  colour  which  was  a  favourite 
with  him.  Certainly  whilst  he  studied  and  tried  to 
make  a  living  out  of  portraits  in  New  York,  there 
was  no  artist  who  could  have  given  him  the  hint. 
But  Walt  Whitman  was  there,  just  beginning  to  put 
into  that  rude  and  seemingly  inchoate  verse,  which 
he  preferred  to  more  ijolished  work,  the  life  and 
daily  bustle  of  the  growing-  city.  Born  on  Long- 
Island,  and  reared  in  what  he  loves  to  call  Alannahatta, 
the  aim  Whitman  set  before  him  was  to  express  a 
new  idea,  that  of  democracy  in  its  widest  and  most 
elaborate  aspects,  in  an  entirely  new  garb,  that  of 
verses  denuded  of  the  ordinary  technical  points  of 
poetry.  George  Fuller  passed  the  prime  of  his  life, 
1850  to  1860,  in  New  York,  then  a  much  smaller 
city,  where  all  men  touched.  He  and  Whitman  had 
one  distinguished  friend  in  common,  the  late  William 
Cullen  Bryant ;  but  whether  they  were  personal 
friends  is  doubtful.  He  was  no  more  a  master  of 
drawing  at  that  time  than  Whitman  was  a  master 
of  verse ;  both  found  on  other  sides  of  art  the  field 
for  great  work.  Fuller  composed  slowly  and  painted 
with  conscience,  but  with  a  certain  defectiveness  in 
drawing  which  is  too  often  assigned  to  imperfect 
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teacliiiig  when  it  is  largely  line  to  iniliiiiliuil  eliar- 
aeter.  Mr.  Howells  has  observed  the  onrions  I’aet 
that  George  Euller  was  unlike  a  New  Englander, 
so  much  so  that  strangers  would  not  believe  that  he 
came  I’rom  Massachusetts.  The  trip  abroad  was  too 
brief  to  work  much  change;  the  long  stay  in  New 
\ork  and  visits  to  the  Southern  States  unknit  in  him 
the  fibre  which  in  thoughtful  New  Englanders  is  drawn 
somewhat  tense.  Euller’s  change  of  style  coincides 


a  conventional  to  an  impressionist,  from  a  portrait- 
painter  to  an  artist  in  romantic  (jenve.  This  would  not 
prevent  the  taking  of  hints  for  technical  processes 
from  Ic  pere  Corot  and  other  moderns,  nor  should 
it  be  narrowed  so  as  to  exclude  the  inlluence  of  the 
general  surroundings  of  the  man,  acting  on  him  as 
on  AVhitman,  such  as  the  iinjmlse  from  the  civil 
war  and  the  reaction  therefrom.  Another  instance  of 
such  a  fathershi))  as  is  here  supposed  between  the 
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with  the  period  1S(.)5  to  1375,  when  Whitmaids  ver.se 
was  delinitely  accepted  liy  some  as  a  new  and  very 
original  departure  in  literal nre,  by  others  as  an  un¬ 
speakable  affront  to  all  the  great  masters  dead  and 
gone,  by  many  more  as  imjiossible,  simply  because  it 
contained  here  and  there  statements  of  passions  and 
things  which  decency  veils.  At  this  time  appeared 
George  Euller,  self-evolved,  without  forerunners,  in 
fact  marching  directly  counter  to  that  Pre-Raphaelite 
fashion  whiidi  already  liad  Inriied  the  head  of  more 
than  one  American  artist.  M  hitman’s  example 
affords  the  clue  for  the  slow  ri|)ening  of  Euller  from 


work  of  Whilinan  and  Euller,  is,  ochlly  enough,  also 
American.  Retween  two  Baltimore  men,  Edgar 
Allan  Poe  and  James  McNeil  "Whistler,  impres¬ 
sionists  l,)oth,  poet  and  artist  respectively,  there  is 
the  .same  intellectual  parentage  to  note.  Such 
strange  births  occur  oftener  than  men  think  ;  with  a 
little  research  many  more  may  be  found  in  history. 

George  Euller  was  a.  man  of  very  wide  symjiathies, 
a  great  theorist  in  religion,  and  matters  relating  to 
the  social  ipiestions  as  well  as  in  literature  and  art. 
Eaithfid  by  nature,  and  devoted  to  a  wdfe  who  was 
both  charming  and  beautiful,  he  nevertheless  held 
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opinions  which  nii^'ht  liavc  led  to  strano’c  results  had 
he  been  put  to  tlie  test  of  an  unhappy  union.  A 


vij4'orous  intellect.  Ki-oin  histors’,  religioip  jiolities, 
and  social  science,  he  always  derived  siijjport  for  the 
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(From  the  Original  Sketch  hy  George  Fuller,  in  the  Collection  of  Mr.  Thomas  B.  Clarke,  of  Mew  York,  L'.S..l.  Engraved  by  F.  Juengling.) 


painter  who  knew  him  well  has  written  :  “  Ho  was  principles  which  governed  his  painting,  as  they  did 
familiar  with  all  subjects  which  furnish  food  for  a  his  life,  and  he  had  a  way  of  generalising  on  the 
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questions  of  the  day  which  is  rememhered  hy  his  friends 
as  a  prominent  feature  in  his  familiar  conversation/’ 
As  "Whitman  has  been  little^  to  sjieak  comparatively, 
a  man  of  hooks,  or  a  haunter  of  libraries,  so  Fuller 
was  unlike  the  ordinary  artist  in  this;  he  did  not 
shut  himself  in  the  studio,  hut  wrestled  in  the  arena 
of  labour. 

In  likening-  painters  to  poets,  or  deriving’  these 
from  those,  it  is  of  course  not  supposed  that  Fuller 
would  say  to  himself,  “  Go  to,  now;  in  good  sooth, 
verily,  I  will  paint  Wdiitmanic  pictures.”  The  action 
of  such  laws  is  far  more  subtle  and  nearly,  if  not 
quite,  unconscious.  The  writer  may  give  the  hint, 
hut  the  movement  is  conqdex,  and  it  is  in  the  air 
of  an  epoch.  Fuller  lacked  the  inediuni  in  which 
to  assume  the  defiant  note  of  AVhifnnin,  even  if  he 
had  wished  to  he  the  ])ainter  of  the  Demos;  hut 
with  AA'hitman  we  must  always  reinemher  that  al¬ 
though  he  made  himself  the  champion  of  democracy, 
the  novelty  in  his  work  might  have  appeared  without 
his  using  that  special  war-cry.  In  Fuller’s  ease  the 
rehellion  was  against  the  schooled  painters,  his  former 
comrades ;  he  did  not  reach  the  point  of  carrying 
I’cvolt  in  technical  ])roce.sses  of  art  into  the  field  of 
obvious  thought ;  nor  was  it  necessary  to  paint  a 
historical  or  goiye  ]iicture  to  glorify  democracy. 
From  porti-aits  he  passed  with  no  great  ease  to  ideal 
heads  which  sometimes  appear  to  have  been  developed 
from  likeness  unluckily  rendered.  When  fame 
reached  him,  Fuller  was  already  past  the  combative 
age,  and  well  into  that  period  of  a  man’s  life  when 
peace  is  a  more  admirable  thing  in  art  than  violent 
fceliug. 

In  this  light  the  fifteen  years  of  comparative 
unproductiveness  passed  on  his  farm  appear  by  no 
means  that  unqualified  blessing  we  are  asked  to 
consider  it.  Possibly  it  gave  a  somewhat  slowly 
contemplative  nature  time  to  reach  conclusions  in 
art  opposed  to  all  the  instruction  he  had  received  in 
schools.  jNIore  probably  it  removed  him  from  active 
professional  life  during  the  very  years  in  which  he 
might  have  pushed  forward  into  the  dramatic  field  of 
tlie  painter.  For,  when  it  is  brought  together  as 
it  was  soon  after  his  death,  his  work  showmd  a  lack 
of  dramatic  effect.  Yet  he  had  groped  that  w'ay. 
Pictures  of  herb-gatherers  and  wdtches  belong  to  the 
latter  part  of  his  life.  “And  She  Was  a  Witch”  is 
perhaps  the  highest  dramatic  ])oint,  a  large  canvas  in 
which,  w-ithout  losing  his  grasp  of  the  strange  v'apoury 
style  he  had  invented,  Fuller  told  the  awful  story 
of  innocence  unjustly  accused,  of  fanatical  and  self- 
righteous  men  adininisteriiig  justice.  But  earlier  in 


his  career,  Fuller  had  the  democratic  feeling  toward 
labour  and  labourers  wdiich  does  not  alw'avs  avail  to 
break  dow-n  the  barrier  of  colour  between  the  races. 
When  most  people  despised  the  negro  and  hated  him 
for  causing  a  fratricidal  war  to  hold  too-ether  the 
Ibiion,  he  w-as  already  painting  the  slave.  At  the 
sale  appeared  “  Negro  Funeral,  Alabama,”  “  Interior 
of  Negro  Cabin,”  a  study  for  the  “  Quadroon,”  a 
mournful  and  charming  ligure,  and  “  Hoeing  Tobacco.” 
At  the  memorial  exhibition  was  the  “  Turkey  Pasture, 
Kentucky,”  the  “Quadroon,”  owmed  bv  IMr.  Samuel 
D.  W  arren,  of  Boston,  the  “  Ilomany  Girl,”  owmed 
by  Air.  J.  T.  Williams,  of  New'  York,  and  oil  sketch 
for  it,  now  in  the  possession  of  Mr.  Thomas  B.  Clarke, 
New'  \ork,  from  which  the  engraving  on  the  last 
page  was  made.  There  w-as  also  a  negro  nurse 
with  child,  painted  in  1861. 

Taking  into  account  the  dates  to  which  they 
are  assigned,  w-e  may  gather  from  these  paintings 
that  w'ant  of  a])])reciation  arrested  Fuller  in  a 
gradual  but  certain  course  toward  a  democratic- 
line  of  effort,  from  wdiich  the  dramatic  element 
would  not  have  been  absent.  But  notwithstand¬ 
ing  the  delay,  his  force  at  the  close  of  his  life  w'as 
most  remarkable.  Ilis  last  work,  the  “Girl  wdth 
Calf,”  was  technically,  that  is  to  say  in  respect  of 
colour  and  grace,  perhajis  his  best.  The  “  Arethusa,” 
a  slender  undraped  girl  leaning  forward  to  dip  her 
liugers  in  the  stream  of  that  name,  was  a  delightful 
maiden  of  Arcadia,  goldeu-lleshcd  like  the  jieople  of 
Bonifacio,  and  wrought  with  the  highest  of  Fuller’s 
art,  so  that  even  the  realist  was  forced  to  applaud. 
“  Mhnnifred  Dysart  ”  and  other  figures  in  which  he 
tried  to  embody  a  jioetic  image  of  New  England  maid¬ 
enhood  w'ere  triumphs  of  charm,  but  not  particnlarly 
characteristic  of  the  w-oinen  of  New  England.  The 
type  w-as  more  Scotch  or  Irish,  and  oddly  enough 
he  pitched,  w'ith  Dysart,  on  an  Irish-Normau  name. 
Landscapes  by  Fuller  make  one  think  of  Corot  and 
Daubigny,  his  figures  of  Rembraudt,  Correggio,  and 
the  modern  IMettling. 

Sometimes  M’illiaan  jMorris  Hunt  of  Boston 
painted  after  a  fashion  not  remote  from  that  of 
Fuller,  Init,  like  man}'  of  the  styles  assumed  by 
that  able  artist,  it  w-as  soon  given  np  for  something 
else.  George  Fuller,  however,  needed  no  pro]i 
from  w’orkmen  in  his  own  profession;  he  had  an 
individual  something  in  his  work  w'hich  set  it  apart 
from  that  of  any  other.  "While  there  are  colourists 
in  America  who  equal  him  in  delicacy  and  surpass 
him  in  richness  and  variety  of  tones,  he  has  left  a 
])lace  wdiich  is  not,  and  perluq)s  never  w  ill  be,  filled. 
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PAINTEK8’  WEATHER. 

By  W.  \V.  FENN. 


FRITH  has  told  us  in  Ids  en¬ 
tertaining  autobiogra])hy,  tliat 
lie  did  not  pursue  the  study 
either  of  anatomy  or  of  per¬ 
spective  very  far  at  the  outset 
of  his  artistic  career^  inasmuch 
as^  considering  the  branch  of 
art  he  was  taking  up,  he  felt 
that  his  time  could  be  better  spent.  Doubtless  he 
is  right,  for  although  a  figure-painter  of  any  sort 
cannot  dispense  with  a  perfect  knowledge  of  the 
human  form  down  to  its  most  delicate  developments, 
it  is  not  incumbent  on  him  to  qualify  himself  as  de¬ 
monstrator  of  anatomy  or  perspective  at  the  schools. 
Only  when  he  is  about  to  devote  himself  to  classical 
subjects  and  those  cognate  to  them,  in  which  the 
human  form  divine,  or  a  portion  of  it  at  any  rate,  is 
sure  to  stand  conspicuous  in  all  the  majesty  of  beauty 
unadorned,  is  it  indispensable  that  the  artist  should 
be  technically  versed  in  the  recondite  mysteries  of  the 
skeleton,  and  the  extension  and  contraction,  the  in¬ 
sertion  and  the  development,  of  its  muscular  covering. 
For  anything  short  of  this  exalted  sphere  of  art  a 
more  superficial  familiarity  with  the  true  shapes  of 
men  and  women  is  generally  held  to  be  enough. 

Very  much  the  same,  ])erhaps,  may  be  said  of 
perspective.  Unless  architectural  designs  and  de¬ 
signing  are  to  become  the  leading  characteristics  of 
an  artistes  work,  the  time  spent  on  a  pui’suit  of  the 
study  beyond  what  is  speedily  acquired,  could  generally 
be  better  spent.  What  might  be  called  an  advanced 
rule  of  thumb  ”  knowledge  of  perspective  should 
generally  prove  adequate  for  the  ordinary  run  of 
painters,  for  their  function  is  rather  to  represent 
things  a^  they  seem  than  as  they  literally  are. 

On  this  ground,  therefore,  it  could  be  urged  that 
the  landscape-painter  is  not  called  on  to  make  himself 
a  learned  meteorologist,  for  it  might  be  said  that  in 
this  respect  meteorology  stands  to  him  much  in  the 
same  relation  as  anatomy  does  to  the  painter  of  the 
draped  figure — neither  science  in  all  its  exactitude 
being  required  in  one  or  the  other.  The  science  of 
weather — if,  indeed,  the  atmospheric  vagaries  of  its 
clerk  have  been  reduced  to  a  condition  justifying 
such  a  term — need  give  him  but  little  coucern.  True, 
he  has  to  keep  almost  as  sharp  a  look-out  on  the  sky 
as  the  farmer’,  the  shepherd,  or  the  sailor,  but  it  is  not 
so  much  with  the  purpose  of  forecast  as  with  a  view 
to  the  adaptation  of  the  existing  state  of  the  atmo¬ 
sphere  to  the  demands  of  his  subjects.  The  character 


of  their  treatment  mainly  depends  on  the  aspect  of 
the  heavens,  for  to  them  he  has  to  look  for  a  sujiply 
of  those  effects  by  the  aid  of  which  he  is  to  express 
the  sentiment  of  the  scene,  no  less  than  to  put  it  as  a 
whole  to  the  greatest  advantage  before  the  spectator. 

The  immediate  look  of  the  weather,  therefore,  is 
to  him  of  the  utmost  importance.  Unless  he  seizes 
those,  for  the  most  part,  fleeting  moments,  which 
accord  best  with  his  feelings  of  what  should  be,  he 
fails  to  do  justice  to  himself  or  his  picture,  and  the 
catching  of  those  moments  is  not  the  least  of  the 
endless  difficulties  with  which  he  has  to  contend  in 
the  exercise  of  his  craft  in  the  field.  Do  the  utmost 
he  can,  work  he  never  so  swiftly,  let  liim  manipulate 
never  so  dexterously,  he  will  have  to  draw  largely  on 
the  remembrance  of  what  he  has  seen  for  the  full 
completion  of  his  efforts.  Grant  that  he  can,  under 
the  most  favourable  circumstances,  refresh  his  memory 
repeatedly  by  accurate  observation  and  patient  wait¬ 
ing  for  the  renewal  of  the  right  effects,  he  will  still 
only  fully  gain  his  object  through  the  aid  of  what 
he  recollects,  and  there  never  yet  existed  a  landscape- 
painter  of  any  great  eminence  who  had  a  deficient 
memory.  The  memoranda,  the  hints,  notes,  and 
rapid  jottings,  which  he  makes  from  time  to  time, 
are,  as  it  were,  but  the  shorthand  of  his  art,  which 
has  to  be  written  out  in  full  by  his  own  interpreta¬ 
tion  of  it ;  to  a  strange  eye  the  characters  present 
little  more  than  unintelligible  hieroglyphics — cryp¬ 
tograms  which  not  all  the  abstruse  calculation  of  a 
Baconian  “  Cocker”  would  render  coherently  readable. 
They  serve  only  as  reminders  more  or  less  vivid  of 
what  their  constructor  has  seen. 

It  is  curious  to  observe  what  mistaken  ideas  pre¬ 
vail  in  the  mind  of  the  general  public  as  to  the  sort 
of  weather  most  suitable  for  painting  out-of-doors; 
indeed,  amongst  the  many  errors  into  which  people 
fall  who  are  unacquainted  with  the  practical  side 
of  art,  there  is  not  one,  perhaps,  more  conspicuous. 
They  constantly  imagine,  for  instance,  that  no  time 
can  be  so  favourable  for  sketching:  as  hig:h  noon  on 
a  bright  midsummer  day  !  Because  it  is  pleasant 
to  be  out  in  the  country  under  such  conditions,  and 
because  the  landscape  looks  beautiful,  they  think 
that  it  must  be  quite  the  best  for  purposes  pictorial, 
just  as  in  a  similar  way  these  persons  will  mount 
a  heaven-kissing  hill,  whence  a  magnificent  prospect 
is  to  be  seen,  and  say  to  their  artist-friend,  “  There, 
why  doiFt  you  sit  down  and  sketch  this?” 

The  aspect  of  green  trees  and  blue  sky  in  tbeir 
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natural  relations  under  the  elear  sunlight,  with 
the  fresh  soft  breeze  tempering'  the  heat,  elearing’ 
away  all  semblance  of  vapour  or  cloud,  and  leaving- 
only  that  (.jiuvering'  in  the  atmosphere  over  the 
distance  peculiar  to  line  weather  in  England,  is  so 
delightful,  that  nothing  is  more  reasonable  than  to 
suppose  it  would  make  a  ])icture.  The  exhilaration 
of  spirits  induced  by  the  brilliancy  of  the  surround¬ 
ings,  contributes  not  a  little  to  this  thought  in 
inartistic  minds.  Tlie  love  of  the  country  and 
natural  scenery  and  of  open-air  life  generally,  if 
only  for  sport  and  pastime,  inherent  in  the  Briton, 
creates  in  him  an  intuitive  admiration  for  the  land- 
scape-])ainter’s  art.  But  there  is  a  strong-  impression 
that  after  all  it  is  but  an  agreealde  sportive  sort  of 
occupation — a  pastime  in  fact  which  is  to  be  pursued 
like  any  other,  more  or  less,  in  line  w-eather.  The 
public  have  little  or  no  couce])tion  of  what  will  or 
what  will  not  be  jiractieable  for  the  painter,  or  worthy 
of  his  skill.  They  have  no  notion  of  the  thought 
and  study  necessary  to  teach  the  artist  under  wliat 
aspect  of  the  heavens  the  scene  can  be  best  regarded 
and  made  most  manageable  for  his  purpo.ses,  what 
kind  of  weather  will  yield  him  the  best  arrangement 
of  light,  shade,  colour,  and  so  on.  Thus  painters’ 
weather”  is  usually  very  different  to  that  which  is 
supposed  to  suit  him,  for  it  is  very  far  from  the 
linest  that  he  loves  the  best,  and  if  he  desire  to  treat 
his  suhject  nobly  and  sympathetically  he  will  gener¬ 
ally  be  oldiged  to  go  through  such  contention  with 
the  elements  as  would  apiial  the  ordinary  amateur 
sketcher. 

A  pitf/xariisie  has  to  brave  heat,  cold,  wind,  and 
rain,  fatigue  and  toil  unceasing-,  and  an  exposure  to 
the  open  air,  which,  if  healthful  in  the  main,  is  not 
a  little  trying  both  to  constitution  and  temper. 
A  midsummer  sun  high  in  the  heavens  under  a 
cloudless  sky  will  scarcely  bring  out  the  features 
of  aiyy  jiastoral  subject  to  advantage.  Everything 
is  so  ablaze  with  light,  so  ent  np  into  detail,  every^- 
thing  is  so  erpially  light  and  dark,  that  a  monotonous 
eipialityg  a  speckled,  spotty  effect,  can  be  the  only 
resnlt  when  translated  by  the  brush.  Putting  colour 
out  of  the  (piestion  for  the  moment,  the  interminable 
multitude  of  objects  contend  so  with  each  other,  that 
the  whole  wears  the  look  rather  of  a  needlew-ork 
sampler  than  a  picture. 

No  !  if  w^e  are  painting  out-of-doors  in  midsum¬ 
mer,  under  cloudless  skies,  w-e  cannot  manage  to 
treat  many"  subjects  successfully,  except  during  the 
early  or  late  hours  of  the  day.  The  noontide  is 
disastrous  generally  to  pictorial  effect.  "We  w'ant 
long-  shadow's  stretching  in  broad  masses  here  and 
there  across  the  scene,  merging  forms  and  objects 
into  an  harmonious  generalisation,  such  as  early 
morning,  afternoon,  or  evening  skies  afford.  Tet 


even  these  delightful  hours  of  line  weather  are  still 
oftentimes  less  good  for  the  painter  than  when  the 
skies  are  misty,  liroken,  or  dubious,  or  when  thun¬ 
derous  or  wild,  w’indy"  clouds  with  passing  showers 
sweep  aeross  the  heavens. 

For  this  reason  it  is  obvious  that  the  spring, 
autumn,  or  even  winter,  is  frequently  prcfcralde 
to  the  summer  for  setting  up  the  easel  in  the  open 
air.  The  sun  is  low-er,  and  throughont  the  day"  there¬ 
fore  there  is  better  chance  of  getting-  lengthened 
shadows  to  assist  us  in  massing  the  subject  into 
broad  effects  of  light  and  dark.  Brilliant  gleams 
stream  through  it  instead  of  merely  catching  the 
top  and  bottom  and  the  projections  of  objects,  and 
thus  conducing-  to  that  aforesaid  spotty  result.  The 
autumn  is  especially  selected  by  the  lirethren  of  the 
lirush  for  their  campaigning,  as,  ajiart  from  the  vary¬ 
ing  tints  wdiich  then  begin  to  pervade  all  Nature, 
there  is  a,  greater  tendency  about  the  heavens  to 
lend  themselves  more  willingly  and  easily  to  pictorial 
treatment.  It  is,  as  Keats  says,  the 

“  Seiison  of  mist.s  and  mellow  fruitfulness, 

Close  liosom  friend  of  the  maturing'  sun,” 

and  as  such,,  affords  a  multitude  of  opportunities, 
apart  from  all  consideration  of  colour,  for  investing  a 
canvas  w'ilh  an  inlinite  amount  of  poetry  and  subtle 
feeling;  whilst  those  moments  wdnch  precede  or 
immediately  follow  the  lirst  blasts  of  w'inter  wall 
yield  those  ([uiet  gleamy  days  combining  gently 
moving  clouds  with  the  tender  sunlight  .so  ])recious 
to  the  artistic  soul.  Hours  can  be  s})eut  in  uninter¬ 
rupted  delightful  labour — our  models,  so  to  sjieak, 
are  in  a  tractable  mood,  and  remain  steady'  in  their 
places,  and  in  but  a  slowly'-changing-  light. 

Beloved,  too,  by  the  limner,  is  the  si)riug,  w'ith  its 
smiles  and  tears,  its  rainbow  w'eather,  wdien  every¬ 
thing  bears  the  stamp  of  hope,  and  the  arched  many- 
hued  emblem  of  promise  continually'  starts  into 
astounding  beauty  amidst  the  hurly-burly  of  the 
rain-clouds  as  they  are  driven  over  meadow  and  up¬ 
land  before  the  fierce  squall.  To  the  drenching 
temporary  deluge  there  will  succeed  such  dazzling- 
rays  of  slanting  sunshine  as  well-nigh  defy  capture 
on  canvas;  then,  presaging  the  sunset,  these  are 
perhaps  in  their  turn  obscured  by  ominous  and 
gradually  piled-up  masses  of  mountainous-like  cumuli, 
portending  quieter,  if  gloomier  times. 

And  what  of  the  sunset?  w'hat  lightning-like 
speed  of  execution  will  enable  the  ])ainter  to  repro¬ 
duce  a  tithe  of  its  glory  ?  How-  can  anything  but 
rapid  notes,  assisted  by  tenacions  memory,  enable  him 
to  give  even  the  faintest  notion  of  its  splendour  1 
yet  the  feat  has  Iieen  accomplished.  Mentioning  no 
names,  making  no  reference  to  anything  but  the  fact 
that  every  conceivable  beauty  which  weather  presents 
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to  eyes  artistic  has  been  stamped  in  undying  sliades 
upon  the  picture  galleries  of  the  world,  we  can  surely 
see  that  painters’  weather”  is  far  from  what  is 
generally  understood  by  the  term  “  line.”  Some  of  the 
noblest  landscapes  ever  produced  arc  what  are  called 
“  sky  j)ietures,”  and  the  study  of  the  elements  in 
their  every  mood  and  their  effects  upon  land  and 
water  is  as  indispensable  to  the  paijsaghle  as  is  the 
study  of  the  varying  tones  of  llesh  to  him  who  con¬ 
iines  his  brush  to  the  portrayal  of  human  life. 

Thus  again  it  will  be  seen  that  in  the  pursuit  of 
this  branch  of  art  the  mere  science  of  meteorology 
will  avail  the  landscape-painter  but  little,  his  thoughts 
will  be  occupied  with  what  might  be  called  higher 
aims  ;  he  is  concerned  in  showing  how  the  clouds  and 
skies  look  not  what  they  are,  not  what  barometrical 
change  brings  this  or  that  conjunction  of  them  about, 
but  what  they  present  to  human  sight.  He  will  be 
striving  to  impress  the  mind  of  the  spectator  with  a 
sense  of  air  and  space,  and  to  lead  his  eye  to  travel 
“  over  the  hills  and  far  away  ”  from  valley  to  ridge, 
and  from  ridge  to  ridge,  until  in  the  extremest 
distance  the  imagination  penetrates  the  void,  and 
passes  into  the  interminable  mysterious  region  of 
cloud-land.  If  he  thinks  of  anything  besides  the 
execution  of  his  task,  his  mind  will  be  prone  to 
dwell  rather  on  the  writings  of  a  Ruskin  than  on 
those  of  a  Tyndall  or  a  Proctor.  He  will  remember, 
for  example,  a  score  of  poetical,  beautiful  descriptions 
of  the  ethereal  canopy  above  us  to  be  found  in 
‘^Modern  Painters.” 

The  endeavour,  I  repeat,  to  express  something 
of  what  is  there  given  us  with  the  pen  through  the 
medium  of  the  brush  should  occupy  more  of  the 
artist’s  attention  than  the  seientitic  solution  of  the 
wondrous  beauty.  The  imitation  of  what  is  before 
him  will  demand  all  his  attention  without  his  troub¬ 
ling  himself  to  look  for  much  else,  and  lucky  will  he 
be  if  no  disturbing  objective  interruptions  interfere 
with  his  labours.  Reference  has  been  made  to  the 
trials  of  patience  and  endurance  incidental  to  the  pur¬ 
suit  of  a  delicate  and  difficult  handicraft  out-of-doors, 
and  it  must  never  be  forgotten  that  not  a  few  of  these 
arise,  as  hinted,  from  the  weather  alone.  First  it  may 
be  a  glaring  sun  which  will  impinge  exactly  on  the 
easel  despite  all  efforts  to  defeat  it  by  the  white 
umbrella  or  tent,  or  it  will  be  a  drizzling  rain,  if  not 
a  continuous  downpour,  which  sets  in  just  as  the 
work  is  going  successfully,  and  when  another  hour 
or  two  would  carry  it  to  a  triumphant  conclusion, 
and  it  has,  very  likely,  in  conset|uenee,  to  be  aban¬ 
doned  for  the  rest  of  the  day,  plunging  us  into  weary, 
fretful,  heart-breaking  idleness.  Or,  again  —  that 
enemy  to  steadiness  of  hand  and  apparatus — a  gusty 
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(itful  wind  s]>rings  u|),  setting  the  canvas  (piivering 
or  bulging  again  and  again  at  the  very  moment 
when  the  most  delicate  touches  are  re([uired.  Then 
it  shifts  or  drops,  and  we  could  go  on  in  perfect  com¬ 
fort,  but  that  the  cpiiet  has  filled  the  air  with  those 
irrepressible  pests,  the  midges,  stinging  and  biting  us 
at  every  exposed  point,  until  the  irritation  drives  ns 
to  despair  and  wc  are  obliged  to  give  up  altogether. 
Not  to  dwell  on  a  host  of  similar  and  unavoidable 
per|)lexities,  solely  attributable  to  the  elements,  which 
could  be  enumerated,  it  will  be  evident  how  depen¬ 
dent  the  painter  is  on  weather,  and  there  are  few 
people  more  entitled  to  rail  against  it.  One  might 
forgive  him  if,  apart  from  his  art,  he  never  talked  of 
anything  else  ;  and  when  Britons  indulge,  as  they 
are  said  to  do,  unduly  in  this  favourite  topic  of  con¬ 
versation,  it  might  be  imagined  that  they  were  all 
landscape-painters  ! 

Whatever  may  be  said  about  the  technical  diffi¬ 
culties  incidental  to  the  study  of  art,  it  can  scarcely 
be  disputed  that  in  the  pursuance  of  the  study  the 
figure-painter  has  comparatively  seldom  to  contend 
with  the  hostility  of  the  elements.  He,  as  a  rule, 
carries  on  his  work  under  a  substantial  shelter — - 
usually  a  warm  and  comfortable  one— and  beyond 
the  intermittent  fogs  and  darkness  of  our  Northern 
winters,  he  is  almost  independent  of  the  weather. 
His  models  disappoint  him  for  an  hour,  or  a  day, 
or  he  has  difficulties  in  finding  the  one,  the  only  one, 
that  will  entirely  fulfil  his  ideal ;  but  having  once 
secured  his  phoenix  he  can  carry  on  gaily  throughout 
the  livelong  day.  The  light  of  the  studio  varies 
inappreciably  —  the  form,  the  draperies,  remain 
steadfast,  unmovable,  undisturbed  by  gusty  winds, 
changing  sunlight,  or  unexpected  rain.  Whereas, 
the  unhappy  wight  in  the  field  cannot,  as  I  have 
shown,  copy  what  he  sees  before  him  for  ten  con¬ 
secutive  minutes  without  some  alteration  taking 
place  in  it,  either  through  the  shifting  light,  the 
fitful  breeze,  or  a  score  of  other  climatic  influences. 
Skies,  clouds,  indeed,  all  appertaining  to  the  heavens 
— and  without  some  peep  of  them  we  can  scarcely 
have  a  landscape  —  are  especially  on  the  move,  not 
by  the  minute  but  by  the  moment,  save  in  excep¬ 
tional  cases.  Their  very  mobility  is  the  essence 
of  their  existence  and  of  the  often  transcendently 
beautiful  effects  they  produce. 

Hence,  whether  it  bo  more  difficult  to  paint 
figures  or  landscape,  there  can  scarcely  be  a  doubt 
as  to  which  is  surrounded  by  the  greater  obstructions 
to  study — ^obstructions,  be  it  understood,  entirely 
beside  the  art  itself ;  and  therefore  it  is  that  the 
painter  of  open-air  subjects  must  have  such  an 
absorbing  and  ceaseless  regard  for  “  the  weather.” 
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ST^FFICIENT  evillenoe  of  enterprise  is  certainly 
given  by  the  INIaison  Uuantin  by  the  issue  of 
their  “  Contes  Juifs’'’*at  a  time  when  editions  de 
luxe  and  art-books  generally 
are  suffering  a  certain  measure 
of  neglect  at  the  hands  of  a 
surfeited  public*.  In  the  pre¬ 
sent  instance,  however,  it  can¬ 
not  be  doubted  but  that  their 
action  will  be  justilied  by 
events,  for  never  before  has 
the  family  and  social  life  of 
the  Jewish  race  been  recorded 
in  so  sumptuous  and  so 
thorough  a  manner.  It  was 
time,  too,  that  a  capable  writer 
such  as  INI.  jMasoch  shouhl 
take  in  hand  and  present  in 
a  permanent  form  a  record 
of  the  inner  life  of  a  people 
which,  under  the  inlluence  of 
their  environment  in  the  coun¬ 
tries  wherein  they  are  settled, 
is  rapidly  becoming  modilied, 
and  in  many  instances  totally 
changed.  N'ot  that  the  dis¬ 
tinctive  ciualities  which  charac¬ 
terise  the  Jews  are  ever  likely 
totally  to  disappear,  for  the 
association  of  their  religion  is 
too  closely  connected  with  their 
everyday  life  ever  to  permit  it 
to  become  colourless  or  even 
deficient  in  picturesqueness. 

And  it  is  none  the  less  apparent 
that  from  the  force  of  more 
modern  forms  of  thou  ght,  in 
addition  to  the  less  sympathetic 
attitude  of  a  proportion  of  the 
members  of  their  own  body, 

many  of  the  old-world  customs  and  ceremonies  of  the 
Jews  are  slowly  but  suiely  losing  their  former  hold 
and  pristine  significance.  To  “Gentiles^'’  Sacher 
IMasoclFs  labours  will  possess  all  the  charm  of 
novelty;  and  in  truth  it  must  be  confessed  that  when 
the  fact  is  considered  that  in  London  alone  the  Jewish 
community  is  estimated  at  between  sixty  and  eighty 

■*  “  Contes  Juifs.”  By  iSacher  Masoch.  Illustrated  with  one 
hundred  and  twenty-eight  heliogravures  and  woodeuts.  (Maison 
(duantin,  Baris.  1SS8.) 


A  IIUNGAEIAN  JEW. 
(From  the  Drairiiig  bii  E.  hoevy.) 


thousand  souls,  the  ignorance  and  misconception 
which  is  generally  prevalent  respecting  them  is  re¬ 
markable.  To  many  the  high  standard  of  morals 
and  conduct  of  life  to  be  found 
in  Jewish  households  is  a  mat¬ 
ter  of  absolute  incredulity. 
Owing  to  a  lack  of  acquaint¬ 
ance  with  the  Jews  and  their 
life,  most  people  are  content  to 
fui'in  their  opinion  of  them 
from  the  reports  of  the  police- 
courts,  or  the  prominence  of 
some  of  the  less  worthy  of  their 
co-religionists.  jSTot  that  I 
would  wish  to  convey  the  idea 
that  it  is  amongst  the  better 
blessed  with  the  world’s  goods 
of  the  Jews  alone  that  all  that 
is  estimable  in  that  people  is 
to  be  found.  Eather  the  con¬ 
trary  is  the  lact,  for  although 
the  term  “  as  rich  as  a  Jew  ” 
has  become  i)roverbial,  there 
exists  amongst  them  a  larger 
])roportion  of  poor  than  is  to 
be  found  in  the  general  popu¬ 
lation  ;  and  it  is  precisely 
amongst  the  poorer  classes 
that  all  that  is  best  in  Juda¬ 
ism  is  generally  to  be  found. 
INI.  Sacher  Masoch  has  well 
a])preciated  this  in  the  work 
now  under  review,  for  it  is 
chielly  from  the  life  of  the 
working-class  amongst  the 
Jews  that  his  stories  are  drawn. 
The  bond  of  mutual  sympathy 
and  cohesion  amongst  Jews  is, 
however,  as  strong  as  ever  it 
was,  and  these  Jewish  tales 
will  go  straight  to  the  Jewish  heart,  indeed,  to  the 
heart  of  all  who  can  appreciate  a  tender  and  affec¬ 
tionate  recital  of  the  home-life  and  peculiarities  of 
a  good-hearted  if  but  little-known  people.  What 
if  a  suspicion  of  superstition  pervades  them,  as  in 
‘^Bessore  Towe,”  where  llerz  Machell,the  “schlemiel” 
for  “muff”),  has  recourse  to  three  separate  pages 
of  the  Talmud  opened  at  hazard  to  reveal  to  him 
the  lucky  number  in  the  lottery?  Surely  it  is 
no  more  harmful  than  an  objection  to  being  one  of 
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tliirtoen  at  table^  or  more  pernieious  tluui  a  stockinsj 
dedicated  to  Santa  Claus.  Our  sympathies,  too,  are 
aroused  when,  the  great  prize  being  won,  tlie  hrst 
thought  of  tlie  hard  working  tailor  is  as  to  how  he 
shall  bestow  his  tithe,^^  as  ordained  in  the  Holy 
Book  he  loves  so  well,  and  we  applaud  his  decision  to 
help  one  of  his  fellow-toilers.  Although  these  tales 
are  written  in  French,  their  spirit  is  the  spirit  of 
Poland,  Alsace,  and  Prussia,  those  still  living  centres 
of  the  old  Jewish  life  and  character. 

Surprise  has  often  been  expressed  at  the  neglect 
with  which  folk-lorists  have  treated  those  still  existing 
though  fast-disappearing  traces  of  the  mediaeval  life 
apparent  in  the 
everyday  customs 
and  superstitions  of 
the  Jews  of  Eastern 
Europe.  The  Kab¬ 
balah,  and  talis- 
m  a  n  s,  a  n  d  e  x  o  r- 
cisms  are  not 
Jewish,  but  medi¬ 
aeval.  They  are 
found  but  late  in 
Jewish  lore,  and 
then  but  to  be  con¬ 
demned.  In  order 
to  emphasise  how 
early,  and  to  what 
extent,  other- \vorld 
considerations  en¬ 
ter  into  the  life  of 
the  foreign  Jew, 

I  may  cite  from 
this  book  a  story  of 
a  little  boy  who, 
when  studying 
Hebrew,  is  told  by  his  teacher  that  when  he  has  mas¬ 
tered  the  A  B  C  an  angel  will  dro])  him  a  copper  from 
the  sky.  This  the  child  understands ;  but  from  that 
moment,  instead  of  studying  his  book,  is  ever  after¬ 
wards  to  be  found  with  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  ceiling, 
anxiously  awaiting  the  coin  which  is  to  fall.  As  is 
to  be  expected  in  any  collection  of  Jewish  tales  treat¬ 
ing  of  the  narrower  life  of  the  less  educated  Jew,  the 
malign  Lilith,  the  precursor  and  forerunner  of  all 
the  witches  who  preside  over  the  infernal  department 
of  the  rites  attending  the  birth  of  nursery-tale  heroes 
and  heroines,  soon  makes  her  appearance.  We  do 
not  get  beyond  the  first  page  before  encountering 
her  and  a  description  of  the  various  charms  resorted 
to  in  order  to  counteract  her  influence,  and  that  of 
her  following  of  four  hundred  and  eighty  evil  spirits. 
Although  there  are  many  superstitions  described,  one 
of  which  is  not  generally  known — namely,  the  disin¬ 
clination  to  ride  during  Omcr,  the  period  intervening 


between  Passover  and  Pentecost,  ])crhaps  coincident 
with  the  Ides  of  March — the  reflection  that  these 
fancies  are  but  harmless  foibles,  ca|)able  of  no  very 
great  harm,  is  irresistibly  carried  with  their  perusal. 
Their  existence  lends  an  old-world  flavour  to  the 
tales  which  is  at  least  uncommon  in  these  days. 

Sincerity  and  truth,  mingled  with  a  sympathetic 
respect  for  the  earnestness  of  the  people  whose  every¬ 
day  life  he  depicts,  characterise  Sacher  Masoch^’s 
stories.  “  Schimmel  Knofeles,^^  a  tale  of  Galicia, 
opens  with  a  description  of  the  family  life  of  a 
Jewish  old-clothes  man,  so  full  of  innate  truthfulness 
that  I  cannot  resist  giving  a  translation  of  one  es¬ 
pecially  fine  pas¬ 
sage  for  the  benefit 
of  our  readers : — 
‘‘The  scraggy, 
little,  bilious-look¬ 
ing  Jew',  with  a 
nose  bent  as 
though  before  a 
hurricane,  whose 
arched  back  ap¬ 
peared  destined  by 
nature  to  carry 
burdens,  trudged 
with  his  heavy 
pack  throughout 
the  week,  through 
snow  and  rain  and 
the  noontide  heat, 
from  town  to  town, 
from  one  country- 
house  to  another. 
Although  he 
worked  so  hard,  he 
was  actuated  not 
solely  by  the  necessity  of  earning  his  daily  bread,  but 
rather  by  the  desire  to  educate  his  sou,  and  to  enable 
his  daughters  to  learn  the  piano,  or  to  surround  his  be¬ 
loved  Zobadia  with  all  the  comfort  possible,  nay  even 
with  a  certain  luxury.  When,  on  returning  home  on 
Friday  evening,  he  found  himself  seated  at  his  own 
table,  then  it  was  that  he  felt  himself  repaid  for  all 
his  trouble  and  privations.  .  .  After  Schimmel 

had  washed  himself  and  changed  his  week-day  clothes, 
all  gathered  round  the  talde,  above  which  hung  the 
Sabbath  lamp,  and  Schimmel  commenced  the  Friday 
evening  prayer.  His  voice,  at  first  thick  and  indis¬ 
tinct,  as  though  the  dust  he  had  swallowed  all  the 
week  on  the  high-roads  were  still  in  his  throat,  soon 
became,  as  he  prayed,  sonorous  and  clear.  This  bent 
man,  with  arms  raised,  invoking  the  God  of  Abraham, 
Isaac,  and  Jacob,  appeared  to  expand  little  by  little. 
His  tanned  figure  seemed  transformed,  and  the  despised 
hawker  became  a  preacher,  a  prince — nay,  a  patriarch. 
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The  prayer  finished,  he  broke  tlio  bread,  and  wlien  Zo- 
badia  bad  brongdit  tlie  stewed  carp  with  raisin  sanee,  all 
satdownand  the  meal  commenced;  and  when  Scbimmel 
looked  around, 
as  proud  as  a 
king,  be  saw  the 
Sabbath  lamj) 
shining’  upon 
happy  and  con¬ 
tented  faces/’’ 

To  those  ac¬ 
quainted  with 
the  love  of  home 
which  is  a  pro¬ 
minent  trait  in 
the  Jewish  char¬ 
acter,  this  pic¬ 
ture  will  be  re¬ 
cognised  as  a 
faithful  present- 
m  e  n  t  of  t  h  e 
scene  enacted  on 
a  Friday  even¬ 
ing  in  the  vast 
majority  of  Jew¬ 
ish  households, 
a  presentment 
possible  only  to 
one  intimately 
acquainted  with 
the  suliject. 

Amongst  other 
phases  of  Jewish 

life  treated  of  in  this  fascinating  book  are  stories 
dealing  with  the  Possenreiser  or  beadle  of  tbe  Syna¬ 
gogue  (the  recognised  buffoon  at 
all  family  festivities  on  the  Con¬ 
tinent),  the  religious  fanaticism 
of  a  mind  overstrained  by  study, 
and  many  others  equally  typical. 

A  capital  story,  full  of  rollick¬ 
ing  humour,  narrates  the  course 
of  the  true  love  of  a  cook  and 
her  admirer  in  a  neighbouring 
town,  both  of  whom  are  unable 
to  read  or  write.  In  these 
circumstances  they  each  have 
reconrse  to  a  professional  letter- 
writer,  an  official  to  be  found 
even  now  in  the  East  End  of 


A  PUEIM  GIFT 


(From  the  Drawivg  by  E.  Locry.) 


London,  although  his  services 
are  now  chielly  requisitioned  for 
epistles  rather  of  an  eleemosynary 

than  an  amatory  character.  It  is  in  describing  the 
efforts  of  the  two  scribes  to  outdo  each  other,  through 
professional  jealousy,  in  the  warmth  of  their  expres¬ 
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sions,  and  the  classicism  of  their  allusions,  that 
Sacher  IMasoch  strikes  a  true  vein  of  low  comedy. 
All  this  is  essentially  Jewish,  is  capitally  told,  and 

appropriately  il¬ 
lustrated.  Each 
of  the  festivals 
has  its  appropri¬ 
ate  story,  many 
describing  festi¬ 
vities  which  are 
almost  extinct 
amongst  the 
Jews  in  this 
country,  or  else 
merely  linger 
as  survivals. 
Among  these 
latteris'^  Schon- 
san  Purim,’^ 


when  it  is  cus¬ 
tomary  to  make 
gifts,  a  practice 
similar  to  that 
obtaining  at 
Christmas.  The 
type  of  Jew  is 
represented  with 
all  its  many  - 
sided  character-- 
istics — from  the 
Rabbi  who  with 
his  dying  breath 
blesses  the  God 

who  has  created  death,  to  the  heads  of  two  families 
who  have  quarrelled,  but  reconcile  their  differences  on 
the  Day  of  Atonement,  forgiving 
as  they  hope  to  be  forgiven. 

This  book  will  doubtless  arouse 
considerableinterestin  the  Jewish 
community,  for  it  not  only 
treats  of  Jewish  life,  but  is 
written  by  a  Jew,  and  illus¬ 
trated  by  Jewish  artists.  Under 
these  circumstances,  as  favour¬ 
able  as  they  are  novel,  it  is  not 
surprising  that  the  subject  has 
been  treated  as  it  has  never 
been  before,  ^^  hether  from  the 
standpoint  of  knowledge  of  the 
subject  or  its  illustration,  there 
is  nothing  but  praise  to  be  ac¬ 
corded.  It  is  curious,  however, 
that  this  book,  which,  as  I  have 
said,  is  written  by  a  Jew,  and  illustrated  by  Jews, 
should  contain  a  mistake  in  Hebrew  upon  the  very 
first  page  :  should  be  spelled 
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GLIMPSES  OF  AETIST-LIEE.— VIE 

THE  KERNOOZER’S  CLUB. 

By  M.  H.  SPIELMANN. 


OF  all  the  clubs  and  societies  devoted  to  special 
interests  and  special  objects  in  England,  there  is 
none  so  absolutely  unique,  as  there  are  few  more  in¬ 
teresting — at  least  to  the  lover  of  antiquarian  research 
and  artistic  knowledge — as  the  select  little  body 
known  as  ‘'The  Kernoozer’s  Club.'’-’  Archaeological 
by  birth,  social  by  disposition,  essentially  truthful 
and  honest  in  its  aim,  and  jovial  by  practice,  it  has 
grown  and  developed  by  the  jolly  good-fellowship 
and  the  sound  scholarship  of  its  members.  Even 
its  christening  was  effected  under  a  merry  star.  The 
name  is  a  puzzle  to  many,  and  a  delight,  more  or 
less,  to  its  members,  so  that  it  may  be  well,  before 
ju’oceeding  further,  to  set  on  record  for  the  first  time 
the  source  of  the  strange  appellation. 

There  lives  in  London  a  man  well  known  and 
respected  in  artistic  circles,  who  is  now  in  easy  cir¬ 
cumstances,  but  who,  in  his  youth,  gained  his  liveli¬ 
hood  by  posing  as  model  to  the  first  painters  of  the 
day ;  indeed,  his  face,  though  hardly  his  figure,  may 
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still  be  recognised  in  many  a  famous  canvas,  such  as 
Mr.  FritlFs  “Derby  Day.^'’  His  knowledge  of  art 
and  artists  is  extensive  and  jjeculiar,  but  perhaqis  his 
chief  merit  lies  in  his  having  procured  for  his  son  a 
splendid  artistic  and  general  education,  although  he 
himself  remains  to  a  great  extent  illiterate.  One 
day  he  strolled  into  Christie’s  prior  to  an  important 
sale  of  armour,  when  one  of  the  auctioneers,  who  was 
advising  a  would-be  bidder,  espied  him  and  called 
him  to  his  side,  anticipating  a  sound  opinion  from  so 
shrewd  and  artistically  well-informed  a  man.  “  Here, 
my  friend,”  he  said ;  “  say  frankly — what  do  ycju 
think  of  this  suit?”  “Well,”  responded  the  other, 
with  his  usual  candour;  “’taint  no  use  asking 
me  anythink  about  armour  and  sech-like.  As  the 
Frenchman  says,  I’m  no  Icenioozer.”  His  hearers’ 
liq)s  broadened  into  something  resembling  a  smile 
at  this  novel  pronunciation  of  the  word  “  con¬ 
noisseur,”  and  when  at  the  qn’eliininary  meeting  of 
the  new  club  the  members  were  casting  about  for  a 
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name,  Mr.  Robert  IIi!linn,'t'i)r(.l,  the  lirst  Vico-Preeidont, 
repeated  the  incident  of  which  ho  had  hiinselt'  been  a 
witness,  and  the  title  was  adopted  l)y  acclamation. 
A  new  word  has  thus  been  transported  into  the 
lang’iiage,  for  it  has  been  accepted  by  a  considerable 
number  of  distinguished  men  inside  the  club  and  out  of 
it;  and  “  kernooze,’M)oth  as  a  verb  and  a  substantive 
— signifying  a  pleasant  conrabulatiou  on  technical 
matters,  leavened  with  cold  meats  and  strong  and 
effervescent  drinks — is  as  familiar  in  the  neighbour¬ 
hood  of  Kensington  and  Fitzroy  S([uare  as  it  is  in  the 
purlieus  of  Hampstead  and  ilaverstoek  Hill. 

The  objects  of  the  club  are  set  down  all  too  briefly 
and  stifHy  in  its  rules.  The  Kernoozer’s  Clul),  they 
say  in  effect,  is  formed  for  the  purpose  of  promoting 
friendly  intercourse  between  gentlemen  who  study  or 
collect  ancient  arms  and  armour,  and  will  be  com¬ 
posed  only  of  those  who  either  possess  collections  of 
such  objects,  or  have  written  some  published  work 
upon  the  subject.  No  jirofessional  dealer  is  eligible 
as  a  member,  nor  can  he  be  a  guest  of  the  club;  while, 
on  the  other  hand,  distinguished  collectors  resident 
in  the  country,  and  out  of  it,  may  be  elected  in  a 
limited  number  as  corresponding  members.  Another 
regulation  religiously  adhered  to  is  of  the  practical 
sort  ;  it  is  to  the  effect  that  the  cutertaiument  pro¬ 
vided  by  the  member  receiving  the  club — the  meet¬ 
ings  taking  place  molithly  in  each  meml)cr’s  house  in 
rotation — shall  be  of  the  simplest  kind  :  roast  beef, 
cheese,  beer,  claret,  pi])es,  tobacco,  and  whisky,  and 
nothing  more  ; — truly  Spartan  fare  for  the  warlike 
convivialists.  But  such  simph'  stat(‘inent  of  its  ends 
and  means  gives  little  idea  of  the  dignity  and  cha¬ 
racter  of  the  little  society,  among  whom  membership 
is  a  tie  most  religiously  observed,  a  free-masonry, 
with  whiidi  even  that  of  the  Savage  Club  can  hardly 
vie;  while  the  strict  limitation  of  numbers  in  point 
of  membership  imparts  an  exclusiveness — a  sort  of 
esoteric  fpiality — enjoyed  by  few  other  bodies.  I 
therefore  propose  tia  give,  in  a  more  extended  form, 
an  unollicial  and  unrestrained  version  of  the  objects  of 
the  club  and  the  story  of  its  establishment,  and  then, 
attending  one  or  two  of  its  meetings,  we  may  gain 
a  better  idea  of  its  sco[)e  and  character,  and  make  our 
reverence  to  its  high  aim  and  worthy  achievement. 

The  natural  bond  of  sympathy  was  necessarily 
the  intelligent  study — a  shrewd  and  well-directed  and 
knowing'  spirit  (a  combination  nowadays  called  “  ker- 
noozing^^) — on  the  ))art  of  certain  persons  in  respect 
to  arms  and  armour,  which,  s(j  far  as  artists  were 
concerned,  and  in  some  degree,  too,  aidhpiarians,  w'as 
reaching  a  desperately  low  ebb  in  England  and  else¬ 
where.  History-painters  cared  little  for  historic  truth 
— which  was  all  well  enough  when  it  was  frankly 
ignored  and  the  most  glaring  anachronisms  w^ere 
imported  into  pictures  with  touching  indifference. 


But  by  the  time  the  present  century  had  reached  its 
meridian,  “  realism  and  truth  ”  was  the  cry;  yet  the 
very  men  who  raised  it  paid  no  more  attention  to 
correctness  in  costume  and  armour  than  if  they  had 
evolved  the  whole  idea  of  them  out  of  their  own  inner 
consciousness.  iMr.  Holman  Hunt,  who  travelled  to 
Knole  Park  to  paint  the  background  of  his  “  Two 
Gentlemen  of  Verona, and  so  impart  local  truth,  has 
told  me  that  he  made  and  embroidered  some  of  the 
dresses  with  his  own  hands,  and  even  constructed 
Julia’s  hat  himself.  Of  course  the  realism  and  truth 
//e  sought  for  was  the  accurate  exj)ression  of  human 
passion.  Again,  Sir  Flverett  Millais  bought  the  sham 
lace  for  IMadeleiuo’s corset  in  his  “  Five  of  St.  Agnes” 
from  a  little  shop  around  the  corner;  while  Air. 
F’ord  Aladox  Brown — -the  friend  of  the  Pre-Raphaelite 
school,  who  worked  all  along  on  parallel  lines — pre¬ 
ferred  to  concoct  his  rullles  and  costumes  chiefly  out  of 
tissue  paper.  To  this  day,  I  believe.  Sir  Everett  leaves 
to  a  well-known  firm  of  costumiers  the  whole  task  of 
providing  the  dresses  of  his  costume-pictures.  But 
this  sort  of  thing  could  not  last  when  truth  and 
realism  were  being  carried  to  such  a  pitch  in  other 
directions,  and  Air.  Pettie  was  one  of  the  first  of  the 
newly-arisen  school  to  insist  on  correctness  of  dress 
and  accessories  as  the  necessary  corollary  of  accuracy 
ill  other  departanents. 

Now,  a.  taste  for  archicology  once  awakened  begins, 
like  many  another  taste,  to  feed  upon  itself,  and 
before  long  those  who  began  autiijuarian  researches 
from  the  jiiirely  pictorial  point  of  view,  threw  them¬ 
selves  into  the  study  for  its  own  sake.  And  why 
not?  lt[)  to  the  days  of  Cellini  the  greatest  artists 
had  been  emjiloyed  to  lavish  their  genius  on  the  em¬ 
bellishment  of  armour  and  the  designing  of  dress  and 
ornament,  and  their  works  prove  how  intimate  was 
their  knowledge  of  the  logical  development  and  the 
requirements  of  these  arts.  F’rom  Albert  Durer  and 
Raphael,  they  w^ere  all  thoroughly  conversant  with 
certain,  if  not  all,  of  the  stages,  but  as  time  passed  on 
armour  grew  less  and  less  an  integral  portion  of  a 
gentleman’s,,  harness  and  a  gentleman’s  very  being, 
as  it  had  been,  until  the  representation  of  it  became 
not  merely  ignorant,  but  ilagrantly  contemned  ;  and, 
at  last,  a  man  who  would  hunt  for  months  for  a 
special  type  of  model  for  his  Ananias,  his  King  Alfred, 
his  Hamlet,  or  his  Holy  F’ather,  w'ould  leave  it,  as 
we  have  seen,  to  the  nearest  pro])erty-man  to  provide 
him  with  his  amis  and  armour,  his  dresses  and  gold¬ 
smith  ry. 

But  the  artists  were  not  alone  in  seeking  to  re¬ 
open  this  interesting  fountain  of  knowledge.  The 
most  eminent  antiquarians  and  richest  collectors  in 
the  country  were  entirely  at  one  with  them  in  their 
endeavours;  liut  working,  so  to  speak,  out  of  sight  of 
the  public,  and  therefore  out  of  its  mind,  they  waited 
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for  the  more  popular  frateriiily  of  the  brush  to  make 
tlie  first  advance.  And  so  it  came  about  that  one 
night  in  the  winter  of  1880,  during  a  meeting  of 
choice  spirits,  saturated  in  armorial  lore,  in  the  studio 
of  Mr.  Seymour  Lucas,  that  the  young  Associate 
suo'a'ested  the  idea  of  a  club  to  tlie  Baron  de  Cossoii 
■ — owner  of  unquestionably  the  choicest  private  collec¬ 
tion  in  England,  and  perhaps  in  the  world — and  the 
propo.sal  was  warmly  taken  up  and  carried  out  then 
and  there.  The  Baron  was  forthwith  elected  Presi¬ 
dent,  Mr.  Idillingford  and  Mr.  Seymour  Lucas  Vice- 
Presidents,  while  Mr.  T.  B.  Hardy,  Mr.  Wentworth 
Huyshe,  Sir  James  Linton,  P.R.I.,  and  Mr.  Frederick 
Weekes  were  the  first  ordinary  members.  But 
matters  were  not  long  allowed  to  rest  thus.  Experts 
in  armour  and  fence  eagerly  submitted  themselves 
for  election,  and  from  amongst  them  representative 
men  of  acknowledged  ability  and  learning  were  ad¬ 
mitted  within  the  sacred  pale,  the  total  number  at 
no  time  exceeding  twenty. 

On  the  occasion  of  the  meeting  of  the  club  the 
ordinary  routine  business  is  always  followed  by  a 
discussion  of  high  interest.  It  then  becomes  evident 
that  the  “  objects  ”  seeiifi  to  cover  a  far  larger  field 
than  is  provided  for  in  their  rules.  Not  only  is 
the  aim  to  stimulate  and  store  up  a  knowledge  of 
armour  and  arms  after  their  kind,  and  periodically 
display  the  use  of  them,  but  also  to  keep  a  running 
record  of  all  authentic  ^‘'pieces  to  which  members — • 
and  there  are  no  more  persevering  ferrets  than  they 
— can  obtain  access.  No  sooner  is  a  new  piece  ^ 
acquired  by  one  of  them  than  he  takes  it  down  to  the 
very  next  ‘‘kernooze’'’ — and  woe  to  the  unhappy  wight 
on  whom  a  sham  has  been  planted  !  for  the  better 
the  sham  tlie  less  excusable  is  deemed  the  blunder. 
Indeed,  one  of  the  first  duties  of  the  club  is  the  ex¬ 
posure  of  fraudulent  pieces  wherever  they  may  be 
found,  and  it  is  surprising  to  note  how  unerring  is 
the  instinct  developed  by  study  and  practice.  In  this 
way  the  forged — or  one  should  rather  say  fraudulent 
(for  all  armour  is  forged) — pieces  in  the  Tower  and  at 
Parham  Hall — Lord  Zouche’s  seat — were  discovered. 
Some  two  or  three  of  the  most  prized  helmets  in 
the  Tower  were  likewise  thus  condemned,  the  right¬ 
ness  of  the  judgment  being  at  once  acknowledged 
and  eventually  established.  Of  every  fresh  acquisi¬ 
tion  the  owner  is  required  to  make  a  drawing  in  the 
club  scrap-book,  assuming  that  he  is  an  artist  or 
draughtsman,  or  to  supply  a  photograph  if  he  be  a 
man  of  letters  or  otherwise  a  non-limner,  so  that  the 
record  thus  obtained  is  growing  annually  in  extent 
and  importance.  Once  a  year  the  members  travel, 
a  la  British  Association,  to  some  place  of  historical 
interest— such  as  Warwick  Castle,  for  exanq^le — 
where  treasures  may  be  examined  and  criticised  ;  and 
a  number  of  the  members  are  told  off  on  sketching 
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service,  as  well  for  ilie  sake  of  club  education  as  in 
the  general  aidnpiarian  interest. 

Then,  again,  it  is  a  self-imposed  duty  on  good 
members  and  true  to  carry  their  researches  up  to 
the  altar  itself  and  see  that  archaiological,  as  well  as 
.spiritual,  truth  holds  its  reign  in  the  House  of  God. 
Mdien  armour  is  found  upon  such  sanctified  ground, 
the  loan  of  it  is  sought  that  it  may  be  examined 
and  discussed  by  the  club  in  solemn  conclave;  and 
many  a  vicar  will  bear  out  the  statement  that 
numerous  errors  have  been  corrected  and  false  as¬ 
criptions  set  right  in  the  reports  he  has  received  on 
the  treasures,  hitherto  unidentified  and  unappreciated, 
in  his  keeping.  Deans,  too,  have  been  startled,  and 
sometimes  not  a  little  mortified,  to  learn  that  pieces 
of  armour  have  for  centuries,  maybe,  been  hung  over 
the  wrong  tomb — misplaced,  doubtless,  in  the  course 
of  cleansing  or  decorating  operations  ;  so  that  the  net 
result  of  the  prying  hahits  of  the  confirmed  kernoozer 
is  usually,  at  the  very  least,  the  establishment  of  a 
sword’s  or  a  helmet’s  pedigree  and  respectability, 
and  the  insurance  of  its  proper  and  reverential 
keeping.  Another  rule  — stringently  insisted  upon 
and  loyally  subscribed  to — is  that  no  member  shall 
keep  a  kernoozing  secret  from  the  club  ;  all  the  in¬ 
formation  he  may  have  or  can  collect  he  is  bound 
to  impart  for  the  common  weal,  and  by  this  means 
not  only  is  common  good  feeling  placed  on  a  linn 
basis,  but  a  sense  of  intersecurity  and  material  ad¬ 
vancement  is  realised  and  fostered. 

Tlie  design  that  has  been  chosen  for  the  club 
device,  a  representation  of  which  heads  this  article,  is 
in  a  measure  typical  of  its  position,  its  growth,  and 
its  aspirations.  The  well-versed  reader  will  recognise 
in  it  the  rare  visored-bassinet  of  the  fourteenth  cen¬ 
tury — so  rare,  indeed,  that  but  few  are  known  even 
to  the  most  diligent  of  armour-maniacs.  One  of 
them  is  in  the  Tower  of  London,  ten  in  the  Paris 
Aluseum  of  Artillery,  one  in  the  world-famous  col¬ 
lection  of  the  Comte  de  Nieuwerkerke,  which  is  now 
owned  en  Hoc  by  Sir  Richard  M^allace.  It  consists 
of  a  helmet  of  polished  steel,  the  crown  pointed  into 
an  ovoid  shape,  all  in  one  piece ;  while  the  hinged 
visor,  which  comes  very  far  forward,  leaves  a  large 
breathing-place  for  the  wearer.  The  legend  beneatlr 
the  device  of  this  rare  piece  was  suggested  by  the 
President,  who  drew  the  whole  design.  This  new 
example  exists  only  upon  the  club  notepaper,  and  the 
legend  runs  ^‘We  Seek  for  This;”  but  with  dignity 
of  years  and  importance  has  developed  the  respect  for 
scholarship,  and  a  Latin  phrase — Nostrum  de  Armis 
Qacerere — now  supplants  the  pathetic  and  wistful 
plaint  heretofore  couched  in  vulgar  English. 

But  with  all  its  prowling  and  scenting  amongst 
the  remains  of  a  dark,  sometimes  a  doubtful,  and  too 
often  a  rusty  antiquity— vivifying  and  weaving  the 
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results  into  an  liistovical  romance  of  al)Sorl)in2;' 
interest — the  elnh  is  essenfiallv  a  convivial  ami 
conversational  institution,  l)earing’  aloft  lios])italit \' 
for  its  hanner.  are  inviteil,  yon  and  1,  to  attend 

one  or  two  of  its  montldv  meetings — in  the  pages  of 
this  Magazine — the  first  of  them  l.ieing  in  the  house 
of  a  talented  artist  up  llampstead  way,  who  shares 
the  rare  distinction  of  heing  deaf  and  dum!)  witli 
the  famous  . I  nan  Fernandes  Navarette  Xiniines,  the 


and  the  eminence  of  the  armourer  who  ha.s  stamped 
his  mark  upon  them,  hut  also  for  their  usefulness  as 
a.  ]iortion  of  the  military  painter’s  stock-in-trade, 
lint  these  are  not  the  only,  nor  even  the  prineijial, 
attractions  to-nigtit.  On  the  tables  are  ranged 
the  objects  acipiiivd  hv  mcmhers  since  tlu'  last 
kernooze — swords,  and  helmets,  and  a  great  Roman 
cireular  ! aha  or  w’ar-horn,  recently  fished  up  from  the 
'riiames  ;  and  the  (prestiou  is  immediately  raised  as 


IN  THE  BAEON  DE  COSSOn's  AEMOUEY. 
(Draini  by  Uarnj  Fnnms.  Eiigmvcd  by  R.  Taylor.) 


“  hd  IMiido  ”  of  Philip  IP’s  court,  and  wdth  Fenjamin 
Ferrers,  the  jiortrait-jiainter,  wdmm  Charles  Lanih 
so  touchingly  a[)Ostrophis('d  : 

“  til  ]( ttcrcil  piiilc  tlmu  foot’st  no  p;nt, 

(Contented  with  tlio  Silent  Art, 

'I'hyself  as  silent.  Jliglit  I  t>c 
As  speechless,  deaf,  and  gooil  as  He  !  ’’ 

lint  our  host  is  a  man  of  parts,  wtdl-rcad  withal; 
and  as  he  receives  his  guests  wdth  the  jierfect  grace 
of  a  pre/i.r  al/avalier,  he  maintains,  by  means  of  pajier 
and  ]ieneil,  a  lively  conversation  in  wdiich  hosjhtality 
and  ]dayful  banter  are  ludghtly  blended.  llis  large 
studio  is  hung  arouml  with  weapons  and  armour  of 
celebrated  periods,  collected  not  only,  one  would  say, 
for  the  sake  of  the  excellence  of  the  craftsmanship. 


tc)  whether  or  not  it  is  legitimafely  open  for  discus¬ 
sion.  In  view,  howmver,  of  the  unusual  character  of 
the  exhibit  it  is  eventually  brought  under  notice, 
jiassod  from  hand  to  hand,  and  stairdily  wound,  though 
not  without  dilliculty,  by  one  of  the  visitors  wdth  a 
gift  for  trumjietlng.  Then  wdien  all  the  exjiected 
guests  have  arrived  they  sit  around  in  an  informal 
crescent,  and  the  ^  icc-Presideiit-— on  this  occasion 
j\Ir.  Seymour  Lucas,  F.S.A.,  A.R..A. — reads  a  ])aper 
in  a  conversational  hut  an  earnest  tone,  llis  manner 
appears  what  might  lie  called  smilingly  combative, 
for  he  is  evidently  talking  with  the  wadglit  of 
conviction  upon  him,  and  his  w-ords  are  the  out¬ 
come  of  long  and  diligent  research.  Moreover,  the 
subject  of  his  little  discourse,  which  happily  meets 


. Avith  one  linnd  lients 

Cold  death  aside,  and  Avith  the  (">t]iei'  sends 

Tt  hack  .  .  ,  {Romeo  and  Jtilicfy  Act  IIT.,  Scene  1.) 
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witli  the  entire  api)rohation  of  tlie  assembly,  is  based 
upon  a  great  and  valual)le  tronrdille  of  bis  own 
— a  mighty  two-handed  sword,  some  four  to  live 
feet  in  length,  belonging  to  the  thirteenth  century, 
which  has  been  rescued  by  him  from  the  ignorant 
care  of  some  Midland  bucolic,  and  which,  from  the 
“  marks  of  its  Galas  upon  it  and  other  internal  as 
well  as  external  evidence,  would  ap])car  to  have 
been  the  Joyense  of  King  John  himself.  A 
“state  swonK'’  it  certainly  was.  Then  follows  a 
desultory  conv'ersation  upon  the  weapon;  and  the 
t[uill()ns,  and  the  pommel,  and  the  blade  of  the 
doughty  csj^ddon  are  all  descanted  upon  with  eager¬ 
ness,  while  the  methods  of  its  use  are  illustrated  by 
I\rr.  K  gerton  Castle,  the  champion  swordsman  of  the 
club.  Attention  is  now  devoted  to  all  the  other  ob¬ 
jects  in  turn  with  a  quite  curious  al)seuce  of  jealousy 
on  the  part  of  the  collectors  ;  and  then  in  knots  of 
two  or  three  we  descend,  still  warmly  continuing 
or  listening  to  the  discussion,  to  the  supper-room 
below,  which  has  been  stocked  strictly  in  accordance 
with  the  club  injunctions. 

And  then  comes  a  very  pretty  act  of  consideration 
on  the  part  of  the  guests.  After  the  meal  is  tinished 
and  a  toast  or  two  proposed  and  acknowledged,  it  is 
suggested  that  the  host  should  be  pledged,  ami  that 
the  singing  of  “  Eor  he’s  a  jolly  good  fellow  ’’  should 
wind  uji  the  proceedings.  Rut  it  is  rememl)ered 
that  the  lady  of  the  house  is  in  ill-health,  so  that, 
rather  than  rol)  the  host  of  the  intended  honour, 
the  song  is  sung  ii/  dniiih  hIioii',  with  every  ac¬ 
companiment  of  rollicking  joviality.  So  our  chair¬ 
man  is  pleased,  his  wife  is  undisturbed,  and  we, 
though  rather  ashamed  of  our  innocent  deception, 
feel  that  \ve  have  ]ierformed  a  pleasant  duty.  From 
that  moment  the  evening  degenerates,  or  melts,  so 
to  s[)eak,  into  the  ordinary  smoking-evening,  and, 
the  subject  being  relegated  for  tlie  time,  we  revert  to 
old  Rohemian  habits  and  Rohemian  instincts,  and, 
whiling  away  the  night  in  good-fellowship,  we  scarce 
reach  our  homes  before  daylight  doth  appear. 

Such  is  an  ordinary  monthly  evening  of  the  club  ; 
but  the  annual  meeting  is  a  mucli  more  important 
affair.  It  so  chances  that  it  falls  on  Air.  Seymour 
Lucas  to  entertain  this  year,  and  we  again  are 
among  the  visitors.  One  by  one  the  members  arrive 
and  await  their  own  particular  guests,  and  then 
they  troo[)  down  into  the  well-proportioned  studio, 
with  its  splendid  panelling  of  carved  oak,  half  hidden 
behind  the  martial  treasures  that  form  a  veritable 
panoply.  Suits  of  armour,  swords  and  rapiers,  muskets, 
jack-boots  and  spurs,  halberds  and  jjikes,  matchlocks 
and  ])istols,  a  true  Roundhead  steeple-hat,  and  a  great 
leathern  black-jack,  a  falconet,  hanger,  hattle-axe,  and 
what  not — a  truly  formidalde  array — afford  subject 
for  contemplation,  and  almost  wean  the  sight  away 


from  the  graceful  gallery  across  the  end  of  the 
studio.  The  collection  is  especially  rich  in  his- 
toric-al  swords — swords  of  price — the  value  of  which 
has  been  set  down  at  about  fifteen  hundred  pounds. 

Now  let  us  look  round  and  take  stock  of  the 
members  who  have  assembled  in  such  unusual  force. 
Here,  first,  is  the  President  of  the  club,  the  Raron 
de  Cosson,  whose  residence  at  Chertsey — where  his 
brother  Kernoozers  meet  once  a  year — contains  a 
superb  collection  of  arms  and  armour.  The  value  of 
his  collection  has  been  estimated  at  a  very  large  sum. 
He  has  ])ursued  the  study  of  arms,  offensive  and 
defensive,  for  twenty-two  years,  and  is  the  best  “  all¬ 
round  ”  expert  in  the  club,  whose  knowledge  and 
opinions  are  universally  I'cgarded  by  collectors,  Eng¬ 
lish  and  European,  with  signal  res]iect.  For  the 
rest  a  courteous  man,  with  a  quiet  manner,  a  slight 
French  accent,  and  a  great  family  histoiy.  Near 
him  is  Air.  J.  G.  Mailer,  the  authority  on  monu¬ 
mental  brasses,  and  better  known,  ])erhaps,  as  a  great 
authority  ou  dates  and  facts  than  as  a  connoisseur, 
though  his  judgment  is  not  to  be  .set  lightly  on 
one  side.  Then  there  is  Air.  Ilillingford,  the  artist, 
whose  collection  has  boasted  some  of  the  finest 
jiicces  of  armour  in  the  country  ;  Air.  Edward 
Rellamy,  the  lecturer  at  South  Kensington  ;  Air. 
Davidson,  the  artist;  and  Air.  Mhiring  Faulder,  the 
great  Alanchester  expert,  whose  speciality  is  the 
sword.  Then  comes  Air.  Joseiih  Grego,  the  owner  of 
a  charming  little  collection  of  choice  swords,  and  the 
unrivalled  Licentiate  in  the  lore  and  scandal  and 
secret  history  of  the  period  extending  from  I75(J  to 
iSoO — a  veritable  mine  of  information.  Close  to 
him  is  Air.  George  Kilhurne,  the  artist;  then  Air. 
Sydney  Lee,  the  architect;  Air.  Edward  Ledger,  of 
theatrical  fame,  and  the  jiossessor  of  a  somewhat  ex¬ 
tensive  collection;  Air.  Ernest  Hart,  the  master  of 
so  many  recondite  subjects  ;  Air.  Stcjihen  M'^illiams, 
the  architect;  and  Air.  John  Chester,  a  barrister,  and 
a  connoisseur  of  inlinite  taste.  The  little  knot  of  men 
over  there,  next  to  Air.  Spiller,  the  Honorary  Secre¬ 
tary,  includes  some  of  the  most  remarkable  men  in 
the  club;  Air.  Egerton  Castle,  the  eminent  “master 
of  fence  and  military  archaeologist,  whose  book,  by 
the  way,  on  the  use  of  the  sword,  has  already  become 
a  classic,  and  lias  been  translated  into  French  as  a 
matter  of  course;  Sir  Frederick  Pollock  and  Air. 
M’alter  Pollock,  both  of  the  Sativnlaij  Review,  and  as 
swordsmen  second  only  to  Air.  Castle.  The  tirst- 
named  is  Professor  of  Jurisprudence  at  Oxford,  and 
the  author  of  the  article  on  “Swords'”  in  the  “En- 
cyclopa?dia  Rritannica,”  and  essentially  a  fencer  de 
temperament  rather  than  academical ;  the  latter  is 
the  editor  of  the  Saturday,  and  author  of  the  volume 
on  “  Fencing”  in  the  Radminton  Library.  Farther, 
there  is  the  Hon.  Harold  Dillon,  now  the  Honorary 
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Secretary  of  the  Society  of  Antiquaries,  who,  after 
soldiering-  in  India  in  the  Kille  Brigade,  has  thrown 
himself  into  his  subject  and  produced  an  importauu 
work  on  ‘‘The  Arms  and  Armour  at  Westminster, 
the  Tower,  and  Greenwich  in  1517,^^  which  has  neces¬ 
sitated  the  examination  of  the  records  at  the  Tower. 
This  has  produced  rich  results,  for  having  revealed  the 
prices  paid  for  armour  by  the  nobles,  the  commoners, 
and  soldiers,  it  has  not  only  gone  a  great  way 
towards  establishing  the  modus  vivendi  of  the  day, 
but  has  also  let  in  much  light  on  the  mediaeval  army 
practices — even  to  the  point  of  determining  every 


strangers.”  This  he  does  in  an  informal  manner, 
while  those  to  whom  he  especially  addresses  himself 
stra-in  forward  in  breathless  interest.  lie  speaks  to  us 
of  the  sword  and  how  it  grew  in  succeeding  ages  and 
changed  its  form  to  meet  new  attacks  and  to  permit  of 
new  parries;  of  the  quaint  phraseology  of  fencers  in 
Elizabethan  and  Cavalier  days;  of  how  the  habits  of 
fence  had  “evoluted;”  how  the  two-handed  sword  di¬ 
minished  little  by  little;  bow  two  swords,  one  in  each 
hand,  became  the  fashion,  then  one  sword  with  the 
dagger  in  the  left  hand,  and  then  the  cloak  replacing 
the  dagger.  Here  is  a  sentence  or  two  of  his  address 


(Draion  by  Harry  Furniss.  Enyraved  by  J.  M.  Johnstone.) 


strap  and  buckle.  The  Earl  of  Mayo — a  capital 
fencer — is  not  present,  nor  are  Sir  Noel  Paton,  Sir 
Richard  Burton,  author  of  the  great  “  Book  of  the 
Sword,’’’  the  Conde  de  Valencia  de  Don  Juan,  and  Don 
Guillermo  de  Osma,  of  Madrid,  nor  M.  Reubell  of 
Paris,  the  corresponding  members  of  the  club.  The 
only  representative  of  the  class  is  Mr.  Hartshorne, 
the  eminent  archaeologist. 

Such  is  the  roll-call  of  the  club,  and  by  the  time 
we  have  finished  scanning  it,  Mr.  Castle,  who  is 
attired  in  a  becoming  fencing  suit  of  black  cord,  is 
called  upon  to  give  us  a  lecture  on  the  popular  subject 
of  the  use  of  the  sword  for  the  delectation  of  “  the 


— which  was  finally  illustrated  by  passages  of  arms 
between  himself  and  Mr.  ^Valter  Pollock.  “The 
rapier — the  transition  weapon  between  the  sturdy  old 
knightly  sword,  capable  of  cracking  armour,  and  the 
small,  or  court  sword  (the  duelling  weapon  of  later 
days) — came  into  fashion,  together  with  the  Italian 
or  Spanish  ‘  Caballero  ’  mannerism,  during  the  latter 
half  of  the  sixteenth  century.  It  remained  the  gentle 
weapon  (in  opposition  to  the  j^opular  broadsword)  until 
the  Parliamentary  sword  period.  After  the  Resto¬ 
ration  the  light,  triangular,  French  sword  came  in, 
again  with  foreign  mannerism — but  French  this  time. 
Since  then  the  sword,  being  no  longer  a  military 


THE  iMAHAZINE  OF  ART. 


;3(j8 


wcnpou,  became  sIcirIci'ci'  and  lighter  until  it  assumed 
the  bodkin  proportion  we  see  in  the  court  sword.  The 
most  pieturescpio  period  of  fencing'  is  that  which 
Air.  Pollock  and  1  will  presently  illustrate  —  the 
I'llizabethan.  All  the  outlaudish  terms  userl  in  this 
mysterious  art  had  the  grandilmpient  Italian  or 
Spanish  character,  till  there  was  a.  jerf'ect  infatua¬ 
tion  for  the  fantastical  jihrascology  introduced  by 
followers  of  Carranza  and  Saviulo  int<.)  their  daily 
conversation  and  intercourse.  Even  Shakesjioare 
was  l.iitteii  with  it,  as  ‘  Honieo  and  Juliet,^  ‘The 
Alerry  Wives  of  indsor,’  and  ‘  llamlet'’  can 
prove.” 

Then  comes  the  duel  liy  swoi'd  and  dagger 


desperate  and  bloody  “  sword  and  dagger  light. 
Herein,  doubtless,  may  be  found  the  explanation  of 
the  changing  of  the  swords  just  prior  to  the  death- 
scene  in  “  Hamlet  ” — an  act  which  seems  hitherto  to 
have  puzzled  commentator  and  actor  alike.  Rut,  as 
a  matter  of  fact,  the  interlocking'  of  sword  and 
dagger  is  a  matter  of  constant  occurrence,  as  our 
kernoozing  belligerents  jirove.  The  siilendid  d-isj)lay 
of  swordsmmiship  conies  to  an  end  b}^  Air.  Castle, 
who  had  lost  his  sword,  darting  in  with  lightning 
rapidity,  closing  with  his  adversary,  and  linishing 
him  off  by  play  (?)  of  dagger. 

Such,  in  hue,  is  the  Keriioozer’s  Club,  and  such 
it  will  prob-ably  long  remain,  for  similar  societies  are 


TIiyiXG  ON  A  NEW  ACQUISITION. 
(Oraini  hij  Harry  Funiiss.) 


between  the  two  swordsmen — the  grace  of  Air. 
Castle  and  the  wary  energy  and  watchfulness  of  his 
antagonist  being  in  strong  contrast.  Every  clever 
stroke,  every  palpable  bit  was  loudly  applauded. 
The  light  was  just  such  a  one  as  was  in  vogue 
in  HamleCs  time  —  not  the  scorpion  rapier  fence 
such  as  Air.  Irving  and  actors  of  every  grade 
are  content  to  acquire  from  the  nearest  fencing- 
master,  oblivious  of  all  facts  of  history — but  the 


in  iirocess  of  formation  in  Paris  and  Aladrid,  and  it  is 
gradually  invading  the  Society  of  Antiquaries  and 
making  good  its  title  to  being  the  armour-club  jyiir 
excellence  of  the  world.  In  this  conviction  we  slowly 
leave  the  scene  of  the  realistic  fight  and  we  make 
our  way  into  the  cool,  dark  street,  the  clash  of 
steel  and  Alercntio’s  cry  still  ringing  in  our  cars  ; 
“  Ah  !  the  immortal  passado  !  the  puuta  reversa  !  the 
hay!” 


THE  SCULPTUEE  OF  THE  YEAR. 


THI'j  progress  which  has  oi"  late  been  observed  in 
English  senlpture  can  hardly  this  year  be  said 
to  be  maintained  by  actual  achievement.  In  no  one 
of  the  e-vldbitions  is  there  an  imaginative  work  which 


of  Michelangelo  and  Sir  Ercderick  Leighton.  This 
indctiniteness  of  aim  robs  it  of  much  of  its  unity  of 
purpose  and  harmoniousness  of  liue^  and  we  cannot 
regard  it  as  an  entire  suceess.  It  is  like  a  glorilicd 


HOUNDS  IN  LEASH. 

(From  the  Life-size  Group  in  Wu.x.  by  Harry  Bates.  In  the  Exhibition  of  the  Royal  Academy,  1889.  Engraved  by  Jonnard.) 


can  quite  claim  to  rank  with  Mr.  Gilberts  “  Queen 
or  Mr.  Hamo  Thornycroft’s  Medea”  of  last  year. 
The  absence  of  masterpieces  may  perhaps  be  accounted 
for  by  the  fact  that  many  of  our  most  distinguished 
sculptors  are  engaged  upon  decorative  works,  which 
are  destined  to  add  to  the  dignity  of  public  buildings. 
But  whatever  be  the  cause,  it  must  be  confessed  that 
in  1S89  as  far  as  sculpture  is  concerned  the  glory  of 
the  English  school  has  suffered  eclipse. 

The  most  ambitious  statue  is  undoubtedly  Mr.  M. 
B.  Richmond’s  “  Arcadian  Shepherd,”  which  is  at 
the  Academy.  This  colossal  work  is  conceived  alto¬ 
gether  in  the  “grand  style,”  and  while  the  head  sug¬ 
gests  Praxiteles,  the  torso  is  unmistakably  reminiscent 


Academy  exercise,  so  far  docs  the  conception  outrun  the 
execution  and  mastery  of  material,  which  the  artist 
has  not  yet  carried  to  completion.  In  strong  contrast 
to  this  is  Mr.  Harry  Bates’s  “  Hounds  in  Leash,”  a 
work  which  is  genuinely  classic  in  spirit.  There  is  in 
it  no  slavish  imitation  of  any  one  of  the  great  masters  of 
Greece.  But  we  recognise,  while  we  look,  that  though 
the  modelling  and  style  bear  the  mark  of  a  strong 
personality,  yet  the  artist’s  feeling  and  point  of  view 
are  classical  in  the  best  sense.  And  apart  from  this, 
the  vigour  and  energy  of  the  group  are  beyond  praise, 
although  it  appears  as  the  composition  of  one  who 
has  habitually  devoted  himself  to  the  working  out 
of  bas-reliefs.  Mr,  Alfred  Gilbert  is  by  no  means 
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atU'qnately  re]) resented.  Tlieiv  can  bo  nodoul)t  tluit 
the  absence  of  any  important  poetic  work  by  this  artist 
deprives  tlie  Academy  of  one  of  its  most  inlere.stinL>' 
features.  Yet  we  must  be  tbankfnl  for  wbat  we  can 
get,  and  tlie  two  Imsts  wbich  Mr,  Gilbert  docs  send 


niggling  lines,  which  lias  lately  become  so  popular, 
and  wbicb  is  to  be  observed  this  year  in  half  a  dozen 
feeble  represimtations  fit  obi  age.  Each  is  instinct 
with  life,  and  each  displays  a  line  appreciation  of  the 
(juality  of  llesh  and  a  grasp  of  textures. 


THE  GENIUS  OF  POETEY. 


(From  the  Statue  hu  T.  Jlroch\  A. It,  A.  In  the  ExJUhition  of  the  Royal  Academy^  ISS9.  Engraved  hy  Jonnard.) 


are  assuredly  motlels  of  what  [lorlrait-busts  should  be. 
Among  the  large  crowd  of  commonplace  portraits, 
undistinguished  by  any  llnesse  of  modelling,  any 
picturesfpieness  of  treatment,  Mr.  Gilliert’s  “  J.  S. 
Clayton,  blsfp,^^  and  G.  E.  Watts,  Esc].,'”  are  indeed 
striking.  They  are  both  siinjily  yet  superbly  modelled. 
There  is  none  of  that  cutting  up  of  the  surface  with 


Hut  of  all  the  sculpture  exhibited  this  year,  it  is 
IMr.  Onslow  Ford’s  “Singer”  that  will  linger  longest 
in  the  memory,  d’liis  statuette,  which  recalls  irre¬ 
sistibly  the  same  artist’s  “Folly,”  now  at  South 
Kensington  among  the  works  purchased  by  the 
Chan  trey  Bequest,  is  a  delight  to  the  eye.  The  fingers 
and  hands  of  the  figure  may  be  thought  too  long, 
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but  with  this  reservation  it  is  charming-.  Nothing 
could  be  more  graceful  than  the  pose,  nothing  more 
beautiful  than  the  modelling.  And  the  base  upon 
which  it  stands  is  adorned  with  enamels,  admirable 
both  in  design  and  execution.  Mr.  Onslow  Ford 
never  loses  sight  of  the  decorative  side  of  his  art,  and 
so  his  work  is  always  excellent.  To  the  New  Gallery 
he  sends  a  sketch  of  Gordon’s  Dromedary,”  which 


to  represent  simply  and  frankly  historical  scenes  than 
to  produce  any  great  decorative  effect.  We  are  glad 
to  see  at  the  Academy  reductions  in  bronze  of  Mr. 
Thornyci’oft’s  “Tcuccr”  and  ‘Micneral  Gordon.”  If 
sculpture  is  to  become  a  jiopular  art,  there  can  be  no 
doubt  that  it  will  become  so  through  the  publication 
of  reductions  of  well-known  works  such  as  these. 

Among  the  younger  of  our  sculptors,  no  one  is 


A  YOUNG  MOTHEE, 

{From  the  Bust  by  R.  A.  Ledwanl.  In  the  Exhibition  of  the  Kew  Gallery,  1SS9.  Eitgmval  by  Jonnanl.) 


is  a  most  faithful  rendering  of  an  interesting  subject. 
Marked  in  an  equal  degree  by  skilful  handling  and 
artistic  feeling  ai’e  his  portraits  of  the  Lord  Mayor 
and  Lad V  Mayoress.  IMr.  Hamo  Thornycroft  exhibits 
no  great  work  this  year.  He  sends  to  the  Academy 
two  bronze  panels  from  a  memorial  of  Gordon  to  be 
erected  in  Melbourne,  Australia.  The  one  'repre¬ 
sents  the  death  of  Gordon  at  Khartoum  ;  the  other, 
Gordon  teaching  ragged  boys  at  Gravesend.  They 
are  pietorially  conceived,  and  are  rather  an  attempt 


more  speedily  making  a  high  position  for  himself 
than  Mr.  H.  A.  Pegram.  His  “  Death  Liberating  a 
Prisoner  ”  was  one  of  tbe  noticeable  works  of  last  year’s 
Academy,  and  the  relief  entitled  'Mgnis  Fatuus,” 
which  he  exhibits  this  year,  is  a  distinct  advance 
on  his  previous  performance.  The  modelling  is  care¬ 
ful  and  sincere  ;  the  composition  adequately  fills  the 
space,  and  little  fault  is  to  be  found  with  the  design. 
It  is  a  fortunate  thing  for  Air.  Pegram  that  he  had 
his  work  cast  in  bronze  before  sending  it  to  the 
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Academy.  Otherwise,  hy  a  recent  legal,  hut  surely 
not  reasonable,  decision  of  the  bench,  it  could  not 
have  been  bought  as  it  has  been  by  the  C'hantrey 
Request  Fund.  This  regrettable  decision  cannot 
fail  to  have  an  adverse  effect  upon  Hnglish  sculp¬ 
ture.  Had  it  Ijeen  pronounced  earlier,  the  majority  of 
the  works  of  sctdptiire  now  in  the  room  set  apart  for 
the  Chantrey  College  at  youth  Kensington  could  not 
have  been  acquired  for  the  nation.  That  ('hantrey, 
himself  a  sculptor,  should  hy  the  literal  terms  of  his 


is  something  to  lie  found  of  Mr.  Nelson  iMacLean’s 
in  each  of  the  three  big  galleries  this  year.  But  he 
is  most  completely  represented  at  the  Grosvenoi'. 
His  tinest  works  are  his  “Suppliant'’^  at  the  Gros- 
venor,  and  his  “  Bacchante  ”  at  the  New  Gallery. 
'I'liese  are  both  animated  hy  the  spirit  of  the  later 
Grc'ck  seul[)ture,  and  modelled  with  considerahh' 
h'arning,  and  carved  with  consummate  skill.  It  is 
dillicult  to  Viestow  ])raise  upon  Air.  MacLeaids  bas- 
relief  in  terra-cotta,  which  has  been  reproduced  in 


IGNIS  FATUUS. 

{From  the  Bronze  hy  H.  .4.  Peijram.  In  the  F.rhihilion  of  the  Royal  Acaiteiniy  18S9,  anil  purchased  hy  the  President  and  Conned 

under  the  Terms  of  the  Chantrey  Beepiest.) 


will  have  done  so  much  to  idace  the  art  of  sculpture 
beyond  the  reach  of  his  own  generosity  is  a  most  un¬ 
fortunate  circumstance.  But  to  return  to  Mr.  Pegram. 
In  addition  to  the  relied’  of  which  we  have  already 
spoken,  he  sends  a  “  Boy’s  Head  ”  to  the  Academy, 
and  two  medallions  of  considerable  merit  to  the  New 
Gallery.  Another  sculptor  who  has  made  indubitable 
progress  this  year  is  IMr.  R.  A.  Ledward.  His  jiorti'aits 
at  the  Academy  are  perhaps  a  little  commonplace,  but 
his  contributions  to  the  New  Gallery  are  far  better. 
His  “  Young  IMother  ”  is  a  careful  piece  of  modelling, 
while  his  panel  in  bronze,  entitled  “  Poetry,’’  is  re¬ 
fined  in  composition  and  skilfully  executed.  There 


marble  for  St.  Peter’s  Church,  Bayswater.  It  is  in 
three  panels,  which  are  suggested  by  the  three  texts, 
“  Follow  Ale,”  “  FVed  Aly  Sheep,”  and  “  Fear  Not.” 
But  the  whole  work  seems  to  us  hackneyed,  lack¬ 
ing  dignity  in  treatment,  and  modelled  without 
much  effect.  It  is  matter  for  regret  that  Air. 
George  Simonds  shows  nothing  this  year  but  a 
bust  of  IMr.  Walter  Crane.  This  is  an  admirable 
])ieee  of  work  ;  in  fact,  it  is  one  of  the  best  por¬ 
trait-busts  of  the  year.  But  Mr.  Simonds  has  done 
such  interesting  work  in  the  past,  that  we  are  dis- 
ajipointed  to  lind  him  represented  b}^  nothing  more 
important  than  this. 
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The  work  of  Mr.  T.  S.  Leo  may  reasonably  be 
considered  with  that  of  Mr.  J.  Havard  Thomas. 
Each  of  these  sculptors  has  this  year  produced  sound, 
workman-like  portraits,  whicli  have  given  tliem  no 
scope  for  the  exercise  of  the  higher  qualities  of 
their  art,  and  each  is  seen  at  his  best  in  reliefs. 
Mr.  Thomases  “  Marianina  at  the  Academy,  and 
Giacinta at  the  New  Gallery,  with  Mr.  Lee’s 


But  there  is  little  distinction  of  pose  in  any  of  his 
work,  no  interesting  arrangement  of  drapery,  no 
technical  suldlety,  none  of  those  qualities  which  make 
us  indifferent  to  the  model  and  to  the  accuracy  of  the 
likeness.  It  is  only  possible  to  regard  his  statues  or 
busts  as  admirably  true  representations  of  men  with 
whose  features  we  maybe  familiar;  we  can  never  say 
of  any  of  them,  ‘^Without  question,  this  is  a  work  of 


THE  SUPPLIANT. 

(From  the  Bimt  by  T.  Nelson  MacLean.  In  the  Exhibition  of  the  Orosvenor  Gallery,  18S9.) 


“  Medallion”  at  the  Academy,  ai’e  favourable  specimens 
of  work  which  aims  rather  at  truth  than  artistic  effect. 

If  we  wish  to  gain  an  idea  of  what  British 
sculpture  was  before  the  revival,  which  has  been  due 
to  the  energy  and  skill  of  Messrs.  Thornycroft, 
Gilbert,  and  Onslow  Ford,  we  may  turn  to  the  ex¬ 
amples  of  Sir  J.  Edgar  Boehm’s  art.  This  sculptor’s 
work  has  great  power  and  verisimilitude.  M’e  re¬ 
cognise  solid  human  beings  in  his  statues,  and  con¬ 
fess  that  he  has  a  rare  knack  of  catching  a  likeness. 


fine  art.”  His  statue  of  the  late  Lord  Id  desleigh 
for  instance,  which  was  made  to  be  erected  in  the 
House  of  Commons,  is  an  undeniably  exact  portrait 
of  the  late  Minister.  Great  care  has  been  expended 
on  the  modelling,  there  is  an  extraordinary  precision 
of  detail  in  it.  Yet  as  a  work  of  art  it  is  entirely 
unsatisfactory,  and  has  no  quality  to  mark  it  out 
from  any  other  portrait  of  the  same  size  and  in 
the  same  material.  On  the  same  plane  stand  Sir 
Edgar’s  ^'British  Guardsman  of  1818,”  and  Ennis- 
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killing'  Dragoon  of  ISlu.-”  As  studies  they  are  no 
doubt  beyond  suspieion  ;  but  we  look  for  more  than 
iidelity  ami  archaeological  accuracy  in  a  work  of  art. 

Afar  more  stirring  work  than  Sir  Edgar  Eoehm’s 
is  jMr.  Armstead’s  “  Lieutenant  Waghorn,”  the 
pioneer  of  the  overland  route.  It  is  the  model  of  a 
statue  which  has  been  set  up  at  Chatham,  and  is  in 
many  respects  worthy  to  l)e  remembered.  Here  we 
find  distinction  of  pose  and  a  highly  successful  attempt 
to  manage  the  draperies.  This  is  emphatically  the 
best  of  Mr.  Armstead’s  works;  it  is  at  once  more 
ambitious  and  more  successful  than  his  reliefs  of  Mrs. 
Craik  and  the  Rev.  Benjamin  Webb. 

Mr.  Birch,  A.R.A.,  is  much  better  seen  at  the 
Grosvenor  Gallery  than  at  the  Academy.  His  “Mar¬ 
garet  MTlson  ”  at  the  latter  exhibition  can  arouse 
no  enthusiasm.  It  is  sentimentally  conceived,  and 
carried  out  in  too  pictorial  a  spirit.  Far  more  in¬ 
teresting  is  his  “Water  Nymph”  at  the  Grosvenor, 
which  possesses  a  certain  imaginative  quality. 

Of  animal  portraiture  there  is  very  little  that  is 
notable.  AVe  have  already  said  something  of  IMr. 
Onslow  Ford’s  “Dromedary”  and  of  IMr.  Bates’s 
“  Hounds  in  Leash.”  Apart  from  these,  Mr.  Swan’s 
“  Young  Himalayan  Tiger,”  which  is  in  bronze, 
dis[)lays  the  most  intimate  knowledge  of  animal 
forms.  It  is  a  line  piece  of  modelling,  and  is  evidently 
the  result  of  much  subtle  observation.  Sir  Edgar 
Boehm  sends  to  the  Grosvenor  a  statuette  of  the  Duke 
of  Portland’s  horse  “  St.  Simon,”  and  in  the  same 
gallery  are  some  eflicient  studies  of  horses  by  Mr. 
Adrian  Jones.  “A  Note  of  Triumph,”  which  Mr.  11. 
C.  Christie  exhibits  at  the  Academy,  is  not  successful. 
The  lion  is  modelled  somewhat  clumsily,  and  is  stiff 
and  awkward  in  pose.  Mr.  Everett  Millais’  truthful 
sketch  of  the  champion  bloodhound  “Nell  Gwynne” 
demands  a  word  of  pn-aise. 

The  advance  which  has  recently  been  made  in  the 
lowlier  branches  of  sculj)ture,  such  as  the  striking 
of  medals  and  goldsmith’s  work,  is  strikingly  illus¬ 
trated  in  the  exhibitions  of  this  year.  At  the  Aca¬ 
demy  is  to  be  seen  an  admirable  design  for  reverse 
and  obverse  of  a  medal,  executed  for  the  Art  Union  of 
London  by  Mr.  Gilbert.  Then  there  is  iMr.  Thoruy- 
croft’s  charming  sketch  for  the  clasp  of  a  cloak,  and 
i\Irs.  Vereker  Hamilton’s  really  ellieient  design  for 
the  reverse  of  a  medal,  to  be  executed  in  bronze  for 
the  Slade  School,  University  College.  At  the  New 
Gallery,  too,  the  medallists  are  very  fully  rep)resented. 
The  case  of  medals  for  competition,  exhibited  by  the 
Society  of  Medallists,  and  the  case  of  medals  by  Mr. 
G.  Howard,  contain  admirable  sp‘)eeimens  of  this 
fascinating  art. 

Among  the  most  remarkable  works  of  sculpTure 
which  have  been  seen  this  year  are  the  “  Capitals  of 
Pilasters  ”  and  the  “  Head  of  Pan,”  which  Professor 


Legros  sends  to  the  New  Gallery.  These  broad- 
browed,  thick-lipjK'd,  llat-nosed,  satyr-like  heads  are 
model leil  with  breadth  and  vigour,  and  there  is  not  a 
touch  of  littleness  either  in  their  conception  or  exe¬ 
cution.  They  are  of  course  entirely  conventional  in 
treatment ;  no  trace  of  realism  is  to  be  observed  in 
them.  And  this  is  as  it  should  l)e  ;  the  artist  has 
never  forgotten  that  his  capitals  are  intended  to  be 
architectural  decorations  and  not  mere  representations 
of  a  sensuous  type.  These  ex|x*riments  of  Professor 
Legros  in  a  thoroughly  conventional  branch  of  art 
are  particularly  interesting,  because  it  seems  that  the 
majority  of  our  sculpitors  have  failed  to  appreciate 
the  decorative  element  in  their  art.  They  have 
cultivated,  and  with  great  success,  a  certain  sturdy 
realism,  which  has  onlv  succeeded  in  making  much 
of  their  work  very  dull.  There  is  not  much  artistic 
exhilaration  to  be  got  out  of  an  English  gentleman 
in  a  frock-coat  and  button-boots,  especially  when  the 
seulpTor  has  idealised  nothing,  imagined  nothing,  but 
has  been  content  to  coldly  chronicle  what  he  saw 
before  him.  Such  works  as  these  may  be  j)rodueed 
l)y  a  mechanical  p)rocess,  which  is  but  little  above  the 
level  of  pdiotography.  They  may  be  eminently 
satisfactory  as  likenesses,  but  they  are  not  art.  And 
it  is  just  because  statues  of  this  character  are  so 
plentiful  this  year  that  we  turn  with  a  kind  of  relief 
to  Professor  Legros’  satyrs.  For  in  them  at  least 
nothing  is  sacrificed  to  the  model  ;  they  bear  no 
resemblance  to  anything  in  nature;  they  are  simply 
forms,  conventionalised  in  accordance  with  certain 
traditions,  and  adapted  to  the  requirements  of  archi¬ 
tectural  decoration.  The  spirit  in  them  is  line,  though 
the  decorative  idea  is  carried  so  far  as  to  bring  some 
of  them  within  the  realm  of  unconscious  caricature. 

Very  different  in  aim  and  spirit  are  Mr.  George 
Tinworth’s  reliefs.  Professor  Legros  is  always 
artistic,  Mr.  Tinworth  never.  The  latter  merely 
attemp>ts,  by  the  aid  of  his  own  uneducated  observation 
of  human  nature,  to  interpiret  the  teaching  of  the  New 
Testament.  With  a  certain  rough  vigour  and  an  un- 
p:)leasant  p^uritanical  humour,  he  sets  before  us  such 
scones  as  “The  Children  Playing  in  the  Market  Place  ” 
and  “The  Prodigal  Son.”  In  these  the  ligures  are 
modelled  with  a  rude  energy  and  untutored  streng’th 
which  are  undeniable.  They  depend  for  their  effect 
to  a  very  large  extent  upon  the  familiar  spirit  in 
which  the  stories  from  the  Bible  are  treated.  Mr. 
Tinworth  is  the  Spurgeon  of  sculpture.  He  seems 
to  approach  the  New  Testament  in  very  much  the 
same  spirit  as  does  the  author  of  “  John  Plough¬ 
man.”  Tlie  compiosition  is  too  jnctorial  for  sculpture, 
and  the  modelling  has  neither  subtlety  nor  distinction 
of  character.  If  the  humour  were  removed  from  Air. 
Tinworth’s  work  there  would  be  nothing  left,  and 
after  all  humour  alone  is  not  arf.. 


JEAN  FRANgOIS  MILLET  AS  A  YOUTH. 

(From  the  Paintivg  hij  Himself.  Engraved  'by  C.  Carter.) 


THE  BAKBIZON  SCHOOL. 

JEAN  FRANgOIS  MILLET.-I. 

Bv  DAVID  CROAL  THOMSON. 


WHEN  a  certain  reputation  has  grown  up  around 
an  artistes  name,  it  is  a  most  difficult  thing 
for  any  one  to  prove  that  this  reputation  has  arisen 
through  misconceptions  of  facts,  which  are  well 
within  the  reach  of  any  one  who  will  take  the  trouble 
to  scrutinise  them.  It  has  been  the  custom,  for 
example,  to  speak  and  write  of  Jean  rran9ois  Millet 
as  always  miserable  and  moody,  as  generally  sad  and 
constantly  toil-burdened.  While  not  wishing  to  con¬ 


vey  the  idea  that  MilleCs  life  as  an  artist  and  as  a 
man  was  completely  the  reverse,  I  think  it  possible  to 
show  the  brighter  side  of  it ;  and  also  to  prove  that  his 
misfortunes  were  not  more  than  those  of  the  common 
lot  of  humanity,  and  that  he  was  neither  miserable 
nor  moody  in  his  home  life,  nor  necessarily  so  in  his 
art  life.  It  is,  in  fact,  almost  easy  to  show  that  in 
many  ways  he  w'as  happy  and  contented,  that  in  his 
lifetime  he  had  many  friends  and  admirers,  and  that 


o76 


THE  .MAGAZINE  OF  ART. 


lie  was  little  worse  oft'  than  other  i;'ood  iiainters  ol 
the  time  :  in  short,  that  the  o^neral  verrliet  whieh 
has  hitherto  been  pronounced  on  iMillet  and  his  works 
has  much  that  is  erroneous  in  its  conclusions. 

The  popular  idea  that  iMillet  passed  an  excep¬ 
tionally  hard  life  has  arisen  from  two  causes.  In  the 
iirst  place,  it  has  been  taken  for  oranted,  on  the  iirin- 
ciple  of  “  'Who  drives  fat  oxen  should  himself  be 


Seiisier  was  a  writer  scarcely  from  choice,  but 
rather  from  favourable  circumstances.  He  Iirst  wrote 
on  Theodore  Rousseau  because  he  found  he  knew 
more  about  that  painter  than  any  one  else  did,  yet 
he  was  well  aware  of  his  deticiencies  in  composition. 
He  repeatedly  acknowledged  that  he  was  no  critic, 
and  also  that  he  knew  little  of  the  science  of  book- 
making.  These  defects  are  noticeable  enough  to  any 


CHEEUBS  DANCING. 
{I'vom  the  stud!/  Inj  Millfl.) 


fat,^'’  that  because  Millet  jiaiiitcd  pictures  sjiecially 
illustrative  of  the  toils  of  the  peasants  of  France,  and 
of  a  sober  and  even  somlire  character,  he  must  him¬ 
self  have  lieen  of  an  unnsnally  grave  turn  ol  mind, 
which  was  true,  and  have  experienced  an  immense 
deal  of  trouble  of  bis  own,  which,  however,  was  only 
partly  true.  The  other  cause  of  this  ill-understand- 
ino’  of  Millet’s  life  has  been  his  friend  Allred  Sensier, 
the  writer  to  whom  we  are  chielly  indebted  lor  minute 
information  on  iVIillet’s  career.* 

*  “  L:i  N  il;  ct  rQilivre  de  .t.  F.  Jlillcl.’’  15y  Alfred  iSerisier. 
tpiantin,  1881. 


reader  of  Scnsicr’s  works,  and  do  nut  recpiire  to  be 
emphasised  here.  Hut  besides  this,  Sensiei’  appears 
to  have  acted  as  a  kind  of  agent  and  banker  to 
iMillet;  even  artists  have  to  think  sometimes  of 
the  details  of  life,  and  Millet  was  in  the  habit  of 
mentioning  money-matters  and  (piestions  of  price 
and  jiolicy  to  Sensier  in  his  letters.  Sensier  there¬ 
fore  gradually,  and  probably  quite  unconsciously, 
came  to  connects  Millet  with  reipiests  for  money, 
or  for  advice  in  dilliculties,  and  he  seems  to  have 
ultimately  arrived  at  the  conclusion  that  Millet  was 
always  in  want  of  something.  It  is  this  tone  whieh 
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porviules  the  whole  o£  his  otlierwise  valiiahle,  and  at  lias  to  be  remembered  that  Sensici'  died  belore  he 
all  times  interesting',  life  of  Millet,  and  it  is  this  idea  completed  his  work  on  Millet,  and  who  can  say  liow 
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THE  BEAN-GATHEREE. 

(From  the  Picture  by  Millet.  Engraved  by  F.  Jiiengliug.) 


which  1  would  combat  and  endeavour  to  prove  to  be  he  might  have  modified  the  story  had  he  lived  to  see 
true  only  in  a  very  limited  sense.  Besides  this,  it  it  in  type  ? 
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Asa  descendant  of  peasants,  and  himself  a  peasant, 
for  in  his  earliest  days  he  worked  in  the  fields  like  his 
neig'hbours,  iMillet  is  projierly  a  peasant-painter,  and 
the  dignity  of  labour  was  never  more  practically  yet 
poetically  rendered  than  by  this  real  son  of  the  soil. 
Often  iMillet  chose  subjects  which  were  non-attractive 
from  their  vivid  reality,  and  one  celebrated  figure  of 
a  man  leaning  on  a  hoe,  resting  and  looking-  at  the 
sjieetator,  was  nicknamed  after  a  notorious  criminal 
of  the  period.  Hut  happily  many  of  his  subjects  are 
(juite  of  an  opposite  quality,  and  nothing  can  he  more 
truly  delightful  than  his  shepherdesses  and  other 
peasant  figures  on  whom  the  weight  of  life  does  not 
seem  to  lie  too  heavily.  They  have  leisure  to  go  with 
quiet  dignity  about  their  daily  duties,  wdthout  hurry 
and  without  fuss. 

Jean  Fran(;ois  Alillet  was  born  in  the  hamlet  of 
Gruchy,  in  the  commune  of  Greville,  near  Cherbourg, 
ov^erlooking  the  English  Channel.  About  four  hours^ 
journey  from  Cherbourg,  by  a  rustle  road  lying  along 
the  cliffs  by  the  side  of  the  sea,  Gruchy  is  reached. 
This  was  and  is  a  very  small  and  quiet  group  of 
houses  nestling  behind  a  cliff,  and  at  al)out  the  centre 
is  a  one-storeyed  house,  which  bears  the  inscription, 
“  Ici  est  ne  le  i)eintre  Jean  Franqois  Millet  le  d 
Octobre,  1811.” 

Millet,  coming  from  a  peasant  family  of  good 
stock,  was  descended  through  both  father  and  mother 
from  estimable  upright  people.  According  to  a 
Normandy  custom  Millet  was  trained  by  his  grand¬ 
mother,  for  his  own  mother  had  to  go  to  the  fields  to 
help  to  earn  the  daily  bread,  and  it  was  the  spirit  of 
his  grandmother  which  most  intluenced  iMilleCs  life. 
Her  kind  of  training  may  be  understood  from  her 
favourite  saying  when  rousing  him  in  the  morning, 
which  was,  AVake  up,  my  little  Frauyois;  the 
birds  have  long  been  singing  the  glory  of  God.” 
AlilleCs  father  was  instinctively  an  artist  although 
he  never  exercised  his  talent.  He  often  spoke  to  his 
son  of  the  beauties  of  nature.  He  would  pull  grasses 
and  call  his  boy^s  attention  to  their  charming  forms, 
and  would  point  out  the  varying  effects  of  the  days. 
But  his  art  was  entirely  inarticulate,  though  happily 
it  descended  to  his  eldest  son. 

AlilleCs  father  had  often  noticed  his  boy’s  taste 
for  drawing,  and  silently  considered  what  should  be 
done.  But  his  family  was  large  and  his  wants  many, 
and  the  eldest  son  must  remain  in  duty  bound  and 
help  to  bring  up  his  younger  brothers  and  sisters  ; 
and  so  he  held  his  peace.  The  time  speedily  came, 
however,  when  silence  could  no  longer  prevail.  AVhen 
Frangois  was  about  eighteen  his  attention  was  fascin¬ 
ated  by  the  curious  outline  of  an  old  man  passing 
along.  He  drew  the  contour,  and  did  it  so  well  that 
his  parents  recognised  it  and  felt  that  the  time  had 
come  to  speak  out.  The  father  explained  his  difficulty 


to  his  son,  but  finally  added,  “  Now  that  your  brothers 
are  older,  I  do  not  wish  to  prevent  you  from  learning 
that  which  you  are  so  anxious  to  know ;  ”  and  so 
Franyois  began  forthwith  to  prepare  to  go  to  Cher¬ 
bourg,  and  be  apprenticed  to  an  artist. 

It  has  been  usual  to  consider  jMillet,  as  peasants 
commonly  are,  somewhat  illiterate.  But  Normandy 
peasants  are  like  Scotch  country  folk — although  poor 
they  are  frequently  very  well  trained.  AVhen  Millet 
was  eighteen  he  was  able  to  read  the  Bible  and  Virgil, 
his  favourite  books,  quite  easily  in  Latin,  and  it  is 
said  that  he  was  a  ready  and  eloquent  translator  of 
these  volumes.  His  education,  in  fact,  was  equal  to 
many  even  amongst  artists,  and  far  superior  to  what 
is  ecmsidercd  usual  amongst  peasants.  He  was  a 
facile  and  neat  writer,  his  letters  are  clear  and  well. 


and  sometimes  even  elegantly,  expressed.  In  short, 
by  the  time  he  went  to  Cherbourg,  he  was  a  well- 
educated  man,  and  was  quite  able  to  hold  his  own 
even  when  he  reached  Paris  a  few  years  later.  It  has 
therefore  to  be  borne  well  in  mind  that,  although  born 
and  bred  a  peasant,  he  had  that  kind  of  education 
which  allows  and  encourages  a  man  to  progress,  until 
as  time  goes  on  he  need  not  fear  to  be  the  associate 
of  those  whose  education  has  been  more  exact  and 
complete. 

Millet’s  artistic  talent  was  admitted  from  the 
first,  and  he  was  one  of  those  fortunate  artists 
who  did  not  find  obstacles  put  in  his  way  at  the 
beginning.  Millet’s  father  acknowledged  and  ap¬ 
plauded  the  gifts  of  his  son  ;  his  first  sketch  from 
nature  was  approved  by  his  parents,  who  saw  the 
likeness  to  the  old  neighbour  as  described  above. 
AVhen  the  father  and  .son  went  to  Cherbourg,  to 
Mouchel,  one  of  the  best  artists  in  the  city,  to  obtain 
lessons  for  the  youth,  the  master  would  not  believe 
that  the  drawings  shown  him  were  the  work  of  a 
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l)Cginner.  These  had  been  carefully  enough  prepared 
beforehand  in  the  cottage  at  home.  After  hi.s  ex¬ 
amination,  when  the  facts  could  no  longer  be  disputed, 
Mouchel  finished  by  felling  Millet  ])ere  that  he  was 
to  blame  for  keci)ing  his  sou  even  so  long  away  from 
art,  for  your  child  has  the  stuff  of  a  great  painter.^’ 
But  while  mankind  was  thus  so  far  propitious, 
the  Fates  were  striving  against  him,  for  at  the  end 


sayings  about  him  and  pondereil  them  in  her  heart, 
thought  her  Francois  should  go  back  Id  CheiLourg, 
and  very  socm  he  became  a  student  with  Ijanglois, 
who  also  treated  him  so  that  he  was  )»raelieally  in¬ 
dependent.  At  this  time  he  spent  several  hours  daily 
in  reading,  and  he  thus  became  familiar  with  all  the 
best  authors  from  Homer  to  our  own  day.  iMillet 
was,  as  has  been  said,  and  it  cannot  be  emphasised 


THE  SOWEE. 

{From  the  Picture  by  Millet.) 


of  two  months,  during  which  Millet  was  permitted  to 
copy  what  he  liked  either  from  the  “  round  ”  or  from 
engravings,  he  was  recalled  to  Gruchy  to  find  his 
father  seriously  ill  and  dying  from  brain  fever.  Very 
soon  he  found  himself  the  new  head  of  the  family, 
and  under  the  necessity,  according  to  his  conscience 
and  the  custom  of  his  country,  of  taking  the  work  of 
the  home  in  band.  But  his  brothers  were  growing 
up  and  the  necessity  for  his  remaining  at  home  was 
lessened.  His  grandmother,  who  had  kept  all  the 


too  strongly,  a  cultivated  man,  well-read,  and  deep¬ 
thinking,  with  the  Bible  guiding  his  heart,  A^irgil 
his  head,  and  both  afterwards  greatly  controlling 
his  art. 

Langlois,  his  second  nominal  master,  soon  saw  he 
could  not  teach  Millet  anything,  and  he  employed  him 
more  as  an  assistant.  In  the  Eglise  de  la  Trinite 
of  Cherbourg  there  are  two  pictures  painted  partly 
by  Langlois  and  partly  by  Millet.  Another  time 
MilleFs  good  angel  came  to  bis  aid,  and  Langlois 
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succeedod  in  obtuining  for  his  lielper  a  pension  from 
the  town  council  of  Cherbonro-  to  assist  his  studies 
and  to  carry  him  to  Paris.  It  did  not  go  very  far, 
and  it  was  neither  promptly  nor  fully  paid,  yet  it  is 
evidence  of  the  esteem  in  which  Millet  had  come  to 
be  held.  M  e  may  pause  for  a  moment  and  consider 
how  many  young  men  pensioned  by  their  native  ]»lace 
would  like  posterity  to  believe  that  they  had  been 
badly  treated  all  their  lives.  The  very  fact  of  the 
pension  having-  been  granted  is  enough  to  evince  an 
appreciation  tlattering  to  any  youth,  however  gifted 
he  may  be,  and  however  famous  he  might  become. 

Strengthened  by  the  promise  of  this  pension, 
:\iiii  et  went  off  to  t  he  capital,  but  bis  first  experiences 
there  were  far  from  satisfactory.  His  mother  and 
grandmother  had  wept  as  they  spoke  of  the  tempta¬ 
tions  of  Paris,  and  generally  jMillet  looked  forward  to 
his  new  hfe  with  some  apprehension.  Rut  he  was 
upheld  in  all  his  despondent  thoughts  by  the  know- 
ledg'e  of  the  treasures  in  the  Louvre  and  other 
collections  of  pictures.  He  arrived  in  Paris  early  in 
1837,  being  twenty-two  years  old  and  having  just 
suiiicient  knowledge  of  city  life,  learned  at  Cherbourg, 
to  keep  him  from  going  wrong.  Rut,  indeed,  he  had 
as  a.  youth  the  feelings  of  a  celibate,  and  what  are 
considered  the  ordinary  temptations  of  life  bad  no 
attractions  for  him.  “  I  got  to  Paris,^^  he  says  him¬ 
self,  “^'one  Saturday  evening  in  Janua’-y,  in  the  snow. 
The  light  of  the  street  lamps,  almost  extinguished  by 
the  fog,  the  immense  number  of  horses  and  waggons 
passing  and  re-passing’,  the  narrow  streets,  the  smell, 
and  the  air  of  Paris,  went  to  my  head  and  my  heart 
so  that  [  was  almost  suifoeateil.  .  .  .  Paris  seemed 

to  me  dismal  and  tasteless.  At  first  I  went  to  a  little 
hotel  where  I  spent  the  night  in  a  sort  of  nightmare, 
in  which  I  saw  my  home,  full  of  melancholy,  with 
my  mother,  grandmother,  and  sister  spinning  in  the 
evening,  weeping  and  thinking  of  me,  praying  that  I 
should  escape  the  perdition  of  Paris.  Then  the  evil 
demon  drove  me  on  before  wonderful  pictures,  which 
seemed  so  beautiful,  so  brilliant,  that  it  appeared  to 
me  they  took  fire  and  vanished  in  a  heavenly  cloud.” 

The  friends  to  whom  Millet  took  the  usual  intro¬ 
ductions  were  of  little  u.se  to  him.  They  recom¬ 
mended  him  to  go  to  the  Ecole  des  Reaux  Arts,  but 
the  idea  of  competition  was  roj)ugnant  to  him,  and 
he  speaks  of  the  difficulty  of  getting  people  to  un¬ 
derstand  how  distasteful  to  him  was  the  idea  of 
striving  to  excel  certain  unknown  people  “  in  clever¬ 
ness  and  quickness.”  Another  “’friend”  overcharged 
him  for  his  lodgings  and  forcibly  retained  possession 
of  all  his  linen.  Generally  his  life  was  disquieting; 
but  when  he  found  his  way  to  the  Louvre — which  was 
some  time  after  arrival,  for  he  was  too  proud,  like 
many  country-bred  jieople,  to  ask  his  way  in  Paris — 
he  was  in  a  new  world,  and  no  trouble  of  a  sublunary 


kind  had  any  weight  with  him.  Pie  fairly  revelled  in 
the  great  old  masters,  and  it  is  interesting  to  know 
that  Plichael  Angelo  was  the  greatest  master  of  all  in 
his  estimation.  Ih-a  Angelico  soothed  him,  and  the 
more  modern  Poussin  impressed  him  ;  'Watteau  and 
Roucher  he  despised,  Delacroix  he  admired,  and  very 
curiously  he  thought  the  work  of  Lesueur  strong ; 
this  is  the  painter  who  has  a  little  dark  room  to 
himself  in  the  Louvre,  but  whose  pictures  have  little 
attraction  at  the  end  of  the  nineteenth  century. 

After  much  consideration,  Alillet  entered  the  studio 
of  Paul  Delaroche  “  pour  a])prendre  son  metier,”  as 
he  expressed  it,  for  he  was  quite  alive  to  the  necessity 
of  earning  his  daily  bread.  Rut  after  s))ending  some 
time  there,  learning  nothing  of  real  service,  and  after 
having  various  little  ex])eriences,  he  left  it  in  order  to 
go  on  in  his  own  way.  When  his  fellow-students 
had  become  too  troublesome,  he  would  reply,  “  I  do 
not  come  here  to  please  anybody.  I  come  because 
there  are  antiques  and  models  to  teach  me,  that  is 
all.”  The  immediate  cause  of  his  leaving  was  that 
Delaroche  wanted  a  certain  pupil  to  get  the  Prix  de 
Rome,  and  told  Alillet  if  he  wanted  to  ])lease  him  he 
must  not  compete.  So  Millet  abandoned  the  studio 
where  honest  effort  was  curtailed  by  intrigues,  though 
why  he  did  not  try  to  enter  the  studio  of  Delacroix, 
whom  he  ferventlj^  admired,  has  yet  to  be  explained. 

The  next  few  years  were  the  fullest  of  trouble  in 
Alillet’s  career.  It  was  then  that  he  met  with  the 
hardest  experiences  he  ever  had  to  endure.  He  was 
sensible  that  he  was  misunderstood,  yet  he  also  felt 
that  he  should  try  to  school  himself  to  do  what  the 
people  of  his  time  asked  from  him.  One  of  the  curious 
results  of  this  unhappy  combination  was  to  have 
Millet,  the  peasant-painter  of  France,  making  nude 
pictures  in  the  style  of  Roucher,  whom  he  loathed, 
and  of  \Vatteau,  whose  prettiness  is  the  very  anti¬ 
thesis  of  Millet^s  own  maturer  work.  Refore  snlj- 
mitting  to  this  real  degradation,  he  made  a  great 
effort  to  get  people  to  accept  pictures  as  he  liked 
to  paint  them,  but  they  were  quite  unsaleable ;  and 
he  unwillingly,  but  heroically  for  daily  bread,  set  to 
work  on  nymphs  and  nudes  of  popular  descriptions. 

This  fact  of  Millet  having  even  for  a  time  to 
succumb  to  the  exigencies  of  life  and  fonsake  his  real 
work  in  the  world  in  order  to  gain  a  livelihood,  is  in¬ 
finitely  more  humiliating  than  the  fact  of  his  getting 
into  trouble  because  he  woidd  not  be  false  to  himself. 
It  is  far  more  dignified,  far  more  becoming  of  a  great 
man  to  struggle  on  in  a  good  cause  and  to  suffer  for 
his  opinion,  perhaps  even,  as  Millet  did  in  later  years, 
to  being  in  debt  on  every  hand,  than  to  give  way  from 
what  one  knows  is  right  in  order  to  acquire  the  bread 
which  perisheth,  and  to  obtain  a  rest  from  poverty, 
which,  however  distressing,  is  at  least  honestly 
honourable. 


(Painted  by  Millet.  Engraeed  by  M.  Klinkicht,  from  the  Photograph  by  Practorius.  By  permission  of  the  Publisher.  R.  GHcraiit.\ 

See  Xote  on  page  383. 
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There  were  not^  at  the  same  time,  any  very  great 
number  of  nymphs  a  la  Boueher  produced,  for  Millet 
reeeived  a  good  many  orders  to  paint  portraits,  a 
branch  of  art  he  cultivated  all  his  life.  Sometimes 
he  went  to  his  native  Normandy,  and  when  orders 
for  portraits  failed  him,  he  did  not  disdain  to  paint 
signboards,  for  which  thirty  francs  was  considered  a 
fair  price.  In  1840  he  had  a  portrait  at  the  Paris 
Salon,  and  in  November,  1841,  he  was  married — for 


ajiproved,  he  was  not  well  enough  born  or  old  enough 
to  have  made  an  iniluential  connection,  and  he  never 
was  a  man  to  make  many  friends  even  in  his 
happiest  days,  (lenerally,  in  fact,  his  star  was  in  the 
descendant,  but  when  his  wife  had  died  and  he  was 
left  childless,  without  friends  (he  never  liked  his  first 
wife’s  relations),  with  little  or  no  money,  and  with 
scarcely  any  prospect  of  making  more,  his  star  reached 
its  lowest  point  and  then  began  slowly  to  ascend. 


c 


(From  the  Sketch  by  Millet.  Reproduced  Jyy  Gillot.) 


the  first  time — to  Pauline  Ono,  a  maiden  of  Cherbourg. 
He  removed  to  Paris,  but  his  wife  did  not  thrive 
there,  and  in  1844,  about  two  and  a  half  years  after 
marriage,  she  died  amidst  privations  to  which  Millet 
in  later  years  never  cared  to  allude.  The  year  1844 
was  probably  the  very  severest  in  Millet’s  life.  His 
wife  never  had  been  strong,  and  she  gradually  declined 
in  strength  at  the  very  time  when  her  husband 
became  less  able  to  find  the  means  of  supporting 
her  with  the  necessaries  of  life,  not  to  mention  the 
delicacies  requisite  for  an  invalid.  Scarcely  any  one 
would  buy  his  original  work,  and  pictures  even  ala 
Boueher  and  Watteau  did  not  fetch  over  twenty  francs, 
and  often  not  that.  His  portraits  were  not  always 


Sensier  thinks  that  his  happy  life  finally  ended  when 
he  married  again  and  had  a  family,  but  this  is  a 
mistake,  for  Millet  was  a  joyful  father  of  many 
children,  and  though  he  was  occasionally  altogether 
without  money  or  credit,  he  never  again  felt  the 
extreme  desolation  and  solitude  of  1844. 


Note. — In  view  of  the  extraordinary  amount  of  interest  that 
has  recently  been  awakened  in  this  country  in  the  work  of  Millet, 
owing  to  the  sensational  purchase  of  the  “  Angelus”  for  the  French 
Government  (but  which,  after  all,  is  destined  to  find  a  resting- 
place  in  the  Art  Gallery  of  New  York),  the  Editor  has  taken  the 
unprecedented  course  in  this  IMagazine  of  reprinting  the  en¬ 
gravings  (on  pp.  377,  381,  and  384)  which  have  already  appeared 
in  its  pages,  in  order  that  a  juster  and  a  more  complete  estimate 
of  the  artist’s  life-work  may  he  formed.  These  will  he  followed 
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next  montli  1iy  anothci',  and  concluding’,  series.  In  respect  to  the 
“  Angelas  ”  itself  it  is  interesting  to  know  that  it  is  accepted  on 
all  hands  as  wcll-nigli  the  teclinical  apogee  of  Frenidi  Art,  and 
hailed  hy  Gamhetta,  the  Agnostic— as  it  was  intended  hy  Millet, 
the  painter — as  the  essence  of  religions  sentiment  and  iniqnes- 
tioning  faith.  It  is  true  that  one  of  the  most  eminent  painters 
on  the  Continent  lias  asserted  that  were  its  title  nnknown  the 
[licturc  would  c.xpress  no  detinitc  idea  to  the  speetatnr:  that  the 


gave  M.  t’l’tit,  the  dealer,  an  order  to  hid  £0,000  on  his  hohalf. 
M.  I’etit  secured  it  for  £(),’ino,  and  M.  Secretan,  another  customer 
at  like  terms,  and  IMr.  Vanderhilt  tossed  for  the  possession  of  it. 
The  former  won,  hut  regretting  his  hargain,  ho  re-sold  it  to  hi.s 
dealer  for  £8,000.  Fooling  he  had  hlnndcred,  ho  honght  it  hack 
again,  hnt  this  time  had  to  pay  £12,000,  hai’ing  the  .satisfaction 
of  declining  an  offer  of  £20,000  from  Mr.  llockafeller,  of  New 
Vork.  The  statement  that  IM.  Secretan  jiaid  the  latter  price  for 


LEAVING  FOE.  VVOEK. 

(From  the  I'klnrc  hy  Millet.  Evyraved  hy  C.  Garter,  from  the  1‘hotoyrupli  by  Messrs.  Breenn  avd  Co.) 


man  and  woman  are  no  more  praying  than  deploring  the  rotten¬ 
ness  of  their  potatoes,  lint  Millet  helicvcd,  and  the  world 
confirms  the  heliof,  that  he  h.ad  produced  one  of  tho  most  in¬ 
tensely  religious  pictures  that  had  over  heen  painted,  more  fitted 
to  the  general  drift  of  modern  ideas  than  the  “  Virgins  ”  and 
“  Adorations  ’’  of  a  hygone  age.  The  picture  was  finished  in 
1859,  and  remained  in  the  possession  of  M.  Arthur  Stevens,  with¬ 
out  any  coveting  it.  At  last,  IM.  de  Tract,  the  Belgian  IMinister, 
bought  it  from  him  for  £100.  Later  on  Mr.  .1.  W.  Wilson  pur¬ 
chased  it  from  him  for  £1,1-10,  and  when,  in  1881,  Jlr.  Wilson's 
collection  came  under  the  hammer,  the  late  IMr.  W.  II.  Vanderhilt 


it  is  therefore  a  mi.stakc.  The  dramatic  .sale  of  the  picture  in 
I’aris  for  £22,120  took  jdace  in  one  of  the  most  exciting  scenes 
ever  witnessed  in  a  sale-room,  being  e.xcecdcd  only,  it  is  said, 
hy  that  of  tho  Murillo  “  Conception,”  now  in  the  Louvre,  at  tho 
Marshal  Soult  sale  in  1852,  when  tho  approximate  sum  of 
£24,000  was  reached.  What  adds  to  the  chagrin  with  which 
the  French  regard  the  hugeness  of  the  sum  that  was  hidden  to 
retain  possession  of  their  masterpiece,  is  the  fact  that  no  purchaser 
among  connoisseur.s  or  collectors  could  he  found  to  buy  the  work 
at  Millet’s  price  of  .£80,  and  that  their  own  judges  of  the  Salon 
repeatedly  and  h.ahitually  declined  to  receive  his  work. 
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AN  ARTIST’S  HOLIDAYS. 

By  J.  E.  HODGSON,  R.A. 


ECEMBEll  is  hardly 
the  mouth  to  be  writ¬ 
ing  of  holidays.  All 
well-regulated  families 
are  in  winter  quar¬ 
ters  ;  paterfamilias  has 
dropped  his  jaunty 
mood,  the  airy  treat¬ 
ment  of  serious  sub¬ 
jects,  the  careless 
pococurauteism  that 

From  the  Drawing  hij  J.  E.  Hodgson,  R.A.  sat  SO  gracefully  Oil 

Er^graved  hy  Miss  A.  Bergmann. 

his  holidays.  He  is  once  more  serious  and  thoughtful ; 
he  is  apt  to  reply  vaguely  and,  when  surprised,  even 
snappishly  to  his  pert  daughters ;  the  cares  of  busi¬ 
ness  are  upon  him.  Yet,  nevertheless,  round  many  a 
hearth,  holidays  are  still  the  topic  of  conversation. 
The  subject  is  not  lit  up  by  the  sunny  glow  of 
anticipation,  but  by  the  soberer  lunar  radiance  of  re¬ 
trospection  ;  it  is  being  discussed  from  the  scientific 
standpoint  of  experience.  From  the  north,  the  south, 
the  east,  and  the  west,  the  families  have  been  gathered 
together  into  their  homes,  bringing  with  them  their 
varied  experiences ;  whilst  in  far-away  countries — 
in  Irish  cabins,  Highland  crofts,  in  Lapland  and 
Norwegian  huts,  in  Russian  isbui,  in  Swiss  chalets, 
in  Holland,  and  Belgium,  and  Germany,  in  France, 
Italy,  and  Spain — guides,  hunters,  porters,  toilers  of 
all  sorts,  are  enjoying  rest,  and  are  counting  up  the 
gains  of  their  season,  and  how  much  has  fallen  to 
their  share  of  the  vast  overspill  of  English  wealth. 
The  holiday  of  an  English  family  is  an  event  of 
European  importance,  the  solvency  of  states  may 
turn  upon  it,  the  life  or  death  of  individuals  may 
depend  upon  it ;  and  to  the  family  itself  it  is  a 
matter  of  no  small  moment.  It  is  the  result  of 
months  of  anticipation,  often  of  much  frugality  and 
self-denial ;  what  deep  discussions  precede  it,  what 
porings  over  guide-books  and  books  of  travel,  what 
eager  questionings  of  travellers,  what  agonies  of 
preparation  !  The  leader  of  the  party  probably  insists 
on  a  minimum  of  baggage,  and,  behold,  the  things 
utterly  indispensable  cannot  be  redueed  to  the  mini¬ 
mum  required  !  What  plannings,  what  despair,  what 
furtive  tears  even,  in  female  eyes,  when  some  pet  bit 
of  finery  has  to  be  abandoned  !  What  fevers,  what 
nervous  excitement  precede  the  departure  of  a  family  ! 
And  so  also  with  the  singly  blessed,  do  they  not  also 
have  their  throes,  their  anxious  confabulations  with 
the  tailor,  with  the  gun-maker  and  the  fishing-tackle 
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maker,  their  elaborate  tbouglitfulness  in  preparing  a 
kit  which  is  always  far  too  voluminous,  and  also 
practically  inefficient  ?  And  what  does  it  all  result  in, 
in  nine  cases  out  of  ten,  but  failure  and  disappoint¬ 
ment,  weariness  and  boredom  ?  The  incalculable 
element  will  assert  itself  and  upset  the  best-laid 
schemes.  Paterfamilias  will  be  laid  up  with  the 
gout  at  the  most  inopportune  moment,  or  mater- 
familias  have  an  attack  of  headache ;  the  weather 
may  be  bad,  and  the  people  they  come  in  contact 
with  uncongenial ;  the  sportsman  may  find  the  birds 
wild  and  the  rivers  run  dry  :  in  fact  there  are  a 
thousand  and  one  chances  against  a  holiday  turn¬ 
ing  out  a  success  and  bringing  with  it  unalloyed 
enjoyment.  A  man  of  mature  years  may  count  such 
lucky  incidents  in  his  experience  on  the  fingers  of  one 
hand.  In  most  cases  we  return  home  from  what 
the  Fates  in  bitter  irony  of  our  helplessness  insist 
upon  our  calling  a  holiday,  heartily  glad  it  is  over,  and 
secretly  sorry  we  ever  undertook  it.  Disappointment 
dogs  the  footsteps  of  high  hopes,  and  our  greatest 
enjoyments  come  upon  us  unawares  when  we  least 
expect  them,  and  when  we  have  not  previously 
befooled  ourselves  by  anticipations  of  impossible 
delights.  But  that  man  has  been  unlucky  indeed 
who,  when  he  looks  back  upon  his  life,  cannot  recall 
moments  of  pure  unalloyed  enjoyment,  bright  sunny 
memories  which  light  up  the  vista  of  the  past  and 
hide  its  sorrows  and  disappointments.  Thoroughly 
to  enjoy  holidays  requires  a  peculiar  turn  of  mind  j  T 
am  conscious  of  possessing  that  turn  of  mind  to  an 
extent  which  almost  amounts  to  genius,  and  sage 
experience  bids  me  declare  that  I  do  not  consider  it 
the  most  practical  or  useful  of  possessions.  But, 
nevertheless,  who  is  the  judge  or  where  the  tribunal 
capable  to  fix  a  value  upon  our  mental  and  spiritual 
gifts  ?  Before  what  court  can  the  question  be  tried, 
except  that  Supreme  One  which  shall  sit  beyond  the 
realms  of  time  and  call  us  to  account  for  the  use  we 
have  made  of  the  faculties  entrusted  to  us?  We 
may  accept  it  as  established  and  incontestable  that  to 
be  a  man  of  one  idea,  to  bend  all  your  energies  in  one 
direction,  to  be  for  ever  driving  the  same  nail,  is  the 
sure  road  to  success  ;  but  may  it  not  be,  that  before 
that  Supreme  Tribunal  to  which  I  have  just  alluded, 
such  an  one  may  be  found  guilty,  guilty  of  wilful 
blindness,  of  shutting  up  the  gates  and  avenues  of 
the  soul  and  of  paying  no  heed  to  the  voices  which 
called  upon  him  daily,  from  under  the  leaves,  out  of 
the  gloom  of  forests,  in  the  Hash  of  waterfalls,  and 
from  the  sunny  sky  ? 
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The  universe  is  vast,  full  oi:  manifold  activitv^  and 
infinite  beauty;  it  is  retieeted  in  the  human  mind, 
but  dwarfed  and  shrunk  as  is  the  prospect  when 
seen  through  the  wrong-  end  of  a  telescope  ;  but  does 
not  the  bare  j^erception  of  its  vastness  and  its  g-lory 
stimulate  ns,  does  it  not  raise  ns  to  a  higher  state  of 
existence,  to  a  state  of  existence  incomparably  higher 
than  the  mere  successful  carrying  out  of  one  idea  ? 

Our  souls  are  caged  and  immured,  tied  down  by 
the  necessities  of  life.  Our  escape  is  the  holiday. 
Beneficent  Nature  is  waiting  open-armed  for  us,  ready 
to  feed  us  from  her  nndtitudinous  breasts.  As  she 
bends  over  us,  the  hot  tears  drop  down,  tears  of 
compassion  and  sympathy ;  we  know  not  what  is  in 
her  heart,  what  deej)  thoughts  are  moving  in  her 
brain.  are  merely  children  ;  all  we  know  is  that  it 
is  good  for  us  to  be  there,  to  look  abroad,  to  wander, 
to  feel  rapture,  and  to  be  thankful. 

There  is  one  race  of  men — namely,  artists — who 
are  supposed  to  enjoy  perpetual  holidays  ;  it  is  popu¬ 
larly  assumed  that  their  business  is  recreation,  and 
their  work  amusement.  Sir  Daniel  MacNee,  late 
President  of  the  Scottish  Academy,  was  told  by  a 
miller  near  Edinburgh  that  with  his  broad  shoulders  he 
ought  to  be  ashamed  of  sitting  fooling  with  “  thae^' 
sketches — “  he  ought  to  work  ”  :  and  with  people 
much  more  cultured  than  the  Scotch  miller  the  idea 
prevails  that  art  is  an  excuse  for  idleness.  From 
their  point  of  view,  the  objection  is  not  worth  an¬ 
swering;  but  there  is  a  certain  truth  in  it — in  this 
sense,  that  to  surrender  yourself  to  the  influences  of 
nature,  to  allow  your  imagination  and  your  emotions 
to  be  subdued  by  her  beauty,  an  enjoyment  which 
the  mass  of  mankind  can  only  indulge  in  rarely  and 
a,t  long  intervals,  is  the  business  of  the  artisFs  life. 
He  finds  his  work  in  what  constitutes  a  holiday  to 
others.  The  falcon  that  has  to  go  forth  and  fly 
down  some  creature  and  bring  him  to  earth  for  his 
food,  must  look  upon  the  occupation  of  the  humming¬ 
bird  as  purely  frivolous  ;  but  to  hover  about  over 
flowers  is  the  serious  business  of  the  humming-bird^s 
life.  The  rational  theory  of  a  holiday  is  a  period  of 
relaxation,  of  utter  rest  to  the  mind,  which  enables  it 
to  store  up  vigour  for  renewed  exertions.  Idleness  is, 
however,  distasteful  and  hurtful  to  our  faculties  ;  the 
mind  must  be  ke])t  iii  a  state  of  activity,  and  there¬ 
fore  when  we  escape  from  our  ordinary  vocations, 
we  seek  for  some  occupation  by  which  we  shall  be 
engrossed,  interested,  and  amused,  and  the  more  un¬ 
like  our  ordinary  work  it  is  the  more  salutary  is  it 
likely  to  be.  On  this  principle,  to  a  landscape-painter 
in  want  of  a  holiday,  the  most  salutary  thing  might 
be  a  month  spent  at  a  desk  in  an  insurance  office, 
just  as  to  the  insurance  clerk  nothing  is  likely  to  be 
more  beneficial  than  a  month  spent  in  sketching 
from  nature. 


This  is  an  original  suggestion,  which  I  don’t  think 
has  ever  occurred  to  any  one  before,  and  which  has 
certainly  never  been  acted  upon ;  but  it  is  well  worthy 
of  serious  consideration.  There  might  be  practical 
difficulties  in  the  way  of  carrying  it  out;  heads  of 
insurance  offices  might  consider  the  perfunctory 
registrations  of  a  landscape-painter  in  search  of  re¬ 
laxation  as  not  conducive  to  the  regular  conduct  of 
their  affairs  ;  but  that  is  a  difficulty  winch  might  be 
got  over.  The  experiment  might  be  tried,  and,  slum¬ 
bering  in  the  fiery  soul  of  the  landscape-painter, 
there  might  be  discovered  an  unexpected  genius  for 
double  entry.  Artists,  however,  are  often  men  of 
one  idea.  The  idea  is  in  itself  a  beautiful  one,  it  fills 
the  mind  with  holy  and  ennobling  associations,  and 
given  one  single  topic  as  an  object  of  study,  there  is 
none  which  appeals  to  so  many  faculties,  which  is  so 
conducive  to  general  culture,  and  which  opens  the 
mind  to  such  a  wide  j)erception  of  phenomena  and 
their  relations  as  the  study  of  art  and  nature.  But 
this  single-mindeduess  is  not  universal,  neither  can  it 
be  said  that  all  the  best  artists  possess  it,  or  rather  I 
should  say,  to  avoid  using  a  term  which  might  admit 
of  ambiguous  interpretation,  it  is  not  all  the  most 
successful  artists  who  possess  it.  That  general  vigour 
and  activity  of  mind,  that  elasticity  which  enables  a 
man  to  throw  himself,  heart  and  soul,  into  every  pur¬ 
suit,  is  one  of  the  elements  of  success  in  art — it  is  a 
condition  which  must  co-exist  with  the  special  facid- 
ties  requireil ;  and  if  the  reader  will  take  the  trouble 
to  run  over  a  list  of  eminent  artists,  he  will  perceive 
that  they  have  nearly  all  been  many-sided,  taking 
interest  in  a  vast  number  of  subjects.  Etty  occurs 
to  me  as  an  exception,  he  was  certainly  a  man  of  one 
idea  ;  all  his  life  through,  with  head  bent  down,  with 
the  patience  and  ]»ertinaeity  of  a  sleuth-hound,  he 
followed  its  track  till  he  overtook  it.  But  without 
wishing  to  disparage  his  art,  which  we  must  reckon 
amongst  the  triumphs  of  the  British  School,  I  must 
demur  that  it  is  singularly  circumscribed,  not  only  in 
the  object  he  j)roposed  to  himself,  but  even  in  the 
means  he  took  to  attain  that  object.  He  proposed 
one  thing  to  himself,  to  paint  the  naked  body,  and 
yet  his  views  did  not  extend  to  the  fulness  of  its 
beauty,  to  the  grace  of  its  curvature  and  the  perfec¬ 
tion  of  its  structure  ;  they  were  confined  to  the  repre¬ 
sentation  of  the  colour  and  lustre  of  its  skin ;  and  if 
we  can  imagine  Etty  capable  of  harbouring  or  paying 
any  heed  to  such  a  com])anion  as  a  wise  friend,  or  of 
enjoying  what  we  understand  by  a  holiday,  we  can 
see  that  friend  porem[)torily  locking  up  palette  and 
brushes,  dragging  the  reluctant  jiainter  out  of  the 
life-school  of  the  Royal  Academy  into  the  lields, 
amongst  mountains  and  lakes,  there,  by  converse  with 
Nature,  by  the  contemplation  of  h»r  inlinite  fecundity, 
her  capricious  playfulness,  her  lavish  display  of  re- 
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sources,  to  wean  his  mind  from  its  narrow  preoccu¬ 
pation  with  the  technicalities  and  mechanism  of  art. 

All,  me  !  as  I  sit  at  my  desk,  and  (;all  up  before  my 
mind’s  eye,  as  in  some  moving'  diorama,  the  scenes 
of  my  past  life,  how  many  cherished  pictures  rise 
up  before  me — pictures,  alas  !  the  pristine  brightness 
of  which  is  besmirched  and  dimmed  by  the  defacing 
hand  of  time,  and  overspread  with  the  melancholy 
which  belongs  to  days  that  are  no  more,  to  the  sad 
thoughts  of  dear  friends  departed,  and  of  loved  voices 
I  shall  hear  no  more  this  side  the  grave.  As  I  look 
backward,  the  working  days  seem  huddled  together 
into  one  crowded  indistinguishable  mass;  I  compare 
them  to  those  barometrical  charts  ruled  with  parallel 
lines,  across  which  is  traced  the  zigzag  course  of  the 
barometer,  the  ups  of  hope  and  elation,  the  downs 
of  disappointment  and  depression.  The  vivid  pictures 
which  stand  out  from  the  grey  mass  are  all  holiday 
scenes.  In  one  I  am  wrapped  up  in  furs,  under 
myriads  of  stars,  and  gliding  in  a  sledge  over  the 
silent  snows ;  and  then  I  am  tussling  with  a  black 
he-bear',  my  spear  is  in  his  chest,  and  he  grins  hor¬ 
ribly  at  me  as  he  gnaws  its  staff.  Then  the  scene 
changes,  and  I  am  in  a  vast  hall,  crowded  with  men 
in  uniform  and  civilians,  and  with  masked  women  in 
many-coloured  dominos ;  the  crowd  parts,  and  before 
me  stands  the  stately  form  of  the  greatest  humbug 
living,  the  Emperor  Nicholas  of  Russia;  and  then  I 
see  another  celebrity,  a  youth  with  high  cheek-bones 
and  sallow  skin,  with  small  close-set  black  eyes  like 
those  of  a  weasel — he  wears  silver  cartridge-eases  on 
his  breast,  and  a  heavy  dagger  slung  from  a  waist  as 
slender  as  a  girl’s.  It  is  the  son  of  Shamil,  the  hero 
of  Daghestan ;  he  is  now  a  captive  and  hostage  with 
the  Czar.  Then  there  comes  quite  a  gallery  of  sea- 
pieces,  in  one  of  which  I  am  clinging  to  a  stan¬ 
chion,  rapt  and  taken  out  of  myself  by  the  awful 
majesty  of  an  Atlantic  storm  ;  in  another  I  am  in 
a  crazy  little  French  steamer  in  the  Mediterranean, 
the  captain  is  trying  to  lay-to,  and  the  green  seas 
form  an  arch  clean  over  the  paddle-boxes  :  then 
there  are  landscapes  without  number,  quite  a  Front 
collection  of  picturesque  European  towns.  Then  comes 
a  bright  picture  bathed  in  sunshine ;  I  am  riding 
alone  past  the  black  tents  of  the  Ouled  Neel  and  Beni 
Snooss,  with  a  sense  of  utter  freedom  and  independ¬ 
ence  which  makes  my  heart  leap  within  me.  But 
the  most  cherished  of  all  and  also  the  saddest  are  the 
home-scenes.  Human  life  is  like  a  tropical  forest : 
there  are  natures  which  stand  alone,  rooted  in  their 
strength  like  La  Fontaine’s  oak — 

“.  .  .  .  mon  front,  au  Caucase  pareil, 

Non  content  d’arreter  les  rayons  du  soleil, 

Brave  les  efforts  de  la  tempete.” 

And  then  there  are  the  lianas,  frailer  natures  which 
require  support,  which  cling  to  one  trunk  and  then 


send  a  swaying  elastic  branch  to  another,  and  so 
upward.  And  then  there  are  the  trees  of  tardy  growth 
whieh  remain  overshadowed  and  stunted  by  their 
more  precocious  neighbours.  In  looking  back  upon 
life,  we  see  how  all  these  types  were  exemplified,  and 
there  is  a  touching  sweetness  in  the  retrospect.  We 
had  fi'iends;  peace,  eternal  peace,  has  sealed  their  eyes; 
we  think  not  of  their  failings,  but  only  of  the  kindly 
bond  which  once  united  us,  the  universal  bond  of 
fellowship  and  affection. 

,  One  scene  rises  up  before  me  with  uncommon 
distinctness.  I  am  on  the  banks  of  the  Spean,  over 
against  me  a  little  to  the  right  or  east  is  Glen 
Roy,  with  those  strange  parallel  lines  which  puzzle 
geologists.  All  around  stretch  wide  undulating  moors 
and  trees,  not  remarkable  for  picturesqi;eness  or 
typical  of  the  wild  and  savage  grandeur  of  Highland 
scenery,  but  beautified  by  “  changing  zones  of  light 
and  shade,”  and  by  the  many-coloured  growths  of 
heather,  fern,  myrtle,  and  orange  bog-grass.  The 
river  rolls  at  my  feet  over  a  rocky  bed  in  a  constant 
succession  of  rapids  and  deep  pools ;  rapids  and  pools 
beloved  of  the  fisherman,  and  each  known  by  name. 
Memory  loves  to  recall  what  time  the  big  salmon 
rose  under  the  rock  in  the  Corner  Pool,  and  led  me  a 
breathless  and  excited  chase  until  he  fell  to  little 
Angus’  unerring  gaff  some  half  a  mile  below ;  or  when 
in  the  Roy  Pool  the  eighteen-pounder  would  try  and 
make  down  the  water  amongst  the  trees  and  rapids, 
and  had  to  be  held  back  by  sheer  force  and  strength  of 
tackle.  These  are  chance  events  in  an  artist’s  holidays 
which  never  fade  from  his  memory.  They  are  impor¬ 
tunate  trifles  which  will  force  themselves  upon  him  and 
crowd  other  things  much  more  important  out  of  sight. 

On  these  Spean  banks  stands  Corryhoylie  House, 
a  long  stone  building  of  two  storeys.  As  I  enter  its 
ever-open  door  I  find  myself  in  a  large  hall  paved 
with  flagstones ;  at  one  side  is  a  great  table,  and  under 
it  a  medley  of  boots  of  all  sizes  and  of  every  degree 
of  wetness  and  greasiness.  They  are  the  boots  of  the 
Ansdell  family,  or  rather  of  the  boys  of  the  Ansdell 
family,  and  their  name  is  legion.  I  am  the  guest  of 
Richard  Ansdell,  R.A.  By  future  historians  of  British 
art  in  the  nineteenth  century  his  name  will  perhaps  be 
ignored  or  mentioned  slightingly ;  but  he  was  never¬ 
theless  a  remarkable  man,  if  only  for  his  extraordinary 
industry,  facility,  and  productiveness.  As  Washing¬ 
ton  Irving  said  of  Scott  at  Abbotsford,  “  If  he  is 
writing  the  Waverlej^  Novels,  I  don’t  know  where 
he  writes  them;”  and  here,  at  Corryhoylie,  Ansdell  is 
always  ready  to  go  fishing  and  jfiace  his  time  at  the 
disposal  of  his  guests,  and  yet  he  is  painting  all  the 
time.  In  a  small  room  upstairs  there  is  always  a 
picture  on  the  easel,  with  a  group  of  dead  game  laid 
out,  or  a  falcon  tied  up  with  strings  in  an  attitude  of 
swooping — never  a  week  passes  but  something  leaves 
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the  easel  ami  is  packed  away  to  ^Maiichester^  where 
there  is  a  ready  market  for  it.  As  lie  said  to  niCj  The 
public  has  never  seen  the  half  of  what  I  do.''’  His 
industry  never  tlag'g’ed  to  the  last  days  of  his  life  ; 
he  brought  uji  a  large  family  and  jilaced  them  out  in 
the  world  ;  he  lived,  one  might  almost  say,  splendidly, 
and  he  left  a  handsome  fortune  behind  him  ;  and,  if 
we  judge  of  achievements  by  their  diirieulty,  these 
facts  would  point  to  very  uncommon  powers.  As  a 
companion  he  was  most  genial,  most  unaffectedly 
kindly  and  good-natured,  but  tliere  was  a  proud  spirit 
in  the  man  ;  any  slights  or  undue  familiarities  he 
resented  vehemently,  and  did  not  easily  forgiv'e. 


completely  was  it  the  appropriate  setting  to  the 
hgure.  To  AYalker  we  may  truly  apply  Charles 
Lamb's  words  :  “Upon  him  his  subject  has  so  acted 
that  it  has  seemed  to  direct  him — not  to  be  arranged 
by  him."  He  had  the  divine  faculty  of  inward 
sight;  his  vision  was  slow  to  obey  the  summons,  he 
had  to  perform  many  exorcisms  and  incantations, 
but  it  arose  at  last,  and  once  there  he  held  it  fast. 
There  was  a  taint  of  hereditary  disease  in  his  blood, 
and  its  development  was  no  doubt  hastened  l)y  an 
abnormally  irritable  and  sensitive  nervous  system. 
There  was  a  strong'  tie  of  friendship  between  Ansdell 
and  him,  and  nothing  could  be  stranger  than  the 


“THE  SWEET  COMPA.NIONSHII*  OP  NATUKE.” 

(From  the  Drawiiu/  by  J.  E.  ITcdgson,  R.A.  Engraved  by  Miss  A.  Bergmann.) 


Here,  under  his  roof,  there  is  another  artist  of  a 
very  different  stamp,  Frederick  M'alker,  A.R.A. 
Everything  about  him  betokened  an  early  death,  not 
because  he  was  frail  and  delicate,  for  frail  and  deli¬ 
cate  men  sometimes  drag  out  the  thread  of  life  to 
great  lengths,  nor,  as  in  the  case  of  his  ho.st,  was  he 
in  any  danger  from  over-industry  and  application. 
His  mind  was  not  very  cultivated;  he  was  inarticu¬ 
late,  and  his  conversation  gave  no  idea  of  his  powers. 
His  intellect,  I  should  opine,  was  of  rather  a  slow 
and  lethargic  cast.  Never  did  artist  groan  as  he  did 
in  the  throes  of  production.  It  was  painful  to  see 
him  ;  he  would  sit  for  hours  over  a  sheet  of  paper, 
biting  his  nails,  of  which  there  was  very  little  left  on 
either  hand ;  his  brows  would  knit  and  the  muscles 
of  his  jaw,  which  was  scpiare  and  prominent,  would 
twitch  convulsively  like  one  in  pain  ;  and  at  the  end 
all  that  could  be  discerned  were  a  few  faint  ^^encil- 
scratches,  the  dim  outline  of  a  female  figure  perhaps, 
l)ut  beautiful  as  a  dream — full  of  grace,  loveline.ss, 
and  vitality.  A  few  scratches  would  indicate  a  back¬ 
ground,  a  background  which  seemed  a  revelation,  so 


contrast  between  them  ;  the  one  a  man  of  iron  nerve, 
whom  no  fatigue,  no  misfortune  or  annoyance  could 
jierturb — proud,  resolute,  and  self-relying;  the  other 
blown  about  by  every  wind,  childishly  elated  at  one 
moment,  depressed  almost  to  despair  at  the  next.  I 
can  recollect  the  words  of  old  Green,  the  fisherman 
on  the  Spean  : — “  It’s  a  nice  gentleman,  is  Mr. 
Walker;  wdien  he  was  catching  the  first  salmon,  oeh! 
I  never  saw  any  man  so  pleased  whateffer ;  he  wad  be 
making  me  drink  whisky,  and  the  fish  drink  whisky 
too."  AVhen  annoyed  even  by  trifles,  he  was  beside 
himself.  He  had  a  passion  for  telegraphing;  when 
the  fit  was  on  him  he  would  send  off  messages  at  in¬ 
tervals  all  day.  It  was  terrible  to  hear  him  complain 
of  the  injustice  and  ill-treatment  of  which  he  sup¬ 
posed  himself  a  victim,  quite  unreasonably  as  it  ap¬ 
pears  to  me,  as  the  world  seems  to  have  agreed  to 
treat  him  indulgently  as  a  delicate  and  spoiled  child 
of  genius.  He  was  passionately  fond  of  fishing,  and 
seems  rarely  to  have  touched  a  pencil  when  away 
from  home  for  a  holiday.  Once,  when  at  Corry- 
hoylie,  he  lost  a  bank-note  (I  forget  the  exact 


AN  ARTIST'S  HOLIDAYS. 


889 


circumstances),  then  he  set  to  work  and  produced  an 
exquisite  drawing  representing  old  Green,  on  a  rock 
by  the  side  of  the  Spean,  with  a  salmon  just  caught. 
Where  it  is  now,  I  don’t  know ;  it  is  years  since  I 
have  seen  it,  but  it  is  a  gem.  Another  strange  whim 
of  his  was  a  hatred  of  soldiers ;  his  eyes  would  flash 
and  his  pale  cheeks  flush  when  he  spoke  of  them. 
“  They  are  butchers  !  paid  butchers  !  ”  he  would  say ; 


Years  roll  on  apace,  and  I  have  forgotten  how 
many  have  passed  since  I  saw  the  sods  laid  over  his 
grave  in  Cookham  Churchyard;  but  his  fame  is  still 
untouched  by  time,  and  probably  Fama  superha  will 
continue  to  bear  him  safely  on  her  trembling  pinions. 
It  is  the  recollection  of  a  holiday  which  has  called 
up  before  me  the  man  with  his  strange  whims  and 
weaknesses,  the  contradictory,  capricious,  and,  to  some. 


FEED.  WALKEE,  A.E.A.,  AND  E.  ANSDEEL,  E.A. 

{From  the  Drawing  bii  J.  E.  Hodgson,  R.A.  Engraved  hg  H.  Scheu.) 


a  soldier  cannot  be  anything  but  a  brute  !  ”  Some¬ 
times  he  would  utter  a  happy  saying.  On  one  occa¬ 
sion  some  one  was  relating  that  he  had  noticed  a  lady 
walking  before  him,  who  by  her  gait  and  the  turn 
of  her  head  he  thought  must  be  very  beautiful,  but 
she  happened  to  turn  round,  and  disappointed  him. 
“  They  always  do,”  said  Walker.  In  speaking  of 
painting,  he  once  said  that  “  composition  is  the  art 
of  preserving  the  accidental  look,”  which  is  as  good 
as  anything  that  has  been  said  on  the  subject. 

He  had  splendid  gifts ;  but  some  malignant  fairy, 
some  disappointed  godmother  at  his  baptism,  must 
have  filched  away  the  most  essential  concomitant, 
without  which  even  happiness  seems  impossible,  the 
gift  of  a  placid  mind,  and  that  equipoise  of  faculties 
which  leaves  the  mind  serene  and  imperturbable. 


not  altogether  lovable  man.  To  his  friends  he  was 
often  trying,  and  it  was  not  possible  to  help  regret¬ 
ting  that  to  so  much  genius  had  not  been  added  a 
little  more  manliness  and  self-reliance. 

Another  holiday-scene  rises  up  before  me.  I 
seem  to  see  it  through  a  rift  in  dark  clouds,  amidst 
storm,  and  night  and  darkness,  and  angry  waves 
with  phosphorescent  foam,  with  the  gleam  of  light¬ 
houses  red,  white,  revolving  and  still,  flashing  through 
the  gloom.  I  had  accepted  an  invitation  to  join 
three  acquaintances  in  a  yachting  cruise,  and  we  had 
started  from  Southampton  bound  for  Cherbourg,  in 
an  old  schooner  of  some  sixty  tons,  ill-found,  under¬ 
manned — in  other  words,  fitted  out  for  hire.  We  had 
a  “  scratch  ”  crew,  and  were,  it  must  also  be  confessed, 
a  scratch  lot  of  passengers  ;  two  of  my  companions 
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were  utterly  unseaworthy,  water-logg-ecl,  only  with  a 
good  deal  ot  brandy  in  the  water ;  they  were  going 
fast  down  the  steep  road  which  led,  as  it  always  does, 
to  ruin  and  death.  The  tliird  was  the  ornament  of  the 
jnxrty,  lie  was  the  nautical  man,  dressed  in  blue  serge 
with  a  straw  liat,  and  we  called  him  the  skipper. 
After  we  had  passed  through  the  Needles  he  took  the 
helm  ;  the  rest  of  us  sat  on  the  weather  side  of  the 
deck,  propped  u])  against  the  bulwarks.  It  was  a 
beautiful  morning,  and  the  wind  blew  fair  and  fresh. 
From  our  seats  on  the  deck,  as  the  vessel  heaved  or 
sank,  we  conld  see  before  us  under  the  main  boom 


gorgeous  panoply  of  brass  buttons  and  gold  lace  did 
not  inspire  the  awe  I  should  have  expected.  None 
of  these  things  escaped  the  eag'le-eye  of  the  skipper ; 
he  would  allow  himself  only  a  few  minutes  at  lun¬ 
cheon  and  dinner;  he  mistrusted  the  captain,  he  said, 
and  must  be  back  at  the  helm  and  look  after  the  ship. 
The  wind  had  been  freshening  all  day,  and  towards 
evening  blew  half  a  gale;  but  we  only  struck  topsail 
and  carried  on,  expecting  to  make  Cherbourg  before 
nightfall.  Darkness  set  in,  and  yet  no  signs  of  land ; 
there  were  three  men  in  the  bows  anxiously  peering 
into  the  darkness,  when  at  last  we  heard  the  joyful 


A  EOUGH  NIGHT  IN  THE  CHANNEL. 

(^Froiii  the  Drawing  bg  J.  E.  Hodgson,  R.A.  Engraved  by  11.  Scheu.) 


alternately  a  long  strip  of  sunlit  sky,  and  then  an 
expanse  of  sparkling,  foaming  waves. 

It  was  a  brave  sight  to  see  the  skipper.  lie  handled 
the  tiller-ropes  like  a  master;  nothing  escaped  his 
eagle-eye;  he  looked  all  round  the  deck  and  he  looked 
up  aloft,  he  eyed  the  main  cross-trees  and  he  scowled 
at  the  mast-hoops.  Then  he  would  make  some  obser¬ 
vation  about  those  things  to  the  captain,  who  in  his 
turn  would  look  aloft  and  answer  solemnly.  Ever 
and  anon  the  skipper  would  order  the  running-gear 
to  be  readjusted,  the  sheet  slackened,  or  the  peak 
halliards  to  be  made  taut.  It  was  a  brave  sight;  we 
admired  and  we  respected  him ;  we  felt  that  our  lives 
were  in  safe  keeping.  The  captain  would  often  go 
below,  and  as  the  day  wore  on,  he  looked  flushed  and 
spoke  thick.  The  men,  I  noticed,  took  little  heed  of 
him  and  answered  sulkily,  and  it  struck  me  that  his 


shout  of  “Light  ahead  “It  is  the  light  on  the 
west  end  of  Cherbourg  Breakwater,^^  said  the  captain, 
speaking  very  thickly,  “  we  ought  to  have  ma-raade 
it  before  ;  but  I  suppose  the  tide  was  against  us.^'’ 
This  was  glad  news;  we  looked  forward  to  smooth 
water,  a  picturesque  anchorage,  a  glass  of  grog,  and 
a  turn  in  ;  the  wind  rose  more  and  more,  and  howled 
through  the  rigging,  the  ship  sped  onward  with  long 
undulating  lurches,  and  the  masts  groaned  with  the 
pressure  of  the  sails;  the  light  before  us  was  growing 
bigger  and  bigger,  approaching  nearer  and  nearer, 
when  suddenly  a  voice  yelled  out  in  an  accent  which 
startled  us,  “  This  is  not  Cherbourg,  this  is  Alder¬ 
ney!”  Here  we  were,  in  a  pretty  fix;  it  was  ebb 
tide,  and  we  could  not  enter  the  harbour ;  we  were 
carrying  as  much  sail  as  the  ship  could  bear,  before  a 
wind,  and  had  to  put  about  and  get  her  close-hauled. 
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I  naturally  looked  to  the  skipper;  his  profound  ex¬ 
perience,  his  coolness  and  judgment  would  now  stand 
ns  in  good  stead,  especially  as  the  captain  was  not  on 
deck ;  but,  lo  !  he,  too,  resigned  the  tiller  and  dived 
below,  and  when  I  looked  through  the  skylight  I 
saw  him  and  my  two  other  companions  looking  very 
woe-begone,  and  fortifying  themselves  with  grog, 
and  the  captain  upon  inquiry  was  found  to  be  lying 
incapable  on  the  floor  of  the  forecastle.  But  luckily 
the  mate  was  equal  to  the  occasion  :  a  fine  young 
fellow;  I  have  a  pleasure  in  recording  his  name — it 
was  Harry  White,  of  Cowes.  He  took  command ;  the 
cook  also  made  his  appearance,  and  turned  out  alto¬ 
gether  the  “  next  best  man  :  ”  the  foresail  and  fore¬ 
stay  sail  had  to  be  lowered,  the  main  tack  hauled  up 
as  far  as  it  would  go,  and  the  gaff  lowered,  and  then 
the  vessel  was  put  about.  It  was  wet  work  ;  but 
the  rotten  old  craft  behaved  better  than  could  have 
been  expected  of  her ;  but  when  we  got  head-sail  on 
her  again,  the  forestay  parted,  and  we  were  in  danger 
of  losing  our  masts  overboard,  which  we  probably 
should  have  done,  had  not  Harry  W’hite  run  forward 
with  the  running  backstay,  and  made  it  fast  to  the 
stem.  By  this  time  it  was  pitch-dark  and  blowing 
hard ;  we  were  on  a  lee  shore,  with  a  long  beat  to 
windward  before  us  ere  we  could  I’each  Cherbourg. 
I  went  below  to  report  progress,  and  found  my  com¬ 
panions  had  all  turned  in ;  the  skipper  was  in  his 
berth  with  his  head  covered  up  and  would  not  answer 
me;  I  thought  he  was  asleep.  I  lit  a  cigar  and  went 
on  deck  again ;  it  was  very  dark,  very  wet,  and  very 
uncomfortable;  the  men  spoke  little,  but  tramped 
about  in  their  oilskins,  pulling  at  ropes  here  and 
there,  and  talking  occasionally  in  a  low  voice.  Every¬ 
thing  around  us  was  black ;  we  could  only  see  the 
white  crests  of  the  waves,  full  of  phosphorescence. 
High  above  the  bulwarks  a  perfect  deluge  of  spray 
swept  the  vessel  fore  and  aft.  The  mate  came  up  to 
me,  and  asked  me  to  get  out  the  chart  and  lay  it  on 
the  cabin  table.  I  was  glad  of  some  occupation,  and 
knowing  something  of  the  business,  was  able  to 
make  myself  useful  by  identifying  lights  when  he 
gave  me  the  bearings,  and  ticking  off  our  place  on 


the  chart.  We  toiled  on  painfully,  and  I  will  con¬ 
fess  anxiously,  going  about  at  intervals,  in  a  tei'ribly 
angry  sea — when  suddenly,  on  looking  down,  1  saw 
that  all  was  darkness  below.  “  Harry,”  I  called  out, 
“  the  cabin  light  is  out !”  “  Get  it  lit  at  once,”  he. 

said  hurriedly,  and  I  rushed  below.  But  where  were 
the  matches  ?  I  shook  the  skipper — he  did  not 
know  and  did  not  care.  I  went  into  the  after-cabin 
where  the  two  other  men  were  ;  one  of  them  was 
groaning  and  bewailing  his  lot ;  he  had  had  enough 
of  this  foolery,  he  would  take  the  first  train  when 
he  got  to  Cherbourg,  and  return  home  by  steamer. 
“You’ve  got  to  get  there  first,  my  boy,”  I  said  to 
him;  “have  you  got  matches?”  “Where  are  we 
now  ?  ”  he  said.  “  That’s  what  we  want  to  know,  and 
can’t  see  without  a  light.”  Then  I  heard  the  voice 
of  the  mate  roaring  down  the  companion,  “  Look 
sharp  !  Revolving  light  bearing  S.S.E.  broad  on 
starboard  bow.”  There  was  no  attempt  at  “sirring” 
or  “  mistering  ”  me — the  community  of  our  danger 
had  swept  away  the  difference  of  social  position,' 
and  he  ordered  me  about  as  he  did  the  other  men. 
After  a  wild  night,  just  as  daylight  was  breaking, 
we  gained  the  welcome  shelter  of  Cherbourg  Break¬ 
water. 

This  was  the  first  of  several  mishaps  on  that 
adventurous  cruise,  and  when  I  returned  to  South¬ 
ampton  I  mentally  registered  a  vow  never  to  cruise 
in  vessels  fitted  out  for  hire,  or  to  trust  to  the  sea¬ 
manship  of  amateur  yachtsmen. 

These  are  some  reminiscences  of  an  artist’s  holi¬ 
days.  They  are  pleasant  to  look  back  upon,  and,  like 
wine,  they  improve  with  keeping.  The  last  holiday  is 
always  rather  sad  to  think  of ;  it  is  over,  and  another 
year  must  pass  before  we  shall  be  permitted  again  to 
enjoy  ourselves. 

How  elated  we  are  when  we  start  for  a  holi¬ 
day  !  with  what  scrupulous  care  do  we  pack  up  our 
sketching-materials  and  fishing-tackle !  How  dif¬ 
ferently  we  feel  when  we  turn  our  faces  homewards ; 
and  how  careless  and  slovenly  is  our  packing  !  Truly 
no  two  men  are  more  dissimilar  than  is  the  same 
man  at  different  epochs  of  his  life. 
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“  MADONINA.” 

Ry  “  FRANCESCA”  ALEXANDER. 


ISS  ALEXANDER  was  first  introduced  to 
English  art-lovers  by  iNIr.  Riiskin.  It  was 
in  one  of  his  Oxford  lectures  that  ho  announced  his 
discovery  of  an  American  lady  who  could  draw  as  no 
one  had  drawn  since  Leonardoj  and  we  have  for  some 
time  been  hoping  to  jiresent  to  our  readers  some 


home  in  an  okl  Italian  Hotel  in  that  quaint  and 
lovely  Elorentine  piazza,  one  side  of  which  is  taken 
up  by  the  facade  and  cloisters  of  the  Church  of  Sta. 
Maria  Novella.  She  knows  and  loves  the  Italian 
peasant,  and  when  she  aims  at  drawing  some  old 
saint,  her  practice  is  to  seek  out  the  man  or  woman 


specimen  of  this  lady’s  work  rejiroduccd  in  fac-simile 
from  her  original  pien-and-ink  drawing.  All  Miss 
Alexander’s  work  is  in  pen-and-ink,  and  it  is  wrought 
with  such  delicacy  as  to  make  its  rcqiroduction  a 
matter  of  the  utmost  difficulty.  Air.  Iluskin  gave 
up  the  attempt  to  reproduce  it  by  any  process  of 
jiress  printing,  and  contented  himself  in  the  works 
published  by  him  with  photographs  of  the  drawings. 

Aliss  Alexander  is  an  American  lady  by  birth  only. 
She  is  Italian  by  virtue  of  her  long  residence  in  Italy, 
her  sympathies,  and  her  mode  of  life.  She  has  her 


who  has  passed  through  experiences  similar  to  those 
attributed  to  the  saint,  and  she  takes  this  p)erson  as 
her  model  without  reserve. 

Our  Frontispiece  is  a  simple  study  of  an  un¬ 
common  and  very  beautiful  specimen  of  the  Italian 
Contadina.  The  drawing,  of  which  it  is  a  reproduc¬ 
tion,  is  of  a  very  rare  quality  to  which  it  is  impossible 
to  do  complete  justice.  It  came  direct  from  her 
studio  and  is  published  by  jiermission  of  Air.  Iluskin, 
Aliss  Alexander  having  undertaken  to  publish  nothing 
without  his  consent.  JiJ.  R. 
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A  STROLL  THROUGLI  THE  PEABODY  MUSEUAr  AT 
C  A  AIBRID  GE .  M  A  S  SACK  U  SE  TT  S I. 


By  S.  R. 

HE  Pealiody  Museum  of  American  Archaeology 
and  Ethnology  forms  part  of  the  appliances 
for  educational  and  scientific  purposes  controlled  by 
Harvard  College.  Eounded  in  186G  by  the  late 


KOEIILKR. 

sonian  Institution,  for  instance — may  excel  it  in  the 
number  of  specimens,  but  it  is  claimed  that  in  no  other 
institution  of  the  kind  has  the  system  of  verification 
as  to  the  provenance  of  each  object  been  cariled  out 


FIO.  1.— MOUND  BUII, dees'  EOTTEEY  FEOM  AEKANSAS  AND  FLOEIDA, 
{About  J  actual  lieicjht.  Engraved  by  J.  Andreiv.) 


with  such  scrupulous  exactness  as  in  this  museum. 
It  is  clearly  manifest  that  such  verification,  including 
not  only  the  spot  where  an  object  was  found,  but  all 
the  other  (drcumstances  of  its  finding  as  well,  down  to 
the  geological  conditions  of  the  neighbourhood,  is  an 
absolute  necessity  in  the  case  of  objects  surrounded 
with  the  mystery  which  enshrouds  all  American  an¬ 
tiquities.  At  present  a  chronological  classification  of 
these  antiquities  is  quite  impossible  beyond  a  vague 
division  into  “  old and  ‘‘ recent,’^’  based  principally 
607 


George  Peabody,  its  growth  has  been  marvellous,  in 
spite  of  the  fact  that,  like  most  American  museums, 
it  is  forced  to  struggle  along  under  continual  diffi¬ 
culties,  and  to  eke  out  its  income  from  an  insufficient 
endowment  fund  by  small  gifts  wrung  from  wealthy 
patrons  by  incessant  appeals.  The  distinctive  feature 
of  the  museum,  upon  which  its  scientific  value  maiuly 
rests,  is  the  thoroughness  and  accuracy  practised  in 
its  administration  from  the  beginning.  Other  col¬ 
lections  of  American  antiquities — those  of  the  Smith- 
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upon  the  absence  or  presence  of  European  intbicnces. 
To  enable  scientilic  men  to  establish  a  more  detinile 
chronology  and  gain  some  insight  into  the  iire-his- 
torie  period  of  America  is  the  one  great  object  of  the 
Peabody  IMuseum  and  its  administrators.  As  to 
the  claim  put  forward  in  behalf  of  the  museum,  it 
must  not  be  looked  upon  as  a  criticism  of  other  in¬ 
stitutions  having’  similar  aims.  Its  forwardness  in 
this  respect  is  in  part  due,  no  doubt,  to  its  late  found¬ 
ing,  at  a  time  when  the  conditions  under  which 
archaeological  research  must  be  carried  on  were  better 
understood  than  formerly. 

It  is  a  curious  fact,  however,  that — -cxceiit  by  a 
few sjieeialists,  among  whom  arc  to  be  named  Prof.  F. 
AV.  Pulman,  its  curator;  Mr.  Lucien  Carr,  his  assis¬ 
tant;  and  Dr.  C.  C.  .kbbot,  the  author  of  a  book  on 
the  primitive  industry  of  the  native  races — the  ad¬ 
vantages  offered  by  the  museum  have  hardly  as  yet 
been  iitiliscil,  not  even  by  the  cidlege  to  which  it 
belongs.  No  attention  is  given  by  Harvard  to  the 
siiecial  study  of  the  ancient  history  of  America,  and 
it  is  only  (|uitc  lately  that  the  authorities  of  this 
chief  seat  of  learning  in  the  United  States  have  seen 
lit  to  exjiress  their  opinion,  after  a  first  defeat  of  the 
champions  of  the  scheme,  that  a  chair  of  American 
arehieology  and  ethnology  ought  to  be  established. 
That  done,  however,  the  matter  has  again  been  allowed 
to  rest.  Nor  does  Harvard  stand  alone  in  this  apathy 
towards  a  branch  of  study  which  ought  to  be  one  of 
the  princi[)al  concerns  of  every  American  institution 
of  higher  instruction.  So  far  as  the  writer  knows, 
no  college  or  university  in  the  United  States  recog¬ 
nises  the  branch  as  oiu’  to  be  jilaccd  on  an  equal  foot¬ 
ing  with  other  branches,  not  even  in  the  de[iartment 
of  })hilology.  There  is,  indeed,  a  lectureship  for  the 
Indian  languages  of  North  America  established  at 
\ale,  but  the  fact  that  the  lecturer  lives  at  Hartford, 
while  the  college  is  at  New  Haven,  seems  to  argue 
that  his  duties  are  light.  It  is  not  dillicult  to  tind 
an  explanation  for  all  this  a])athy,  bow’ever  much  it 
)nay  be  deplored.  The  very  mystery  wduch  sur¬ 
rounds  the  aidbputies  of  America,  while  it  forms  part 
of  their  pow'er  of  attraction,  tcuuls  also  to  hold  students 
aloof  from  them.  We  have,  in  truth,  no  ])oint  of 
contact  wdth  them.  With  the  antiquities  of  the  Old 
AVoi’ld,  on  the  other  band,  it  is  quite  different.  Our 
own  civilisation  rests  u])on  the  conditions  under  which 
they  were  produced,  and  hence  every  new  discovery 
that  is  made  appeals  directly  to  us.  Not  to  sjieak  of 
tlie  later  monuments,  which  satisfy  our  longing  for 
beauty,  w’e  tind  even  in  the  rudest  and  oldest  remains 
of  Flurope  and  Asia  the  documents  necessary  to  eluci¬ 
date  a  past  which  we  have  come  to  consider  as  our 
owm,  and  it  is  not  a  rare  occurrence  that  by  an  inge¬ 
nious  ja’ocess  of  reasoning  a  primitive  jdece  of  pottery 
or  of  metal-w’ork  is  transformed  into  a  key  wdierewith 


to  unlock  the  hitherto  hidden  meaning  of  a  passage 
in  Homer  or  some  other  old  author.  Jt  wouUl  bo  in 
vain  to  look  for  anything  of  the  kind  from  the  study 
of  American  antiquities.  Nevertheless  such  a  study 
is  very  far  removed  from  barrenness.  For,  after  all, 
the  core  of  the  study  of  Old  AVorhl  antiquities  is  the 
study  of  the  development  of  man  in  the  absti'act.  To 
know’  ourselves  as  men,  and  not  only  as  Celts,  Teutons, 
or  Slaves,  to  unravel  the  threads  wduch  lead  backward 
from  our  present  condition  to  the  very  beginnings  of 
our  devolojunent,  must  necessarily  be  the  last  aim 
of  historical  re.search,  and  in  such  a  study  the  mate¬ 
rial  furnished  liy  America  is  of  quite  a-  special  value. 
For  it  is  precisely  the  isolation  of  the  aborigines  of 
America  from  the  inlluenees  which  moulded  the  Euro- 
jvean  races  that  g’ives  inquirtanee  to  them  for  com- 
jiarative  study,  and  lends  extraordinary  interest  to 
the  resemblances  as  w’ell  as  to  the  differences  that 
may  be  brought  to  light  in  its  pursuit. 

In  a  study  like  that  here  outlined  the  development 
of  the  art  instinct  in  the  judmitive  races  of  America 
must  i)lay  a  conspicuous  jiart.  Rut  of  all  the  various 
aspects  w'liich  the  aidhjuities  of  the  New  AVorld  pre¬ 
sent,  this  has  been  the  most  neglected.  In  the 
general  histories  of  art  the  sulqect  is  dismissed  with 
a  few  remarks  on  the  teoeallis  of  Alexico,  the  ruins  of 
Yucatan, and  the  sculptures  of  Tiahuanueo;  and  special 
works  upon  the  subject,  more  particularly  on  the  in¬ 
dustrial  arts  of  the  ancient  Americans,  still  remain  to 
be  w'l’itten.  And  yet  the  material  for  these  studies 
is  even  now  vast,  and  is  growing  from  day  to  day. 
To  become  convinced  of  this  fact  it  needs  only  an 
ordinarily  observant  stroll  through  tbe  rooms  of  the 
Pealjody  jMuseum,  and  to  supply  a  guide  in  such  a 
stroll  for  a  visitor  interested  in  art  is  the  aim  of  these 
articles. 

The  Peabody  Museum  contains  specimens  gathered 
from  nearly  all  parts  of  the  continent — from  Alaska 
and  the  British  Provinces  to  Tierra  del  Fuego,  and 
the  temptation  is  great  to  endeavour  to  examine  the 
collections  in  geographical  progression  from  north 
to  south.  It  will  he  necessary,  how’ever,  to  curb  our 
desire  for  knowledge  and  to  concentrate  our  attention, 
so  far  as  the  present  territory  of  the  United  States  is 
concerned,  uiion  the  relics  of  the  Mound  Builders,  al¬ 
though  by  so  doing  we  shall  have  to  forego  the  oppor¬ 
tunity  of  examining  the  interesting  collections  from 
Colorado  and  New  Mexico,  or,  in  other  words,  from  the 
territory  occupied  by  the  sedentary  or  Pueblo  Indians. 
The  antiquities  of  the  eastern  or  New  England  States, 
as  W’ell  as  those  from  the  Pacilic  coast,  wm  can  pass 
over  less  regretfully,  as  their  artistic  interest  is  slight 
compared  with  those  from  other  jiarts  of  the  United 
States.  It  is  lit,  moreover,  that  special  attention 
should  be  given  to  the  “  Mound  Room,'’’’  as  it  re2)re- 
sents  the  results  of  what  may  be  called,  in  the  truest 
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sense  of  the  word,  the  muscum^s  own  work,  since  the 
largest  part  of  the  objects  shown  liere  was  brouglit 
to  liglit  through  excavations  undertaken  by  its  cura¬ 
tor,  or  by  assistants  working  under  his  instructions. 

The  territory  from  which  have  been  gathei'cd  the 
relics  of  the  mysterious  and  once  numerous  and 
powerful  race,  designated,  for  want  of  a  better  name, 
as  the  “Mound  Builders^’’ — from  the  elaborate  earth¬ 
works  thrown  up  by  them — covers  the  present  States 
of  Michigan,  Iowa,  Ohio,  Missouri,  Kentucky,  Ten¬ 
nessee,  and  Arkansas,  with  a  spurt  into  Dakota 
towards  the  north-west,  and  another  into  Florida 
towards  the  south-east.  It  will  be  seen  that  this 
area  comprises  in  the  main  the  States  known  as  the 
Central  States,  drained  by  the  Mississippi,  Missouri, 
and  Ohio  rivers.  Thanks  to  the  universal  custom  of 
the  old  peoples  of  the  earth  of  bur3ing  with  the 
dead  not  only  ceremonial  vessels  and  other  objects 
held  sacred,  but  also  the  utensils,  weapons,  &e.,  habi¬ 
tually  used  or  specially  valued  by  them,  we  find  in 
the  burial  mounds  of  the  Mound  Builders,  of  whom 
otherwise  we  know  so  little,  material  sufficient  to  give 
us,  not,  indeed,  a  record  of  their  history,  but  at  least 
a  tolerably  fair  idea  of  their  achievements  in  the  arts. 
And  as  earthenware  is  the  least  destructible  of  all 
the  classes  of  objects  thus  buried,  it  stands  to  reason 
that  pottery  shouM  preponderate  in  this  Mound  Room 
quite  as  much  as  in  other  collections  of  pre-historic 
antiquities.  It  is  very  likely,  therefore,  that  the 
general  visitor  will  overlook  the  Hint  arrow  and  spear 
heads,  the  stone  hammers  and  cells,  the  ornaments 
and  utensils  of  shell  and  of  copper,  and  the  knives, 
pins,  needles,  and  other  objects  of  bone — not  to  men¬ 
tion  the  ghastly  array  of  skulls  and  tibiae,  which 
give  to  an  ethnological  museum  the  appearance  of  a 
charnel  house — and  will  devote  himself  wholly  to  the 
examination  of  the  ceramics.  And  in  this  we  shall 
mainly  follow  him  ;  for  while  the  stone,  shell,  and 
bone  implements  and  ornaments  already  show  an  un¬ 
mistakable  striving  after  the  beautiful,  most  of  them 
are  yet  too  elementary  in  character,  and  too  subtile 
in  their  distinctions,  to  arrest  our  attention  here. 

Before  we  proceed,  however,  to  describe  some  of 
the  specimens,  it  will  be  necessary  to  say  of  old 
native  American  pottery  in  general  that  none  of  it 
is  wheel-made,  as  the  wheel  was  not  known  to  the 
aborigines  until  after  its  introduction  from  Europe. 
According  to  Professor  Putnam,  all  ancient  American 
pottery  may  be  divided,  according  to  its  method  of 
manufacture,  into  four  classes — (1)  Made  of  a  lump  of 
clay,  rudely  pressed  into  shape  by  hand ;  (3)  moulded 
or  formed  over  a  stone  or  other  implement  held  in 
the  hand;  (3)  coiled  pottery,  built  up  from  “ropes  of 
clay,”  as  it  were  ;  (I)  cast  in  forms  of  two  halves, 
which  latter  process  was  specially  in  use  among  the 
Peruvians  and  some  of  the  Central  American  tribes. 
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True  glazes  were  not  known  to  these  ancient  potters, 
the  gloss  which  some  of  Iheir  wares  show  being  due 
to  careful  polishing  with  a  smooth  stone,  or  to  a 
kind  of  vegetable  glaze  of  the  nature  of  a  resinous 
varnish.  The  ruder  and  possibly  older  specimens  are 
usually  very  im])erfectly  burnt,  while  those  of  the 
better  elass  are  thoroughly  fired.  In  the  manufac¬ 
ture  of  the  Pueblo  pottery,  and  among  the  races  still 
further  south,  kdns  were  evidently  used.  The  orna¬ 
mentation  consists  of  cordmaking,  thumbnail  marks, 
pinched  and  punched  patterns,  incised  lines,  relief 
modelling  (for  knobs,  heads,  &c.),  smoking  to  colour 
the  clay  black,  and  painting  with  a  few  earth  colours 
(red,  brown,  black,  and  white),  which  in  many  cases 
are  burnt  in,  while  in  others  they  were  only  laid  on 
after  the  firing.  A  technical  collection  in  one  of  the 
cases  of  the  Mound  Room  shows  the  yarious  pro¬ 
cesses  just  alluded  to,  from  the  natural  clay  to  the 
finished  vessel.  In  another  room  the  method  of 
making  coiled  pottery,  as  still  practised  by  the  Indian 
tribes  of  Southern  California  and  by  some  of  the 
natives  of  Mexico,  is  illustrated  by  specimens  from 
both  localities.  A  modern  Mexican  town  has  also 
furnished  the  means  of  exhibiting  the  rude  primitive 
method  of  shaping  over  forms  and  in  moulds,  while 
still  another  series  illustrates  the  engrafting  of 
European  methods  upon  the  native  work,  dowii 
to  the  production  of  wheel-made  pottery  by  modern 
Mexicans. 

By  the  rude  means  above  described  under  -the 
first  three  heads,  the  Mound  Builders  succeeded  in 
making  earthen  vessels  which  show  an  astonishing 
amount  of  variety  in  shape,  and  in  many  cases  a  no 
less  astonishin"'  feelins:  for  subtile  curves  in  the  out- 
lines.  The  shapes,  as  shown  by  the  accomjianying- 
illustrations  (Figs.  1  and  2),  range  from  flat  dishes 
and  bowls  to  large  kettle-like  vessels,  bottles  with 
long  and  short  necks,  with  or  without  feet  or  circular 
bases  (including  a  few  rare  specimens  with  compli¬ 
cated  triple  necks,  such  as  are  quite  common  in 
Peru),  vessels  in  imitation  of  gourds,  occasional  fancy 
shapes,  and  finally,  as  the  highest,  although  not  the 
most  successful  expression  of  artistic  aspiration,  more 
or  less  direct  imitations  of  animal  and  human  forms. 
As  remarkable  instances  of  refinement  in  shape  and 
precision  in  execution,  some  of  the  vessels  shown  in 
our  first  illustration  are  specially  worth  noting.  The 
finest  of  the  Mound  Builders’  pottery,  however,  more 
particularly  as  regards  finish  and  decoration,  comes 
from  Arkansas.  The  larger  of  the  two  bottles  figured 
in  the  first  engraving,  although  not  over-refined  in 
form,  challenges  attention  in  this  respect  for  its  well- 
drawn  scroll  decoration  in  brown,  red,  and  white,  so 
skilfully  disposed  that  it  offers  a  symmetrical  figure 
from  whatever  side  it  is  seen.  A  similar  scroll,  but 
in  incised  lines,  is  seen  also  upon  the  fragment  of 
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a  well-shaped  bowl  (see  Fii>-.  1)  from  a  inouiul  in 
Fluritla.  On  the  whole  it  may  be  said  that  the 
jiainted  and  incised  deeoratiou  on  the  Mound  Rnilders’ 
pottery  is  sini]>le  and  chaste,  with  a  marked  inclina¬ 
tion  towards  curved  lines,  d'he  relief  decoration, 
cspeeiallv  when  it  assumes  aninnd  or  human  sha})es, 
is  less  attractive. 


ornamental  knobs — new  evidence,  it  would  seem,  first 
distimtly  brought  out  by  Professor  PutnauFs  re- 
searche.s,  that  all  art  begins  with  naturalism,  and 
that  conventionalisation  is  a  later  stage.  The  human 
shapes  (see  Fig.  2),  although  not  as  grotesque  as 
some  of  those  which  we  shall  meet  with  in  the  more 
southern  parts  of  America,  still  show  already  that 


riG.  -J, — JIOUMD  BUILDEES’  POTTl'lEY  FROJl  MISSOUEI  AND  AEKANSjVS. 
(About  i  actual  he'ujht.  Engraved  by  J.  Andrew.) 


The  disposition  of  animal  forms  about  these  and 
similar  vessels  is  very  curious,  the  head  being  placed 
on  one  side,  the  tail  opposite  to  it,  and  the  legs,  f  ns, 
or  wings,  as  the  ease  may  be,  on  the  two  remaining 
sides.  (See  fish-shaped  dish  from  Arkansas  in  Fig. 
2.)  It  is  interesting  to  note-,  also,  how  these  animal 
elements  are  gradually  conventionalised,  losing  their 
form  by  degrees  until  they  are  transformed  into  mere 


tendency  towards  a  low  humour  noticeable  in  most 
similar  attempts  of  the  aboriginal  artists  of  America. 
A  very  remarkable  exception  is  seen  in  the  large 
head-shaped  vessel,  of  a  light  buff  colour,  from 
Arkansas  (Fig.  2).  Among  the  many  thousands  of 
vessels  disinterred  from  the  mounds,  not  more  than 
three  or  four  have  been  found  resembling  the  one 
here  figured. 


397 


THE  BARBIZON  SCHOOL. 

JEAN  FllANgOIH  MILLET.-II. 

By  DAVID  CBOAL  tllOMSON. 


IT  was  in  Novembor,  1815,  that  Millet  re-married, 
and  this  time  he  fortunately  got  a  wife  who 
could  aj)preeiate  and  sympathise  with  him.  Her 
maiden  name  was  Catherine  Lemaire.  She  bore  a 
large  family 
and  had  suffi¬ 
cient  domes¬ 
tic  cares,  but 
she  never 
grumble  d, 
never  seems 
to  have  lost 
courage,  and 
she  was  ever 
a  source  of  se¬ 
cret  strength 
to  her  hus¬ 
band.  "What 
does  it  mat¬ 
ter  to  a  man 
after  all,  even 
though  pinch¬ 
ed  and  pushed 
on  every  side, 
while,  in  the 
words  of  the 
old  school 
song,  “  there 
is  love  at 
home  ”?  Once 
in  later  time 
Millet  was  so 
closely  press¬ 
ed  that  he  had 
no  money  at 
all,  and  the 
whole  family 
were  in  a  state 
of  semi-star¬ 
vation  ;  but 
compare  this 
even  at  its 
worst  with  the  e.Yperience  of  Theodore  Rousseau, 
“  whose  house  was  often  a  hell,^'’  although  he  was 
comparatively  well  off,  and  we  can  realise  that  after 
all  Millet’s  lot  was  not  by  any  means  the  worst  of 
the  nineteenth  century  painters. 

Millet  now  settled  down  to  live  in  Paris,  and  he 


gradually  got  into  a  distinct  character  of  painting  of 
his  own.  His  recollections  of  Boucher  developed  into 
rare  skill  into  ])ainting  naked  figures,  but-  in  such 
a  manner  as  to  reeall  nothing  of  the  insipidity  of  the 

last  c(‘ntury 
]>ainter,  and 
Millet  was  so 
successful  in 
this  way,  that 
he  painted  a 
considerable 
number  until 
he  became 
w  hat  \\'  a  s 
known  as  a 
})ainter  of  the 
nude.  This 
was  a  reputa- 
tion  which 
took  some 
time  to  grow, 
and  it  was 
even  in  a 
11  0  u  r  i  s  h  i  n  g 
condition  be¬ 
fore  Millet 
heard  of  it 
accidental!}'. 
Standing  be¬ 
fore  a  dealer’s 
window  which 
contained 
“  W  o  m  e  n 
Bathing,”  he 
overheard 
himself  called, 
by  a  casual 
])asser-by  who 
was  looking  at 
the  picture, 
“Millet  who 
paints  only 
naked  women,”  and  the  whole  situation  was  re¬ 
vealed  to  him.  He  was  deeply  wounded,  for  he 
knew  he  could  do  other  kinds  of  work,  so  he  deter¬ 
mined  to  leave  the  nude  entirely,  and  his  wife  heartily 
supporting  him,  he  threw  himself  once  more  into 
the  struggle  with  poverty. 


MILLET  IN  MIDDLE  AGE. 

(Frum  the  Portrait  by  nimself.) 
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And  thou  puhlio  affair.-  i'lirthor  helped  to  em- 
harrass  him.  In  the  Revolution  of  I'^IS  iMillet, 
like  everyone  else,  was  compelled  to  carry  a  musket, 
and  he  saw  active  service  at  the  barricades.  After 
this  he  had  to  try  all  sorts  of  ideas  in  order  to 
obtain  a  living’,  but  as  jiolitieal  affairs  ipiieled  down 
he  found  more  opportunities  of  selling’  his  works. 
In  Is  19  he  made  the  momentous  change  from  Paris 
to  Rarbizon.  The  immediate  cause  of  his  quitting 
Paris  was  the  cholera,  but  he  had  long'  felt  that 
residence  in  a  city  was  not  convenient  for  him, 
he  never  could  obtain  a  genuine  country  person  to 
paint,  and  he  missed  the  pure  air  and  scenery  of  the 
country;  so  that  the  change  would  certainly  have 
come  sooner  or  later. 

Rousseau  and  Hiaz  were  both  at  Rarbizon  and  were 
already  inhabitants  of  some  years^  standing’,  but  it 
was  later  that  the  great  friend.shlp  between  them  and 
iMillet  grew  up.  Diaz  and  iMillet  knew  each  other 
better  than  Rousseau  and  Millet,  but  it  was  yet  to  be 
a  long’  time  before  they  felt  they  knew  each  other 
well.  iMillet^s  life  on  the  whole  at  Rarbizon  was  one 
of  both  peace  ami  pleasure.  Often  in  the  after  time 
he  was  worried  by  debts  and  troubled  by  uncertain 
j)rospects,  but  the  true  tone  of  his  life  in  the  Eorest 
of  Eontainebleau  was  his  frequent  expression,  “  I  do 
not  know  anvthing’  more  delicious  than  to  be  on 
the  heather  and  look  nj)  to  the  sky;’’’  and  in  one  of 
his  letters  he  says,  ‘Mf  you  could  see  how  beautiful 
the  forest  is,  it  is  so  calm,  with  such  a  terrible 
grandeur,  that  I  feel  myself  really  frightened.”  This 
life  at  Rarbizon  was  almost  that  of  the  peasant.  In 
the  mornings  he  attended  to  his  garden,  and  in  the 
afternoons  he  painted  in  his  studio.  iMillet  became 
thoroughly  attached  to  Rarbizon,  and  never  sought 
to  leave,  although  more  than  once  he  returned 
to  his  old  home  in  Xormandy.  Rut  his  grand¬ 
mother  and  mother  died,  and  the  farm  and  all  the 
familv  belongings  were  divided,  and  there  was 
very  little  attraction  for  the  painter  away  from 
Rarbizon. 

It  was  here  that  iMillet  painted  most  of  his  best- 
known  pictures — “  The  Sower,”  “  The  Angelus,” 
‘■'The  Gleaners,”  and  all  those  peasant  pictures  so 
well  known  to  the  world,  and  for  which  he  is  chiefly 
admired.  d'he  three  pictures  named  are  probably 
the  most  interesting.  A  few  words  may  be  de¬ 
voted  to  considering  the  artist’s  wofifin  these  famous 
works. 

The  Sower”  exj)resses  the  feeling  of  the  labourer 
who  goes  forth  bearing  precious  seed,  hoping  that 
his  return  will  not  fail  to  come  forth  in  due  time. 
He  throws  the  seed  into  the  well  -  ploughed  land. 
He  strides  across  the  furrows  with  slow  majestic 
pace,  for  he  feels  the  importance  and  dignity  of 
his  task. 


The  Gleaners  ”  represents  the  end  of  the  harvest, 
which  has  been  plentiful  enough  to  allow  of  some¬ 
thing  being  left  to  the  poor  gleaners.  Three  women, 
bent  to  the  earth,  slowly  cross  the  cut  field,  gathering 
into  little  sheaves  the  stalks  which  have  fallen  aside 
from  the  rea])ers.  The  harvest  has  come,  and  will 
soon  Ije  jiassed.  In  the  distance  the  farmer  himself 
superintends  the  stacking  of  his  corn,  and  the  whole 
scene  is  typical  of  earthly  requirements  fulfilled.  It 
needs,  however,  the  third  picture  to  C’omj)lete  the 
sentiment. 

“  The  Angelus  ”  embodies  the  feeling  of  gratitude 
which  causes  all  faithful  labourers  to  give  thanks  at 
the  end  of  their  toils.  Here  in  the  fields,  amongst 
the  unsophisticated  Erench  peasantry,  the  act  of  de¬ 
votion  is  open  and  unconstrained.  A  man  and  a 
woman,  simple  pa//s/n/s  who  have  been  at  work  until 
their  sacks  are  filled,  bend  in  humble  thankfulness  to 
their  Creator  as  the  bell  in  the  distant  village  church 
chimes  out  the  time  of  evening'  prayer.  In  the  open 
fields,  when  the  goodness  of  God  is  seen  at  everv 
turn,  it  is  not  difficult  to  be  avowedly  ])ious.  In  the 
crowded  city,  where  a  Supreme  Reing  is  so  seldom 
directly  felt,  it  is  not  so  easy.  These  three  pictures, 
based  on  a  knowledg'e  of  the  Rible,  of  Virgil,  and  of 
humanity,  embrace  all  that  is  best  in  iMillet’s  work, 
in  their  dignity,  their  simplicity,  and  their  devout¬ 
ness.  It  is  on  these  and  fhe  others  of  the  same  char¬ 
acter  that  iMillet’s  reputation  rests.  Such  works 
had  not  been  done  before,  and  so  far  at  least  no  one 
has  dared  to  take  up  the  mantle  which  fell  from 
iMillet’s  shoulders. 

Very  often  Millet’s  life  at  Rarbizon  was  not  very 
comfortable,  at  least  in  the  way  that  many  people 
look  at  things  in  these  luxurious  times  ;  but  we  have 
to  recollect  that  iMillet  was  born  and  bred  a  peasant, 
and  necessaries  of  life,  not  of  the  finest  quality,  were 
all  that  was  sought  by  him.  Occasionally  he  had 
severe  trouble  with  debts,  but  in  this  he  was  not 
much  worse  than  many  other  men,  as  well  as  many 
other  artists,  and  he  never  grumbled  very  much  him¬ 
self.  His  somewhat  headstrong  friend  and  biographer, 
accustomed  himself  to  the  lap  of  luxury,  seems  to  have 
taken  iMillet’s  monetary  troubles  too  seriously.  After 
relating  the  straits  to  which  Millet  found  himself 
reduced,  and  (quoting  a  doleful  letter  to  this  effect, 
Sensier  gives  another  letter  immediately  following, 
and  qn’esumably  of  similar  date,  in  which  this  remark¬ 
able  sentence  apq)ears — “  My  qn’ojects  for  buying  a 
house  are,  /or  iJie  monietii,  suspended.”  The  ques¬ 
tion  is  how  could  a  man  who  was  apqiarently  so  much 
driven  by  debts  even  dream  of  actually  purchasing 
a  house  of  his  own  ?  Either  it  is  that  iMillet,  when¬ 
ever  he  felt  low-spirited  and  anxious,  sat  down  and 
wrote  to  one  of  his  friends,  or  else  he  was  unconsciously 


THE  SIIEIMIEHDESS  AND  IFER  FLOCK. 
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exagn-eratiiig  his  trouhles  to  himself.  It  is  remark¬ 
able,  however,  that  most  of  these  unhappy  letters  are 
written  to  Sensier,  and  though  it  would  he  unkind  to 
say  that  they  were  eourted  hy  him,  it  is  (piite  certain 
he  had  a  sort  of  savage  pleasure  in  receiving  them, 
and  afterwards  did  all  he  could  to  let  the  world  know 
of  their  existence.  Sensier  acted,  as  has  been  said, 
as  iMillet’s  agent,  receiving  money,  ordering  frames, 
sending  on  colours,  and  looking  about  for  commissions. 


have  recognised  this  himself  and  have  suppressed 
them  almost  entirely. 

Gradually,  however,  the  troubles  of  iMillet  became 
ameliorated.  lie  was  enabled  to  sell  a  little  here 
and  there,  but  at  small  enough  yiriees.  In  1859  (the 
year  of  the  “Angelus^^)  he  received  an  order  from 
the  State  for  a  picture  which  was  hung  in  the  Salon 
of  that  year.  It  was  presented  hy  the  Emperor 
Napoleon  to  the  iMuseum  of  Ilourg-cn-llresse,  but 


THE  SAWYEE.S. 

(From  the  rietiira  hu  Millet.  In  the  Constantine  lonidrs  Collection.  Eii/jraved  hy  II.  Werdmuller.) 


All  this  he  did,  lie  it  clearly  understood,  without  direct 
]>rolit  to  himself,and  inall  probability  without  thinking 
of  the  profits,  which  were  afterwards  realised  on  the 
work  he  became  possessed  of,  and  it  is  quite  certain 
that  he  would  have  done  what  he  did  without  hoj)e 
of  reward.  At  the  same  time  he  is  never  more  satis- 
lied  with  himself  than  when  he  is  dilating  on  the 
“  malaises  cruels,”  “  inquietudes,^’  “  tortures,”  and 
diflicnlties  of  poor  INIillet.  It  was  an  excess  of  love 
for  the  painter  that  inspired  this;  bid,  it  cannot 
now  be  doubted  for  a  moment  that  it  was  quite 
injudicious  to  puldish  these  private  letters  telling 
of  passing  troubles  and  petty  vexations  wbich,  put 
in  print,  rise  from  molehills  into  mountains.  Had 
Sensier  lived  to  see  them  in  print,  he  would  iirohably 


this  is  not  mentioned  hy  Sensier,  although  it  is  surely 
a  fact  that  was  full  of  signillcauce.  lie  was  visited 
and  consulted  by  many  artists  and  art-writers,  and 
finally  he  entered  into  a  contract  to  give  all  pictures 
for  a  certain  sum  of  money  for  three  years,  so  that 
for  this  space  of  time  he  had  peace  from  the  debt 
collector.*  His  children  began  to  grow  up,  his  family 
increased,  and  his  faithful  wife  was  ever  a  comfort 
to  him.  His  only  serious  troiddes  were  monetary 
ones,  and  it  is  really  a  great  puzzle  to  know  how  one 
who  was  a  peasant  in  his  home  could  ever  spend  his 

This  contract,  datcil  14th  jMarch,  1860,  was  between  Arthur 
Stevens  (the  brotlier  of  Alfred  Stevens  the  artist)  and  Millet.  It 
gave  £4  as  the  fixed  price  for  drawings,  and  £120  as  the  highest 
sum  for  the  most  important  painting. 


THE  KNITTER. 


{From  llir  ruintr  hy  Millot.  Eiigrarnl  by  JoiinaKh) 
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income  when  ho  had  12,000  francs  (£180)  a  year  for 
each  of  these  three  years  of  contract.  Even  supposing 
he  was  in  debt  at  the  heginning  of  the.se  three  years 
of  plenty  to  the  enormous  extent  for  one  in  his  posi¬ 
tion  of  £500,  it  is  very  strange  that  hy  the  end  of 
the  second  year  of  contract,  having  been  paid  2  1,000 
francs  (£960),  that  he  had  still  something  to  pay. 
And  when  we  iiud  that  he  was  still  £260  in  debt  at 
the  end  of  the  throe  years’  agreement,  one  marvels 
where  he  could  have  spent  the  money.  Living  in 
Paris  with  many  tcmpt:itions  to  entertain  and  to  spend 
money  ho  could  hardly  have  been  worse.  It  is  to  be 


and  there  he  painted  the  fine  ]iicture  nowin  the  Luxem¬ 
bourg,  “  L’Eglise  de  Greville,”  a  good  example  of 
IMillet’s  later  woik.  But  he  remained  no  longer  than 
he  could  help,  even  in  his  once  much-loved  Normandy. 
On  the  7th  November,  1871,  he  returned  to  Barbizou 
never  to  leave  it. 

Millet  comtnenced  to  \vork  again  in  the  old 
fashion  in  his  familiar  studio,  but  he  had  not  now 
the  same  capacity  for  continued  work.  It  was  only 
with  difficulty  he  could  carry  on.  He  was  offered  a 
commission  to  assist  in  the  decoration  of  the  Pantheon, 
but  although  he  felt  llattered  by  the  request  he  was 


(From  the  tilci'tcli  hi/  iliilin.) 


feared  that,  whether  extravagant  or  not,  Millet  was 
improvident,  or  that,  in  any  case,  neither  he  nor  his 
wife  was  of  a  veiy  thrifty  turn  of  mind. 

At  the  end  of  1807  Millet  was  much  grieved  at 
the  death  of  Theodore  Rousseau,  and  his  own  health 
l)ecame  very  bad  about  the  same  time.  He  was 
severely  tried  by  headaches  of  an  acute  character 
which  gradually  became  worse  as  he  grew  older,  and 
for  the  last  ten  years  of  his  life  he  was  often  so  dis¬ 
organised  as  to  be  quite  unable  to  paint.  In  1870 
during  the  war.  Millet  went  to  Cherbourg  with  all 
his  family.  He  was  distracted  with  the  Prussian 
successes,  ami  expressed  strong  hatred  of  the  con- 
(juerors  of  his  country.  He  was  feeling  more  and 
more  the  beginnings  of  the  weakness  which  was  to  be 
relieved  only  by  death.  From  Cherbourg  he  went 
out  to  Greville  as  soon  as  the  weather  would  permit. 


not  able  to  get  beyond  the  charcoal  sketches  for  the 
work.  Towards  the  end  of  1871<  he  grew  gradually 
worse,  and  he  only  lingered  until  the  2()th  January, 
1875,  when  he  died,  after  being  conscious  for  some 
time  that  his  end  was  aj)})roaching. 

In  fulfilment  of  one  of  his  last  requests,  Millet 
was  laid  beside  Theodore  Rousseau  in  the  country 
church  of  Chailly,  near  Barbizon,  and  his  profile-bust 
and  name  have  been  joined  with  Rousseau’s  in  the 
rough-hewn  monument  in  Fontainebleau  Forest.  Tlie 
exhibition  of  Millet’s  works,  held  in  Paris  in  1887, 
had  for  its  object  the  erection  of  the  monument  at 
Cherbourg  which  is  now  in  the  course  of  execution. 

Since  Millet’s  death  his  pictures  have  become 
enormously  valuable,  and  now  the  smallest  sketch 
in  colour  by  him  will  fetch  more  than  the  2,000 
francs  first  paid  for  his  chef-d’auvre,  “  The  Angelus.” 


THE  SHEPHERDESS. 
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Generally  it  is  believed  that  it  has  been  the  marcluiinh 
des  iahleanx  who  have  prolited  by  their  rise  in  value, 
blit  this  is  not  quite  the  case.  Dealers  in  pictures 
do  not  purchase  works  of  art  to  lay  by  for  many 
years  :  their  busine.ss  is  to  buy  and  sell  as  ra})idly  as 
they  can.  It  is  the  rich  connoisseur,  the  man  who  has 
knowledge  enough  to  judg’O  for  himself,  or  wdt  enough 
to  get  hold  of  an  honest  dealer,  who  purchases  a  work 
and  lets  it  hang  for  a  dozen  years  in  his  “collection,^'’ 
and  then  sells  it  for  two  or  three  times  the  amount 
he  has  jiaid  for  it,  who  eventually  rcajis  the  benefit. 

The  sale  on  11th  Alay,  1875,  of  Alillet’s  sketches 
and  pictures  left  at  his  death  realised  for  the  family 
the  remarkable  sum  of  dd.-i,  1  10  francs  (£ld,:lS4). 
This  being-  so,  the  story  of  Alillet’s  widow  iindiug 
insuHieient  the  pension  given  her  by  the  State 
is  merely  a  juetty  legend  which  gives  a  very 
misleading  idea  of  the  true  jiosition.  AVith  three 
hundred  thousand  francs  in  rentes,  any  artist’s  wife, 
especially  one  coming  from  the  ranks  of  the 
peasantry,  should  not  require  any  addition  to  her 
pension.  But  this  is  the  kind  of  fiction  which 


has  grown  up  around  Alillet’s  name.  During  the 
e.xhibition  of  Alillet’s  works  in  1887,  nearly  every 
newspaper  in  Paris  spoke  of  the  profound  distress  in 
which  the  artist  lived  and  died.  But  the  other  side 
of  the  picture  is  quite  as  interesting  and  far  more 
true,  and  it  is  the  one  at  which  all  unprejudiced 
minds  will  ultimately  arrive. 

To  sum  uj).  We  have,  iu  cousidering  A1  diet’s 
career,  to  remember,  that  although  he  was  often  in 
straits  for  money,  he  was  also — 

From  the  beginning  ap[)lauded  and  encouraged 
by  his  people  at  home. 

Pensioned  by  his  native  town  to  assist  him  in  his 
studies. 

Gommissloued  by  the  Emperor  Napoleon  in  1851) 
to  paint  an  important  picture. 

A^ery  happy  in  his  family  life. 

The  friend  of  some  of  the  best  artists  of  his  time; 

and 

The  centre  of  a  group  of  connoisseurs  Avho 
thoroughly  ajijireciated  his  talent,  although  they  could 
not  buy  all  his  works. 


A  STUOLI.  TriROUGH  THE  PEABODY  MUSEUM  AT 
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riAIlE  tendency  among  investigators  of  American 
i.  antiijulties,  so  far,  has  been  to  trace  resemblances 
with  Old  World  relics.  There  is  little  reason,  how¬ 
ever,  to  be  astonished  at  such  resemblances,  since 
man,  being  the  same  everywhere  and  compelled  to 
work  with  the  same  elements,  is  quite  likely  to  reach 
everywhere  results  which,  especially  at  first  sight, 
seem  identical.  It  is  more  important,  therefore,  to 
learn  to  distinguish  differences.  And  such  differences 
between  tbe  ])ottery  of  the  Alound  Builders  and  that 
of  the  Old  AVorld  races  are  easily  recognisable.  The 
most  striking  are  the  backwardness  of  development 
in  handles;  a  similar,  but  less  noticeable,  backward¬ 
ness  in  feet  or  supports  ;  an  almost  total  absence  of 
what  may  be  likened  to  the  mouldings  in  architec¬ 
ture;  a  consequent  lack  of  definition  and  demarca¬ 
tion,  generally  speaking,  of  the  parts  of  a  vessel,  and 
a  very  general,  although  not  total,  absence  of  well- 
marked  rims  and  lips.  The  lack  of  handles,  esjiecially 
in  comparison  with  the  pottery  of  even  the  earliest 
and  rudest  of  the  Greeks  and  of  the  Asiatic  nations 
which  more  directly  influenced  them,  is  perhapis  the 
most  striking  difference.  Rudimentary  handles  are, 
indeed,  found  here  and  there;  but  in  the  whole  room¬ 
ful  of  mouud  ]iottery  at  the  Peabody  Aluseum  not  a 
single  handle  is  to  be  seen  comparable,  for  instance. 


to  those  which  grace  the  so-called  Dipylon  vases,  or 
some  of  the  most  ancient  pottery  found  in  Cyprus. 

Of  the  many  other  objects  of  interest  in  the 
Alound  Room,  including  pipes  in  the  shape  of  animals 
and  human  figures,  there  need  only  be  noticed  the  shell 
ornaments,  and  of  these,  again,  only  the  engraved 
gorg-ets,  flatfish  circular  or  oval  pieces,  engraved  with 
spirals  and  circles,  birds,  spiders,  serpents,  human 
faces  and  figures,  intended,  evidently,  to  be  worn 
upon  the  breast,  suspended  by  a  string  jiasscd  through 
two  holes  provided  for  the  pur})Ose,  piossibly  as  amu¬ 
lets,  or  as  symbols  of  clans  (totems),  or  as  insignia 
of  otllee.  The  most  remarkable  of  these  ornaments 
are  those  with  hnman  figures,  of  which  only  four 
are  kuown,  from  mounds  in  Alissouri  and  Tennessee. 
AVhat  makes  them  remarkable  is  their  unmistakably 
Alexican  character,  and  the  fact  that  nothing  else  in 
the  least  resembling  them  has  ever  been  found  any¬ 
where  else.  In  the  more  frequentl}'  occurring  gor¬ 
gets  with  representations  of  the  rattlesnake,  we  meet 
for  the  first  time  with  an  element  of  decoration 
which  is  quite  common  in  America,  and  becomes 
more  and  more  so  as  we  proceed  southward.  At  first 
sight  this  ]u-c-eminence  given  to  the  serpent  in 
American  aboriginal  art  seems  to  be  one  of  its  dis¬ 
tinctive  characteristics,  in  special  accord  with  the 
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olRer  dark  and  repulsive  features  noticeable  in  it. 
It  must  not  be  forgotten,  however,  that  the  serpent 
has  played  an  important  part  in  most,  if  not  in  all, 
jirimitive  religions  and  in  primitive  art,  .and  that 
the  aborigines  of  America  stand,  in  this  as  in  other 
respects,  on  common  ground  with  humanity  at  large. 
The  snake  symbol  in  Egyptian  art  is  well  known, 
and  the  Greeks  and  Romans  used  the  ser])ent  largely 
in  their  art,  when  their  genius  was  at  its  zenith, 
as  well  as  in  the  days  of  their  beginnings.  1  need 


had  not  yet  attained  the  state  of  civilisation  re[)re- 
sented  by  the  Mexicans  and  Peruvians,  were  capable 
of  achievements  in  art  which  are  far  beyond  the  reach 
of  ordinary  barbarians,  is  clearly  shown  by  the  finds 
made  by  Prof.  Putman  and  Dr.  Metz  about  four  years 
ago  in  a  grouj)  of  earthworks  on  the  Little  Miami 
River,  Ohio.  Sudice  it  to  say  that  among  the  several 
thousand  objects  taken  from  these  mounds,  the  most 
interesting,  artistically  considenal,  are  a  number  of 
terra-cotta  figurines  of  a  kind  never  before  found. 


FIG.  3. - MEXICAN  POTTEEY. 

(About  i  actual  height.  Engraved  bg  J.  Andrew.) 


only  mention  the  Medusa,  the  mgis  of  Athene,  the 
Erichthonios  serpent  which  coils  at  the  feet  of  the 
statues  of  the  same  goddess,  and  the  serpent  symbols 
of  the  Roman  Lares.  But  whatever  the  Greeks 
touched  they  refined,  and  thus  the  horrid  mask  of 
the  early  ages  became  the  pathetically  beautiful 
face  which  we  know  in  the  Aledusa  Rondanini.  The 
aborigines  of  America,  on  the  contrary,  stunted  and 
curiously  warped  and  twisted  in  their  spiritual  growth, 
had  not  yet  undergone  the  requisite  refining  process 
when  the  development  of  their  civilisation  was  arrested 
by  a  sudden  shock.  MTio  knows  what  might  have 
become  of  them  if  they  too  had  had  a  Homer  to  shape 
and  humanise  their  gods  for  them  ? 

That  the  aborigines  of  America,  even  those  who 
G09 


The  superiority  of  their  modelling  places  them  far 
above  any  other  products  of  Mound  Builders"  art, 
while  their  singular  head-dresses,  with  an  upri  ght 
braid  or  lock  upon  the  forehead,  and  button-like  ear 
ornaments,  bear  a  striking  resemblance  to  similar 
features  in  archaic  specimens  of  Old  World  art  lately 
made  use  of  by  Helbig  in  his  elucidations  of  the 
Homeric  epos.  Similar  ear  ornaments,  arm-rings, 
and  other  trinkets  found  in  these  mounds  and  made 
of  copper,  several  with  silver  or  meteoric  iron,  and  in 
one  instance  with  gold  hammered  out  into  thin  sheets 
and  folded  over  the  baser  metal,  together  with  smaller 
rings  of  a  like  nature,  supposed  to  have  been  used 
as  clasps  worn  at  the  ends  of  the  braids  into  which 
the  hair  of  the  head  was  divided,  supply  still  further 
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points  of  contact  with  the  Hellenic  civilisation  of  the 
pre-historic  period,  and  remind  one  strongly  of  the 
picture  which  Jlclhig-  draws  of  the  appearance  of 
the  Trojans  and  their  (Jreok  adversaries.  That  pic¬ 
ture  ditfers  widely  from  the  preconceived  notions 
of  former  times,  and  certainly  rcsemhles  the  native 
American  mnch  more  than  the  conventional  ideal 
which  artists  are  wont  to  draw  for  us.  To  the  senti¬ 
mental  it  may  seem  sacrilegious  to  liken  a  Homeric 
(ircck  to  an  American  savage  of  the  IMound  Builders^ 


Idle  iiottery  of  iMcxico — of  which  there  is  a  very 
rich  collection  in  the  mnseum — furiushes  good  proof 
of  the  statement  just  made.  Among  it  there  are 
some  tolerably  large  vessels  of  very  rude  workman- 
shi]),  with  exceedingly  crude  jiointed  decoration  in 
red  and  black,  and  with  very  jirominent  handles, 
cither  bristled  or  in  the  shape  of  Hat  bands — another 
feature  which  separates  them  widely  from  the  IMound 
Builders'’  i)ottcry.  The  most  prominent  specimens  in 
this  group,  however,  are  a  number  of  large  black 


FIG.  4. — MEXICAN  HEADS  IN  TERRA-COTTA. 
{Actual,  size.  Engraird  hy  TF.  Milhy.) 


period;  but  what  does  history  care  for  sentiment 
when  it  stands  opposed  to  truth  ? 

In  the  Alonnd  Builders’  pottery  we  noticed  a 
certain  Tinity  which  ex})re.ssed  itself  in  grace  and 
simplicity  of  form  and  decoration,  with  a  predilection 
for  curves  and  scrolls  in  the  latter  ;  but  as  we  leave  the 
United  States  these  characteristics  disappear.  Forms 
assume  a  greater  variety  and  more  grotcscpieness,  de¬ 
coration  becomes  more  and  more  angular  and  bizarre, 
and  simplicity  is  replaced  by  an  exuberance  which 
degenerates  into  wild  extravagances.  There  are  ex- 
cci)tions  to  be  noted,  but  they  only  serve  to  make  the 
rule  more  apparent. 


vases  (see  Fig.  3)  as  carefully  made  as  those  previ¬ 
ously  mentioned  arc  rude,  with  ])rofuse  grotes(pie 
ornamentation  in  relief,  which  reminds  one  of  the 
repulsive  and  overloaded  decoration  of  Mexican  idols. 
The  comparatively  tine  workmanship,  and  the  size  of 
these  vessels,  make  it  evident  that  they  were  show- 
])ieces  only.  The  shape  of  one  of  them,  which  is  pre¬ 
cisely  that  of  an  ordinary  jiitcher  of  to-day,  would 
seem  to  ])oint  to  European  inlluence,  Imt  the  decora¬ 
tion  is  typically  Mexican.  I  can  notice  in  detail 
only  one  other  of  the  larger  vessels  of  the  IMexican 
division.  (See  also  Fig’.  3.)  It  is  of  well-baked  red 
clay,  coloured  brown  inside,  with  a  turnover  rim,  and 
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profuse  ornamentation  in  relief.  The  llg-ure  in  front 
represents  a  woman  lioltling  a  child  before  her;  the 
knobs  are  grotescpie  heads  and  tigures  ;  the  rectangu¬ 
lar  panels  are  filled  with  grotescpie  monsters  in  raised 
lines.  As  a  good  specimen  of  Mexican  decorative 
art  the  ornamentation  of  the  rim  deserves  attention. 
The  feet  of  the  vessel  are  human  heads  turned  upside 
down — a  device  very  often  met  with  in  aboriginal 
American  pottery,  more  especially  in  Central  America. 
The  coiled  serpents  in  black  pottery,  which  probably 


small  fragments  only.  One  of  the  exce[)tions  is  a 
dish  sent  to  the  museum  !)y  Mr.  A.  E.  Bande- 
lier,  through  the  Archmologieal  Institute  of  Amei'ica, 
which,  except  for  the  plumed  serpent  upon  its  hottoin, 
might  almost  pass  for  early  Greek.  It  is  notew(jrthy, 
also,  that  many  of  these  fragments  (and  similar  ones 
from  other  parts  of  Mexico)  show  a  richer  develoj)- 
ment  of  colour  than  is  to  be  found  elsewhere  in 
America — the  most  brilliant  in  this  respect  being  a 
fragment  of  an  ornamental  head,  which  shows  traces 


FIG.  5. — NICARAGUAN  POTTERY. 

(About  i  actual  height.  Engraved  by  J.  Andrew.) 


served  as  stands  for  other  vessels,  are  also  worth 
noting. 

Very  different  in  character  from  the  vessels  so  far 
described  is  the  pottery  from  Cholula.  The  conqiiis- 
tadores  tell  us  that  the  inhabitants  of  the  Cholulan 
capital  excelled  in  various  mechanic  arts,  such  as 
the  making  of  a  delicate  kind  of  pottery,  rivalling, 
it  was  said,  that  of  Florence  in  beauty  ”  (Pres¬ 
cott,  “  Mexico, vol.  ii.,  p.  4).  The  statement,  like 
most  of  the  statements  of  the  Spanish  conquerors, 
is,  no  doubt,  coloured  by  exaggeration,  but  it  is  borne 
out  to  a  certain  extent  by  the  specimens  in  the  Pea¬ 
body  Museum.  Unfortunately  most  of  them  are 


of  red,  blue,  and  white.  In  shape  the  vessels  under 
consideration  were  evidently  much  simpler  than  those 
previously  described,  which  are  to  show  that  Mexico, 
like  other  countries,  had  not  only  its  different  j)eriods, 
but  also  its  different  centres  of  manufacture,  with 
styles  and  types  peculiar  to  each — the  Gulbios,  the 
Castel  Durantes,  &c.,  of  their  times. 

Of  the  numerous  JMexican  figures  in  burnt  clay, 
I  select  one  (see  Fig.  S),  which,  in  spite  of  its  scur¬ 
rility,  deserves  to  be  called  II  Pensicro.  The  most 
extraordinary  interest,  however,  is  offered  by  the 
larce  collection  of  small  terra-cotta  heads — some  of 

o 

which  are  figured,  in  the  actual  size  of  the  originals, 
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in  Iho  fourtli  en^'raving.  The  n'eneral  oliaraeter  notico- 
al)le  in  them,  correspond in<;’  to  the  native  American 
type,  is  breadth  and  llatness.  (See  the  lower  row  in 
Fiy.  I.)  Some  of  them,  however  (see  tliose  in  the 
upper  row),  liave  a  well-(L‘lined  Caucasian  character, 
and  a  few  (sneh  as  the  two  in  the  middle  of  the  row) 
ai'e  sin^’ularly  like  similar  heads  of  Greek  origin.  As 
for  realistic  expri'ssion  of  langliter,  it  would  be  difh- 
cnlt  to  llnd  anything  more  telling  than  the  womaiFs 


as  the  unhappily  small  eollection  from  Yucatan,  that 
country  of  elahorate  and  mysterious  architectural 
remains,  so  well  described  by  Stephens  —  1  must 
pass  by. 

Sto]iping  before  the  case  devoted  to  Honduras 
only  long’  enough  to  glance  at  the  queer  soldiers  in 
coarse  terra-cotta,  armed  cap-a-pie,  some  of  them 
with  liird  or  beast-shaped  helmets,  and  blocks  in  their 
upper  lips  or  dangling  from  their  noses,  we  hasten 


FIG.  G.— rOTTEEY  FEOJI  NOETIIEEX  PANAMA. 
(About  i  actual  height.  Engraved  by  J.  Andrcir.) 


head  at  the  right-hand  end  of  the  upper  row.  Un¬ 
fortunately  the  procena ace  of  these  mysterious 

little  works  is  unknown,  but,  according  to  Prof.  Put¬ 
nam,  their  origin  is  unquestionably  Mexican,  as  they 
were  obtained  in  iMexico  by  the  men  under  command 
of  General  Caleb  Cushing  during  the  war  between 
that  country  and  the  United  States  in  1877,  and 
form  part  of  the  collection  given  by  him  to  the 
museum. 

The  rest  of  the  ^Mexican  collection — including’  re¬ 
pulsive-looking  frogs  and  toads  in  clay  and  stone, 
grotesque  masks  of  similar  material,  models  of  the  so- 
called  Calendar  and  Saerilicial  Stones,  two  sacrilicial 
yokes  (?),  which  call  to  mind  the  horrid  butcheries  of 
human  victims,  rude  stone  idols,  musical  instruments, 
mummy  wrappers  of  coarse  agave  cloth,  &c.,  as  well 


on  to  the  collection  from  Nicaragua,  which  forms  one 
of  the  main  points  of  attraction  in  the  museum.  As 
usual,  it  consists  mainly  of  pottery,  excavated  from 
burial  places  loeated,  with  some  exceptions,  on  islands 
in  Lake  Nicaragua  and  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the 
lake.  The  objects  which  strike  the  visitor’s  eye  at 
first  sight  most  conspicuously,  by  reason  of  their  size, 
are  the  burial  jars,  shaped  somewhat  like  the  upper 
lip  of  the  Cy])ripedium,  and  either  ]»erfectly  plain,  or 
decorated  with  serpents,  toads,  or  human  faces  in 
relief.  As  to  the  sha[)es  of  the  other  vessels,  it  may 
be  laid  down  as  a  general  rule  that,  while  the  smaller 
dishes  and  flat  vessels  are  good,  the  larger  are  often 
quite  grotesque  and  uncouth.  (See  Eig.  5.)  But  it  is 
in  the  decoration  that  the  Nicaraguan  pottery  shows 
its  most  characteristic  si<le,  and  it  would  probaldy  l)e 
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inipossihle  to  iind  anything  elsewhere — except  here 
and  there  on  Mexican  pottery — to  match  it.  We 
meet  here  with  a  system  of  ornamentation  in  which 
tlie  bizarrerie,  the  lawlessness,  ami  the  angularity  of 
American  art  find  their  most  'Concentrated  expres¬ 
sion.  Of  the  grace  of  line  noticeable  in  the  Mound 
Builders^  pottery  not  a  trace  is  left,  and  on  some 
of  the  ware,  more  especially  upon  that  called  “  Luna 


plastic  imitation  of  the  human  form  the  Nicaraguans 
did  not  ecpial  the  Mexicans.  Technically,  however, 
their  pottery  takes  high  rank  among  native  American 

productions. 

It  is  difficult  to  convey  in  words  an  idea  of  the 
impression  which  the  art  of  Nicaragua,  considered  as 
a  whole,  makes  upon  the  beholder.  There  is  some¬ 
thing  demoniac,  unearthly,  sullen,  gloomy,  one  is 


FIG.  7. — PEKUVIAN  POTTEEY,  LAKE  TITICACA  AND  ITS  VICINITY. 
(About  J  actual  liclaht.  Engraved  by  J.  Audrcic.) 


ware'’'’  by  Dr.  Bransford  (from  the  fact  that  it  was 
first  found  on  the  hacienda  of  Don  Jose  Luna),  the 
ornamentation  often  looks  more  like  a  map,  or  the 
plans  of  houses  or  of  garden  plots,  than  anything  else. 
As  in  Mexican  art,  so  in  the  art  of  Nicaragua,  plant- 
forms  do  not  enter  into  tlie  scheme  of  decoration. 
The  human  (or  monkey  ?)  form,  abased  and  conven¬ 
tionalised,  is,  however,  found  in  flat  decoration,  and 
heads  of  birds  and  other  animals  occur  in  relief  some¬ 
times  on  the  covers,  and  inverted  as  the  feet  of  ves¬ 
sels.  A  very  curiously-constructed  head  of  the  puma 
or  American  lion  is  especially  remarkable.  In  the 


tempted  to  say  bloodthirsty,  about  it — the  feeling  of 
a  diseased,  feverish,  and  ill-regulated  fancy — and  this 
is  still  further  helped  by  the  colours  employed,  to  wit, 
lu’ight  red  and  yellow,  black,  and  occasionally  a  drab 
tint.  The  spirit  that  animated  their  monumental  art, 
as  shown  in  the  repulsive  idols  figured  by  Scpiier  (a  few 
very  rude  specimens  in  the  museum),  influenced  also 
their  pottery.  And  yet  even  among  their  productions 
we  meet  occasionally  with  motives  which  betray  a  purer 
taste,  and  form  a  connecting  link,  as  it  were,  with 
the  art  of  the  rest  of  mankind.  This  is  particularly 
noticeable  in  the  little  vessel  here  figured  (see  Eig.  5), 
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wliifh  yliows  the  motive  ol'  the  gnilluche—n  motive 
tliat  we  ihul  also  in  association  with  a  thoroughly 
savage  bird-like  ornament  on  some  three-legged  vessels 
found  in  mounds  at  Tola. 

Another  distinct  gioup,  radically  different  from 
that  of  Nicaragiag  is  formed  hy  the  pottery  from 
Northern  Eanama.  Smallness  of  size  is  one  of  the 
characteristics  of  this  ware — hanlly  a  single  one  of 
the  specimens  in  the  museum  exceeding  lune  inches  in 
height.  Some  larger  vessels,  up  to  two  feet  in  height., 
have,  indeeil,  been  found,  but  they  are  evidently  rare. 
I'his  pottery  (see  Fig.  0)  may  he  divided  into  four 
classes,  the  first  of  which  is  composed  of  vessels  on 
legs,  which  latter  are  hollow  and  filled  with  pellets, 
so  as  t(r  form  rattles — a  feature  quite  common  in 
American  pottery.  IMost  of  these  vessels  are  ])lain, 
although  some  are  ornamented  in  relief  or  with  incised 
lines,  and  a  few  show  rude  painting  in  red.  Handles 
occur  only  occasionally.  The  second  class  consists  of 
hullj-shaped  vessels  without  legs,  but  invariably  with 
handles,  or  at  least  knol)S,  cither  with  monkey  carica¬ 
tures,  or  human  figures,  or  serpent^s  or  animal  heads. 
In  most  cases  these  do  not  duplicate  one  another — 
being  cither  quite  different,  or  facing  in  different 
directions.  Most  of  the  vessels  of  this  class  are  of 
un painted  red  clay.  The  vessels  of  the  third  class, 
which  are  the  finest  of  this  group,  resemble  those  of 
the  second  in  general  shape,  but  very  few  of  them 
have  handles  or  knobs,  and  nearly  all  are  i)ainted — the 
colours  msed  being  red,  brown,  and  black.  The  de¬ 
coration  is  simple  and  chaste,  free  from  the  extrava¬ 
gance  elsewhere  observed,  and  there  is  more  of  an 
a[)proaeh  to  a  .system  in  it  than  in  any  other  ancient 
American  ware,  (xenerally  speaking,  there  is  a  divi¬ 
sion  into  jianels  and  bands,  corresponding  to  the  struc¬ 
ture  of  the  vessel,  and  occasionally  the  scroll  reap- 
])ears,  which  we  have  not  met  with  since  we  left  the 
Mound  Builders.  The  fourth  class,  finally,  shows  these 
potters  to  least  advantage.  It  ct)nsists  of  a  small 
number  of  grotesque  seated  figures  (apparently  women 
with  children,  which  latter,  however,  look  more  like 
frogs),  and  a  few  animals — the  largest  of  which  re¬ 
calls  the  armadillo.  All  these  figures  have  a  glossy 
surface,  and  are  ornamented  with  red  and  black  lines. 

Our  peregrinations  bring  us  to  the  room  contain¬ 
ing  the  Peruvian  antiquities,  to  do  justice  to  which 
would  require  a  good-sized  volume,  wadi  illustrated. 
AVe  know  more  of  the  history  of  the  Peruvians  than 
that  of  any  other  American  nation,  the  Mexicans 
excepted,  and  the  great  variety  of  their  relics  here 
gathered  brings  us  into  closer  contact  with  their 
daily  life  than  the  ceremonial  or  sacred  vessels  to 
which  we  had  hitherto,  in  the  main,  to  confine  our¬ 
selves,  so  that  the  more  general  interest  which  the 
Peruvian  Room  awakens  is  easily  cxjilaiued.  And 
yet  how  much  mystery  there  still  remains  about 


these  objects — from  the  toys  of  the  (diildren,  the  work- 
baskets,  the  fragments  of  clothing,  the  braids  of  fine 
black  h  air  which  once  adorned  heads  radiant  with 
youth,  the  ears  of  maize,  buried  with  the  dead  as  food 
upon  their  long  journey,  the  copper  disks  taken  from 
the  tongues  of  the  dead  (placed  there,  as  the  (ireeks 
])laced  the  obolus,  to  ])ay  the  ferriage  to  Clharou),  to 
the  mummies,  or  rather  dried  liodies  themselves,  some 
still  Imndled  up  in  coarse  cloth,  like  bales  of  mendian- 
dise,  others  unwrapped,  strangely  ])athetie,  in  sitting 
postures,  with  heads  bent  down  on  knees,  or  faces 
hidden  in  their  shrivelled  hands  as  if  in  mourning  or 
in  meditation  ! 

Ihitering  the  room  through  its  south  door,  we 
find  ourselves  before  the  objects  brought  from  Lake 
Titicaca  and  its  vicinity — the  starting-point  of  the 
mythical  history  and  the  religion  of  the  Incas,  at  the 
stupendous  elevation  of  I;I,5(M)  feet  above  the  level 
of  the  sea.  This  is  the  classical  ground  of  Peru 
(next  to  Cuzco,  which  is  hardly  re]u-esented  in  the 
museum),  and  this  character  seems  to  show  itself  in 
the  jiottery  there  found,  more  particularly  in  some 
vessels  of  immense  size,  the  best  lu'eserved  of  w'hich  is 
figured  herewith  (Fig.  7).  The  shape  of  these  vessels, 
in  its  general  features,  is  that  of  the  Greek  amjthord, 
but  debased  and  distorted  in  its  proportions,  and  with 
the  handles  displaced  and  inverted.  Several  other 
vessels  from  the  same  sacred  spot  are  also  giv^cn. 
A  curious  flat  relief  of  a  human  figure,  in  red  sand¬ 
stone,  from  a  burial  tower  [clntlpa)  is  likewise  worth 
noting. 

As  in  Mexico,  so  in  Peru,  a  comparative  study  of 
pottery  would,  no  doubt,  divulge  a  variety  of  local 
styles,  masked  by  the  general  resemldance  due  to  the 
consanguinity  of  the  workers.  The  pottery  found  in 
burial-places  at  or  near  Ariea,  which,  like  Titicaca, 
is  situated  in  southern  Peru,  but  in  the  arid  sands  of 
the  sea-coast,  is  specially  interesting  from  its  variety. 
A  very  fine  vessel  from  this  locality  is  that  shown  in 
Fig.  8,  with  elaborate  but  curiously  distorted  circu¬ 
lar  decoration  and  a  well-developed  handle — a  feature 
that  is  g'encrally  much  more  prominent  in  Peruvian 
than  in  any  other  American  jiottery.  A^essels  in 
human  shape,  with  characteristic  Indian  heads,  or 
of  animal  form  (see  Fig.  8),  also  occur,  and  quite  a 
nundjer  show  the  curiously  comj)licated  necks — with 
an  arrangement  for  emitting  whistling  sounds  when 
the  vessel  is  being  filled — so  characteristic  of  Peru. 
One  special ly-noticeable  vessel  has  a  group  of  animals 
on  top,  and  pressed  panels,  likewise  with  animals 
(monkeys?),  on  its  sides;  Imt,  perhaps,  the  most 
interesting  object  in  the  whole  group  is  a  woven 
cap,  the  pattern  being  worked  in  red,  green,  yellow^ 
and  white,  and  still  in  a  remarkably  good  state  of 
preservation. 

The  ffreat  attraction  of  the  collections  from 
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Ancon — the  necropolis  of  whieli  furnished  the  ma¬ 
terial  for  the  splendid  work  of  Alessrs.  Reiss  and 
Stiibel — and  from  Chaneay,  on  the  sea-coast,  near 
Lima,  is  due  to  the  diversity  of  the  many  objects 
which  they  contain.  The  most  frequent  ty|)e  of  the 
vessels  found  there,  as  regards  shape,  is  that  shown 
by  the  vase  decorated  with  arrow-heads  engraved  in 
Eig'.  8.  The  Lake  Titicaca  amphora  form  also  ocea- 
sionally  occurs  at  Ancon,  according  to  Alessrs.  Reiss 
and  Stiibel,  but  there  are  no  specimens  in  the  museum. 
And  it  is  probable  that  these  vessels  were  introduced 
from  tlio  Lake  region.  As  to  the  typical  form  just 
mentioned,  it  is  treated  in  a  great  variety  of  ways, 
from  the  utmost  simplicity  to  decoration  in  colour 
and  the  overlaying  with  human  forms  in  relief. 
Beakers,  bowls,  double  jars,  &c.,  are  also  found, 
many  of  them  of  a  rudeness  of  execution  which  calls 
to  mind  the  statement  of  Messrs.  Reiss  and  Stiibel 
that  Ancon  was  a  poor  people^s  burying-place.  The 
statement  is  questioned  by  other  investigators,  and  it 
is  certain  that  these  people,  even  if  they  were  poor, 
must  have  indulged  in  considerable  luxury  of  dress, 
for  the  specimens  of  their  textiles  gathered  in  the 
Peabody  Aliiseum,  which  will  be  illustrated  in  the 
concluding  portion  of  this  article,  convey  an  idea  of 
richness  and  of  skill  in  the  art  of  weaving  which  is 
altogether  surprising.  Not  only  is  the  workmanshi]') 


remarkably  good,  hut  the  colours — dark  reds,  sub¬ 
dued  yellows,  browns,  and  olive  tints,  relieved  by 
white  and  black — are  equally  exquisite.  There  is  a 
quiet  and  rich  harmony  in  them,  des])ite  the  angularity 
and  the  grotesqueness  of  the  designs,  composed  of 
conventionalised  human  and  animal  figures,  that  would 
have  sorted  well  with  the  general  colour  scheme 
fashionable  in  decoration  some  years  ago,  before  the 
return  to  vivid  colours  now  noticeable.  Concerning 
the  method  used  in  the  making  of  these  fine  speci¬ 
mens  of  the  textile  art,  it  is  evident  that  they  were 
woven  in  small  pieces  with  the  needle,  although  in 
a  way  quite  different  from  that  followed  in  the  pro¬ 
duction  of  the  modern  'Gieedle-woven  tapestries,'’^ 
described  in  this  Journal  some  time  ago.  That  the 
needle  was  used,  is  ap])arent  from  the  slits  which 
occur  (with  exceptions)  wherever  one  colour  is  set 
off  sharply  against  the  other  in  a  vertical  direction. 
The  slits  could  only  be  closed  by  sewing  them  up; 
but  this,  in  most  cases,  was  not  done.  Among  the 
other  specimens  of  the  textile  art  of  a  more  elaborate 
kind  are  to  be  named  belts  and  hand-bags  (one  of 
them  still  filled  with  peanuts!),  alongside  of  which 
are  to  be  seen  also  plainer  and  ruder  productions, 
some  with  patterns  painted  on  them  by  hand,  and 
woven  in  larger  pieces,  evidently  with  the  aid  of  the 
shuttle. 


FIO.  S. — PERUVIAN  POTTERY,  FROM  ANCON  AND  FROM  ARICA. 
{About  i  actual  height.  Engraved  by  J.  Andrew.) 


412 


“LADY  IIAALLTON  AS  ArTRANDA.” 

]!V  (lEOROE  T’vOMNEY. 


rri  WO  strang'e  persoiialitios  g-o  to  tlie  making  of 
J-  a  “  Laclv  Hamilton,  Ity  llomnoy-” 
illegitimate  dangliter  of  a  lionseimml,  who  reached 
an  infamy  and  a  fame  which  were  both  European, 
who  lived  the  mistress  of  the  greatest  sailor  who 
ever  walked  a  deck,  and  died  at  last  in  solitary 
destitution,  was  scarcely  a  more  remarkable  person 
than  the  ]iainter  who  has  made  her  leatiires  familiar 
to  us  all,  than  that  (ieorge  llomney  whose  place  iu 
the  hierarchy  of  art  has  changed  so  much  since  the 
day  he  died.  Even  yet  the  early  career  of  Lady 
Hamilton  is  involved  in  much  ohscurity.  Her  mother 
was  a  servant  with  the  Harvey  family  at  Ickwell- 
hiiry,  Bedfordshire;  her  father  may  have  heeii  any¬ 
one  you  ])lease.  She  herself  hecanie  a  nursery-maid 
at  the  age  of  thirteen,  hut  soon  followed  the  ma¬ 
ternal  exam])le  in  the  matter  of  morality.  AVhile 
yet  in  her  teens  she  was  rescued  from  the  streets  of 
London  hy  one  Dr.  Graham,  a  well-known  (piack, 
who,  in  his  house  in  Pal!  iMall,  induced  her  to  ])ose 
as  an  illustration  to  his  lectures  on  Health.  It  was 

lb 

after  this  episode  iu  her  career  that  she  sat  so  often 
to  Bomney,  and  tilled,  perhaps,  another  rd/t'  as  well 
iu  the  drama  of  his  life. 

We  have  no  direct  evidence  as  to  Lady  Hamilton’s 
intellectual  ability  beyond  the  declarations  of  her 
lovers ;  hut  the  command  of  expression  she  showed, 
both  as  Romney’s  model  and  as  a  drawing-room 
entertainer,  implied  a  bright  intelligence  at  least. 
The  studies  the  painter  made  from  her  are  innumer¬ 
able,  and,  of  course,  very  uneipial  in  merit.  One 
of  the  best  was  exhibited  at  the  Grosvenor  last 
winter  by  Air.  Jeffrey  Whitehead,  and  engraved  iu  a 
former  number  of  this  Alaga/dne,  while  several  of 
the  most  famous  were  set  forth  in  the  volume  for 
188.5.  A  second  head,  the  property  of  Lady  Harvey, 
which  hung  in  the  same  exhibition,  is  reproduced  on 
the  opposite  p>age.  The  name  under  which  it  was 


catalogued  was  imt  hen  trovaio.  Iu  the  part  of 
Miranda  there  is  nothing'  to  justify  the  rush  of 
terror  hinted  at  here.  If  we  chose  to  go  outside  the 
])art,  and  suppose  that  Romney  had  Aliranda  Hying 
from  Claliban  in  his  mind,  then  we  might  agree  to 
the  title,  but  that  would  be  a  little  far-fetched.  If 
the  head  must  have  a  name,  it  would  be  better  to 
call  it  “  Gassandra,”  a  title  he  equally  misapplied  in 
another  portrait,  but  it  seems  clear  enough  that  the 
pointer’s  only  intention  was  to  realise  some  look  and 
turn  of  the  head  he  had  noticed  in  his  model. 

Tweidy  years  ago  a  first-rate  Romney  was  worth 
in  the  “  market”  a  very  modest  sum  indeed.  Critics 
could  speak  of  his  fame  as  of  a  thing  incompre¬ 
hensible,  which  had  vanished  never  to  return.  Now 
his  better  works  are  sold  for  prices  which  would 
then  have  been  thougbt  extravagant  for  Raphaels. 
The  winter  exhibitions  of  the  Royal  Academy — of 
that  body  wbicb  never  offered  Romney  membersbip 
while  he  lived — have  done  it  all.  Before  they 
began  he  had  been  forgotten.  Nothing  of  import¬ 
ance  by  bim  was  in  any  public  collection,  and  his 
qualities  as  a  painter  were  not  of  a  kind  to  induce 
those  who  then  wrote  upon  pictures  to  keep  his 
memory  green.  It  is  not  likely  that  the  present  rage 
for  his  work  will  be  sustained,  but  whatever  reaction 
may  follow.  Ids  reputation  is  pretty  sure  not  to  sink 
so  low  as  it  was  in  the  first  half  of  the  century.  Eor 
Romney  was  essentially  a  painter.  His  colour  was 
often  hot  and  often  cold ;  and  his  modelling  and 
draughtsmanship  were  not  seldom  careless.  But 
what  he  did  he  did  with  breadth  and  decision,  and 
even  in  his  inferior  works  the  presence  of  a  true 
pictorial  gift,  of  a  gift  which  would  have  led  to 
rare  accomjilishment  in  more  resolute  hands,  is  to  be 
divined.  It  is  a  jiity  that  not  one  single  example 
of  his  work  at  its  best  is  to  be  found  in  our  public 
collections. 


“  SACRED  AND  PROFANE  LOVE.” 


Painted  by  Solomon  J.  Solomon. 


PROMINENT  among  the  prominent  pictures  at 
the  exhibition  of  the  Royal  Academy  recently 
closed  was  Air.  S.  J.  Solomon’s  “  Sacred  and  Profane 
Love.”  The  jiicture  marks  the  advance  of  an  am- 
hitious  and  earnest  young  painter  towards  his  goal, 
determined  to  leave  nothing  untried  that  may  assist 
his  progress  and  give  iiractice  and  facility  to  mind 
and  brush,  both  capable  of  line  achievements. 


Towering  on  the  summit  of  a  rocky  peak  stands 
the  Angel  of  Holiness,  full  of  kindness  and  full  of 
dignity,  sheltering  a  woman  and  her  child  with  one 
wing,  while  the  husband  sits  below  at  their  feet. 
This  portion  of  the  picture  irresistibly  recalls  the 
mind  and  work  of  Mr.  Watts,  and  is  in  striking 
contrast  to  the  remainder  of  the  design.  The  whole, 
however,  is  executed  in  a  masterly  manner. 


LADY  HAMILTON  AS  MIRANDA. 

{From  the  Portrait  by  Romney.  Exhibited  in  the  Grosvenor  Gallery,  28SS-9.  Engraved  by  Jonnard.  By  Permission  of  Lady  Harvey.) 
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THE  SALON. 


By  WALTER  ARMSTRONG. 


EXHIBITION  ill 
the  Palais  de  Pin- 
dustrie  suffered  this 
year  from  the  pre¬ 
sence  of  too  formid¬ 
able  a  competitor 
on  the  neighbouring' 
Champs  de  Mars.  It  suffered 
both  in  excellence  and  in  pocket. 
Seldom  within  the  memory  of  man 
has  the  Salon  been  more  destitute 
of  interest^  and  not  for  many 
seasons  have  so  few  francs  been  taken  at  the  door. 
It  might  have  been  thought  that  in  a  year  which  was 
sure  to  see  half  the  world  in  Paris,  the  French  painters 
would  put  their  shoulders  to  the  wheel,  and  take 
care  that  their  own  venture  was  not  entirely  eclipsed. 
They  did  not,  however,  see  matters  in  that  light,  and 
so  a  morning  in  the  Salon  of  1889  was  not  an  ex¬ 
citing-  experience.  That  this  was  the  feeling,  even 
of  the  juries,  seems  to  be  proved  by  the  list  of 
awards.  There  was  no  first-class  medal  in  the  sec¬ 
tion  of  painting,  and  only  one  in  that  of  sculpture. 
For  the  mSdaille  (Vhonneur  in  the  former  section  a 
recipient  was  found,  but  in  the  latter  no  candidate 
gained  the  required  majority  of  votes.  The  consti¬ 
tution,  too,  of  the  class  list,  as  I  may  call  it,  sug¬ 
gested  the  same  conclusion  when  it  came  out.  And, 
altogether,  it  may  be  declared,  without  much  fear  of 
contradiction,  that  the  Salon  of  1889  will  dwell  less 
in  the  memory  than  almost  any  other  of  the  series. 
And  yet,  bare  as  it  was  of  art  in  the  highest  sense, 
there  was  no  lack  of  things  in  which  the  French 
gifts  of  organisation,  of  intelligent  obedience  to  a 
system,  and  of  abounding  aesthetic  energy,  were  to  be 
recognised  and  admired.  After  a  period  of  experi¬ 
ments  with  other  ideals,  it  is  upon  native  qualities 
that  the  school  of  Paris  is  now  again  depending  for 
its  title  to  respect,  and  so,  in  a  notice  like  this,  I  may 
be  allowed  to  begin  with  the  genres  in  which  these 
have  most  effect. 

During  the  last  ten  years  one  of  the  finest  things 
in  French  art  has  been  its  treatment  of  history,  not 
in  a  technical,  but  a  natural  sense.  Pictures  have 
been  multiplied  in  which  the  more  dramatic  scenes 
of  the  Revolution,  of  the  Napoleonic  pageant,  of  the 
events  of  k30,  •’48,  '’51,  and  NO,  and  even  of  such 
ignoble  feats  as  the  raids  upon  Tunis  and  Tonquin, 


were  treated  with  a  breadth,  a  reticence,  and  an 
instinct  for  pictorial  selection,  which  made  tliem 
models  of  what  such  things  should  be.  In  tbe 
present  exhibition  on  the  Champs  do  Mars,  many 
of  these  are  to  be  found.  Good  examples  are  the 
“Execution  de  Charette,^^  of  Julien  Le  Bhint,  and 
the  “Tentative  d^Assassinat  sur  le  General  Hoche,” 
of  Hippolyte  Berteaux.  In  both  a  striking  reality 
is  united  to  very  great  dramatic  force,  results  won 
partly  by  extreme  frankness  in  techuigne,  jiartly  by  a 
fine  instinct  for  significance  in  the  choice  of  attitudes, 
gestures,  and  accessories,  on  the  one  hand,  and  of 
telliiifT  combinations  of  light  and  sliadowon  the  other. 
In  these  French  pictures  and  others  like  them,  it  is 
possible,  it  is  in  fact  easy,  to  discover  something  of 
a  trick,  of  a  recipe  learnt  by  heart  and  applied  with 
a  skill  not  always  enougli  to  quite  celare  artem.  The 
recipe  seems  to  prescribe  the  proportion  of  clear  space 
to  incident,  and  the  relative  places  of  the  figures. 
“  Keep  the  middle  of  your  canvas  as  empty  as  pos¬ 
sible,”  it  seems  to  run  ;  “  put  your  hero,  or  your 
main  group,  on  one  side  or  the  other ;  send  your 
subordinate  figures,  your  chorus,  as  far  away  as  you 
can,  and  marshal  them  in  something  approaching 
a  circle.”  Things  in  which  some  precept  of  the 
kind  has  been  obeyed  are  always  plentiful  at  the 
Salon.  This  year  one  of  the  best  examples  of 
its  use  is  afforded  l)y  the  picture  of  M.  Paul 
Boutigny.  M.  Boutigny  is  a  pupil  of  the  late 
Alexandre  Cabanel,  and  now  scores  his  first  success. 
“  Un  Brave  ”  deals  with  one  of  those  incidents  of 
warfare  upon  which  the  Gaul  and  the  Teuton  look 
with  such  different  eyes.  The  time  is  the  summer 
of  1870.  From  the  catalogue  we  gather  that  when 
the  Germans  entered  I3pinal  some  days  after  the 
Battle  of  Worth,  “a  man,  unmoved  by  the  cries  of 
his  wife  and  children,  rushed  out  of  a  house  in 
the  Faubourg  Saint  Michel  and  planted  himself, 
rifle  in  hand,  in  the  middle  of  the  street.  The 
Germans  came  on,  and  when  they  had  approached  to 
within  some  hundred  jjaces,  he  shouldered  his  ^hece 
and  fired,  fired  twice,  killing  a  Prussian  at  each  shot. 
A  word  of  command  rang  out  from  the  German 
ranks,  there  was  an  answering  flash — and  so  perished 
Dubois,  the  veteran  of  Algiers  and  the  Crimea. 
The  Englishman,  when  he  reads  this,  charitably 
hopes  that  Dubois  was  mad  :  the  Frenchman  calls  in 
art  to  give  him  immortality.  Another  incident  from 
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tlie  same  terrible  months,  the  charge  of  iMargueritte 
with  his  cavalry  at  Sedan,  is  treated  liy  M.  Louis 
(rardette.  Tt  was  on  tlie  plateau  of  Floing  that 
iMargueritte  received  a  hall  which  passed  throngli 
both  cheeks,  dividing  his  tongue  on  the  way,  and 
that,  so  turned  into  a  gruesome  sight,  he  yet  con¬ 
trived  to  launch  the  First  Chassseurs  d’Afrigue  against 
the  enemy.  M.  Oardette  has  realised  the  scene  with 
a  force  that  seldom  deserts  French  battle-painters. 


“  Les  Homines  dn  Saint  Office” — some  white- robed 
inquisitors  in  a  moment  of  reldche — or  in  “  L’Alchi- 
miste,”  the  subject  of  which,  and  almost  its  merits,  are 
sufficiently  proclaimed  by  the  title.  INI.  Albert  de 
I\Ioncouiti's  “  Reddition  de  Calais,  1 -'3  17,”  is  a  funny 
creation,  but  seems  to  have  been  suggested  by  IM. 
RodiiFs  magnilicent  memorial  to  Eustache  de  Saint 
Fierre  and  his  live  companions.  Fun  gives  way  to 
tragedy  of  the  most  hideous  kind  in  the  “  Hal  des 


BEETONNES  AU  PAEPON. 

(From  the  Picture  by  P.  A.  J.  Daynan-Potwcrct.) 


but.  he  fails  to  show  the  power  of  arrangement  with 
which  M.  A  ime  IMorot,  for  instance,  would  have 
justified  the  choice  of  such  a  theme.  Blood  again 
must  have  been  the  chief  inducement  to  IM.  Edmond 
Dupain  to  paint  a  thing  like  his  “  Mort  de  Sauveur.” 
The  Breton  hero  is  being  shot,  and  hacked  to  pieces 
with  anything  that  comes  handy,  liy  the  Royalist 
peasants.  Artistically,  not  much  is  to  be  said  for  the 
work,  which  would  have  been  all  the  better  for  atten¬ 
tion  to  some  strict  rule  of  arrangement.  Passing 
backwards  into  the  history  which  is  almost  legend, 
M.  J.  P.  Laurens  scarcely  shows  his  usual  power  in 


Ardents  ”  of  AI.  Rochegrosse.  To  me  such  a  subject 
presents  itself  as  one  totally  unfitted  for  art.  It 
is  the  “  Laoeodn”  with  its  horror  enhanced  and  the 
fatal  difficulty  of  painting  fire  added.  All  the  same, 
it  must  be  confessed  that  IM.  Rochegrosse  has  pro¬ 
duced  a  work  which  cannot  easily  be  passed  liy.  It 
lias  probability  and  it  has  the  balance  of  art.  The 
interior  in  which  the  scene  takes  place,  the  stam¬ 
pede  of  the  terrified  guests,  the  actions  of  the  tor¬ 
tured  men,  are  at  once  well  conceived  and  carried 
out  with  exactly  the  right  degree  of  abandon. 
In  more  refined  matters,  however,  the  failure  is 
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complete.  The  picture  is  lurid  in  colour  and  with¬ 
out  enveloppe,  and  even  to  the  women  who  witness 
the  catastrophe  M.  Roehegros.se  has  given  no  look  of 
concern  for  anyone  but  themselves.  The  Duehesse 
de  Berri,  too  :  were  not  the  measures  she  took  for 
the  king^s  safety  somewhat  more  decisive  than  the 
painter  has  made  them  ? 


M.  Gilberts  “  Un  Acjuafortiste  ”  sh.ows  us  an  etcher 
in  his  studio,  smoking  a  copper-plate.  M.  Emile 
RenaitEs  “  Le  Bapteme  ”  takes  us  into  the  ba])tistery 
of  a  church  while  some  bourgeois  hebe  is  receiving 
the  rite;  in  M.  Dawant’s  “  Le  Sauvetage  ” — a  huge 
canvas — men,  women,  and  children  are  being  slung 
over  the  high  sides  of  a  sinking  ship  into  a  life-boat 


HTJSBAND  AT  SEA. 

(From  the  Picture  by  Madame  V.  E.  Demont-Breton.) 


From  “  histories'”  such  as  these  it  is  easy  to  pass 
to  those  monumental  illustrations  of  modern  life  in 
which  the  French  have  for  years  been  setting  an 
example  that  the  rest  of  the  world  is  only  now  be- 
g'inninff  to  follow.  M.  Leon  Lhermitte  sends  a  huge 

o  o  o 

decoration  for  the  Faeulte  des  Sciences  at  the  Sor- 
bonne,  a  picture  of  Claude  B^mard  and  his  pupils 
round  a  table  on  which  some  experiment  in  physio- 
logy,  the  corpus  vile  being  a  rabbit,  is  going  forward. 


below;  M.  Laurent  Gsell  paints  the  “Earthquake 
at  Mentone ;  ”  M.  Arturo  Michelena,  the  destruction 
wrought  by  the  great  hailstorm  at  Rheims  in  1886; 
and  M.  Perrandeau,  the  moment  before  the  bearers 
“lift”  the  coffin  at  a  middle-class  funeral.  I  may 
also  name  M.  Jean  Jacques  Rousseau’s  portrait  of 
Professor  Cornil,  which  is  really  a  subject  picture ; 
M.  Eugene  Buland’s  “  Propagande,”  in  which  a 
Boulangist  agent  stands  in  a  village  shop,  with 
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his  pictures  of  the  '' brav’  general”  temptingly  dis¬ 
played  to  the  rustic  dealer ;  and  “  RoulteEs  Lock, 
jMaidenhcad,”  hy  ]M.  R.  Jourdain.  All  these  are 
characterised  by  those  qualities  of  intelligent  selec¬ 
tion,  agreeable,  though  by  no  means  line,  colour,  and 
clever  arrangement,  which  are,  perhaps,  virtues  as 
high  as  any  to  which  a  school,  as  such,  can  hojre  to 
deliberately  lead  its  pupils. 

Qualities  of  a  rarer  kind  are  to  be  enjoyed  in  the 
^Mlretonnes  an  Pardon”  of  M.  Dagnan-Bouveret. 
In  the  general  aspect  of  his  work  AI.  Dagnan  is 
as  much  English  as  French.  He  sets  but  little  store 
on  the  beauties  which  helong  to  form,  llis  pictures 
do  not  betray  much  artilice  in  their  arrangement,  nor 
his  ligures  much  selection  in  their  contours.  It  is  in 
colour  and  in  their  bath  of  luminous  air  that  they 
excel.  A  few  years  ago  visitors  to  the  Royal  Academy 
had  a  chance  of  seeing  IM.  Dagnan  at  his  best  in  a 
picture  of  vaccination  day  in  a  French  village,  which 
is  now  in  the  Exposition  Itniverselle.  Those  who  saw 
it  will  remendjer  the  truth  of  the  llcsh-painting,  the 
simplicity  of  the  arrangement,  the  brilliancy  of  the 
natural  colour.  Since  '‘Vaccination”  AI.  Dagnan 
has  alternated  his  triumphs  with  his  comparative 
failures,  painting  at  one  time  “  Le  Pain  Benit”  and 
"  L’Abreuvoir,’^  at  another  "  Hamlet  and  the  Grave- 
Digger  ”  and  “  La  Vierge.”  In  all  his  work,  how¬ 
ever,  there  is  the  same  sincerity  of  passion,  the 
same  simplicity  in  the  expression  of  personal  ideas. 
In  his  latest  ]»roduction,  this  “  Bretonnes  an  Par¬ 
don,”  he  shows  in  an  increasing  degree  the  interest 
in  ])hysiognomy  which  peeped  out  in  “  Le  Pain 
Benit.”  There  is  nothing  finer  in  the  whole  Salon 
than  these  varied  faces,  each  with  its  own  history  of 
hard  work',  with  its  own  proclamation  of  faith,  and 
its  own  hope  in  the  future.  The  sincerity  which 
marks  off  AI.  Dagnan  so  strongly  from  the  majority 
of  his  com])atriots  is  also  present,  to  some  extent, 
ill  the  “  Husband  at  Sea,”  of  Aladame  Virginie 
1  )cmont- Breton.  If  Aladame  Demout  had  not  been 
the  daughter  of  a  famous  artist,  she  would  have  been 
a  better  painter.  As  it  is,  the  ideals  of  her  father  in¬ 
trude  themselves  into  her  work  and  give  it  a  curiously 
ambiguous  physiognomy. 

iMr.  Paul  Peel,  a  Canadian  pupil  of  Benjamin 
Constant,  hit  upon  a  good  idea  when  he  took  up 
the  old  notion  of  a  shy  model,  and  made  that  model 
a  naked  small  boy.  In  "  Que  la  vie  est  amere  !  ” 
he  has  painted  an  old  artist  with  a  tremendous 
beard  peering  round  the  corner  of  his  easel  at  his 
little  sitter,  who,  in  fright  at  his  novel  condition 
and  the  absence  of  his  mother,  hides  his  head  in 
the  shadows  behind  the  canvas.  There  is  a  comic 
])athns  in  the  idea,  and  it  is  carried  out  with  a 
freedom  from  cZ/ic  which  is  rare  in  Franco-American 
art.  Another  American,  not  this  time  a  subject  of 


the  Queen,  sent  a  clever  canvas  on  which  two  civili¬ 
sations  were  brought  into  telling  contact.  "Un  bal 
chez  le  gouvernement,  Alger,”  by  Mr.  F.  A.  Bridgman, 
recalled  a  little  too  much,  perhaps,  the  “  Hunt  Ball  ” 
of  IMr.  Stewart  which  was  at  the  Salon  three  or  four 
years  ago,  but  its  contrasts  between  modern  uniforms 
and  the  Kahylc  burnous  were  cleverly  managed. 
Actualities  of  a  kind  very  different  from  most  of 
these  were  two  ])ictures  contrilmted  by  ]\I.  Fernand 
Pelez,  the  painter  of  the  “  Nid  de  Alisere,”  which  is 
never  ungaimished  by  a  crowd  at  the  exhibition. 
The  less  remarkable  of  the  two  might  serve  as  an 
illustration  to  the  "Song  of  the  Shirt.”  It  showed 
as  a  haggard  woman,  half  naked  in  a  naked  garret, 
sinking  from  exhaustion  over  her  weary  needle.  On 
the  other  canvas,  "  Le  Vitriol”  the  name  of  it,  AI. 
Pelez  had  painted  a  wild,  large-eyed  girl  hlotiie  be¬ 
hind  a  door,  a  l)Owl  of  sulphuric  acid  in  her  grip, 
and  the  determination  to  use  it  in  every  line  of  her 
features.  I  don’t  know  that  thei-e  is  a-ny thing 
illegitimate  in  such  a  subject,  and  in  AI.  Pelez’s 
treatment  there  was  both  force  and  reticence. 

Air.  AValter  AlacEwen,  a  Chicago-born  member 
of  the  cosmopolitan  school,  had  a  success  with  a.  /««- 
iaisie  catalogued  as  "Eh!  eh!  Les  Autres!  allons 
jouer” — "Hallo!  you  fellows!  come  and  play” — 
four  little  Dutch  boys,  with  jrinafores  and  clogs, 
facing  us  with  open  mouths  and  shouting  to  us  all 
to  join  their  sport.  The  ])icture  was  real,  restless, 
capitally  arranged,  and  full  of  light.  Exactly  the 
same  verdict  may  be  ventured  on  the  great  canvas  by 
AI.  Friant,  which  won  the  Prix  du  Salon.  "  La  Tous- 
saint”  showed  us  what  we  may  see  outside  the  gate 
of  a  cemetery  in  the  Banlieue,  on  a  snowy  1st  of 
November,  which  is  rare.  Better  from  a  ])urely 
artistic  standpoint  was  an  actuality  from  the  other 
side  of  life,  by  M.  Alexis  Apollon.  Harle<prin  had 
treated  Columbine  to  su])per,  and  having  supjjed  rather 
too  well  himself,  had  dropped  asleep  in  his  chair. 
Of  this  state  of  things  an  enterprising  Pierrot  had 
taken  advantage  to  lay  siege  to  the  lady’s  heart, 
while  in  the  distance  other  masks  were  watching  the 
fnn  from  behind  a  curtain.  AI.  Apollon  fiU  has  the 
freedom  of  his  father’s  brush;  he  manages  expres¬ 
sion  with  skill,  and  every  year  he  becomes  a  better 
coloiu’ist.. 

The  pictures  in  which  a  fantastic  was  blended 
with  a  poetic  clement  were  scarcely  so  numerous 
as  usual.  Among  the  best  was  "  Les  Deux  Perles,” 
by  AI.  Fernand  Le  Quesne.  Its  author’s  idea  was 
to  contrast  a  Caucasian  with  an  African  beauty. 
On  his  canvas  a  white  girl  lay  nude  in  a  shell,  the 
jicarliness  of  her  llesh  leading  up  to  the  mother- 
of-pearl,  and  giving  a  strange  eclat  to  the  negress, 
the  "  black  pearl,”  who  stood  beside  her.  In  com¬ 
position,  however,  the  picture  was  strangely  unhappy. 
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So,  too,  was  tlio  larg’G  Gei-oine,  the  apparition  of  a 
little  gloainino'  Cupid  in  a  den  of  wild  beasts,  who 
erouch  and  squirm  at  his  touch  without  quite  know¬ 
ing  why  ;  and  so,  again,  was  the  “  Saint  au  Soleil  ” 
of  M.  II.  E.  Delacroix,  which  is  in  the  list  of  Minis¬ 
terial  purchases.  The  subject  of  this  picture  was  a 
number  of  nondescript  sea-nymphs  saluting  the  rising 
‘'orb  of  day,^^  but  no  success  had  been  won  in  the 
attempt  at  an  expressive  arrangement.  Two  “Temp¬ 
tations  of  St.  Anthony,^'’  by  MM.  E.  Quost  and 
Pedro  Saenz  respectively,  thoroughly  succeeded  in 
being  fantastic,  while  to  eccentricity  of  much  the 
same  kind,  M.  Falguiere'’s  “  Juiion  added  the  ^n’aise 
of  fine  modelling  and  of  truthful  illumination.  A 
“  Leda,^’  by  Paul  Roullio,  was  notable  for  its  audacity  ; 
a  “  Bacchus,”  by  M.  Carolus-Duran,  for  the  com¬ 
pleteness  of  its  failure  to  rival  the  Titian  on  which 
it  was  obviously  modelled;  and  the  “Niobe”  of 
Mr.  Solomon  J.  Solomon  for  tbe  curious  improvement 
in  colour  it  had  apparently  made  in  the  transit  from 
Piccadilly  to  the  Champs-ifilysees.  Of  the  Carolus 
I  must  say  a  word  or  two  more.  Very  like  our 
“  Bacchus  and  Ariadne  ”  in  general  arrangement, 
it  had  scarcely  a  good  point  about  it  beyond  dexterity 
of  brushing.  The  figures  were  poor  in  action  and 
poor  in  design ;  the  colour  was  cold,  opaque,  and 
altogether  horrible;  the  motives  as  trivial  as  the 
gestures  of  a  ballet-girl.  The  presence  of  such  a 
picture  in  the  centre  of  the  Salon  Carre  lowered 
the  effect  of  the  whole  show.  If  the  Carolus  rejected 
last  year  were  half  as  bad  as  this,  the  Academicians 
should  have  hung  it.  It  would  have  taught  a  lesson. 
Not  far  from  the  “Bacchus”  hirng  an  ambitious 
picture  by  M.  Victor  Prouve,  in  which  something 
of  the  spirit  of  Dore’s  “  Dante  ”  was  united  to  a  tech¬ 
nical  achievement  far  beyond  the  lamented  Gustave^s 
reach.  It  received  one  of  the  two  Bourses  de  voyage 
given  by  the  city  of  Paris.  M.  Gabriel  Perrier’s 
“Bella  Matribus  Detestata”  belonged  to  the  same 
class.  On  a  sort  of  rocky  platform  a  number  of 
mothers  wept  over  their  slain  children,  and  stretched 
furious  hands  to  the  rout  of  battle  which  passed  on 
the  plain  below.  The  idea  is  a  contrast  to  most  of 
those  which  occupy  Frencli  painters  of  things  that 
have  to  do  with  war.  This  j^icture,  too,  has  been 
bought  by  the  State. 

The  idyllic  strain,  which  is  sometimes  in  such 
force  at  the  Salon,  broke  out  this  year  in  few  things 
of  any  notable  beauty.  The  chief  exception  was 
M.  Bonnat’s  “  Idylle.”  Here  a  young  shepherd  and 
shepherdess  were  going  through  some  performance 
like  that  one  used  to  know  in  one’s  childhood  as 
“  measuring  yards  of  love-ribbon.”  The  fresh  young 
contours  of  the  girl  were  finely  I’endered  in  the 
peculiar  method  affected  by  M.  Bonnat,  the  reflected 
lights  upon  her  skin  were  managed  with  dexterity. 


and  various  other  technical  problems  successfully 
solved.  The  ])iclure,  in  fact,  only  wanted  colour  to 
be  a  masterpiece,  but  then  a  nude  without  colour  is 
like  the  ])roverbial  Hamlet.  The  version  of  the  same 
subject  which  M.  Raphael  Collin  called  “  Jeunesse  ” 
was  more  pleasing  than  M.  Bonnat’s  picture,  in  spite 
of  the  latter’s  mastery,  because  its  colour,  though 
not  fine,  was  more  agreeable,  and  its  background  in¬ 
finitely  more  in  harmony  with  the  figures  set  against 
it.  M.  Henner’s  “Priere”  and  “Martyre,”  and  iM. 
Lefebvre’s  “  Liseuse,”  may  be  named  in  tbe  same 
breath  as  these  painted  idyls,  if  not  for  their  sub¬ 
jects,  at  least  for  the  spirit  in  which  the  powers  of 
art  were  applied. 

Few  more  remarkable  instances  could  bo  named  of 
what  persistent  self-assertion  can  do  than  the  credit 
enjoyed  for  the  moment  by  French  portrait-j^ainting. 
Not  only  in  France,  where  fine  portraiture  never  has 
been  understood,  but  even  in  countries  wbich  have 
shown,  again  and  again,  that  they  could  triumph  in 
that  most  crucial  branch  of  art,  is  it  the  fashion  to 
talk  as  if  French  portraiture  were  now  the  strongest 
in  the  world  and  as  if  it  had  a  fine  tradition  behind 
it.  If  strength  lies  in  the  power  to  model  outsides 
with  decision,  to  set  a  fine  lady,  or  a  statesman,  upon 
canvas  with  a  hand  alertly  obedient  to  a  sure  but 
seldom  sympatbetic  eye,  tben  the  French  are  the 
strongest  portrait-painters  the  world  has  ever  seen. 
Bonnat,  Carolus,  Lefebvre,  the  best  of  the  portraits 
signed  by  these  men  show  a  quickness  of  obser¬ 
vation  and  a  decision  in  setting  down  its  results, 
which  no  English  painter  can  rival.  But  have  these 
qualities  ever  sufficed  to  keep  the  fame  of  a  portrait- 
painter  green  in  the  past  ?  Have  they  succeeded 
in  keeping  Raphael  above  Titian,  or  Van  der  Heist 
above  Rembrandt,  or,  to  make  an  excursion,  Lawrence 
above  Hoppner  ?  No,  the  great  portrait-painters 
have  not  been  content  with  outsides ;  they  have 
gone  beneath  externals  ;  they  have  seized  upon  the 
personalities  of  their  sitters,  and,  to  bring  out  these, 
have  been  ready  to  put  their  own  dexterity  out  of 
sight,  to  leave  their  creation  to  be  governed  by  the 
individualities  they  had  to  portray.  In  the  whole 
range  of  French  art,  so  far.  as  my  knowledge  goes, 
there  is  no  portrait  like  the  “  Lord  Ileathfield  ”  of 
Reynolds  ;  nay,  I  doubt  whether  in  the  future,  when 
things  have  shaken  down  a  little  into  their  places, 
anything  will  be  found  to  support  comparison  with 
such  an  English  portrait  as  the  “  J.  C.  Hook  ”  of 
Sir  J.  Everett  Millais,  which  now  hangs  in  the 
Paris  Exhibition. 

But  I  am  getting  too  far  from  the  Salon.  I  must 
return  for  a  moment,  and  utilise  the  scant  remainder 
of  my  space  with  an  enumeration  of  what  seemed 
to' me  the  best  portraits  there.  “  Aladame  E.  D.,” 
by  IM.  Elie  Delaunay,  was  a  sort  of  pot-boiler,  good 
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enough  in  its  way,  luit  not  i-cpresentative  of  its 
author’s  powers.  M.  Rixeiis  sent  a  i'oreil)le  liall’- 
leno'tli  of  a  gentleman  in  a  wide-awake.  M. 
Bonnat’s  “  Le  Doeteur  B.  ”  was  looser  and  more 
seratchy  tlian  usual;  (amstant’s  “Madame  P.  D.,” 
Cormon’s  “  iM.  Allard,”  Krug’s  head  of  Feyen-Perriu 
after  death,  Carohis-Duran’s  group  of  ohildren,  and 
the  remarkable  portraits  in  small  (d’  iMrs.  Brown- 


who  a  year  or  two  ago  promised  so  well,  have  failed 
to  keep  awake  the  interest  they  aroused.  jM.  Loir’s 
“  Jja  Crue  de  La  Seine,”  however,  showed  power  in 
its  way.  But  porha])S  a  liner  truth  was  to  be  dis- 
eovered  in  tlie  “  Jfronillard  en  hiver,  aux  fortifica¬ 
tions,”  and  the  “Coin  de  Banlieue,”  of  jM.  Rene 
Billotti.  Good  work  of  the  same  kind,  touched  rather 
too  freely,  however,  with  c//ie,  was  to  be  seen  in  the 


THE  EVE  OF  THE  FIRST  COMMUNION. 
(From  the  Picture  bi;  M.  Lamntt-Desrousseaux.) 


Potter  and  AL  Rocliefort,  by  Van  Beers,  were  each 
notable  in  their  various  ways;  while  a  “General 
Boulanger  at  his  Writing-table,”  by  Henri  Rondel, 
combined  reality  and  style  with  some  felicity. 

Of  the  landscapes  I  have  scarcely  left  myself 
room  to  speak.  This  is  the  less  to  he  regretted,  how¬ 
ever,  as  French  work  in  this  genre  has  for  the  moment 
sunk  to  a  low  ebb.  Even  the  Cashes  and  the  Loirs, 


two  contributions  of  Mr.  Alfred  Smith,  “  Vergnes 
sous  bois  ”  and  “  L’ Averse.”  A  new  Constable  with 
a  new  gospel  is  sadly  wanted  at  the  Salon.  Perhaps 
Air.  Henry  Aloore  may  be  promoted  to  the  ]dace. 
His  pictures  at  the  Exposition  have  won  him  a 
medaille  tVlionneur  and  the  applause  of  a  new  public. 
The  French  might  do  worse  than  take  their  brilliant 
sincerity  as  the  signal  for  a  new  departure. 
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I.- By  W.  1>.  FIUTII,  11.  a. 


HERE  can  be  no  ques¬ 
tion  that  the  great 
change  which  has  shown 
itself  in  the  modern 
system  of  advertising — 
a  change  which  calls 
upon  the  advertiser  to 
spend  enormous  sums  in 
producing  pictorial  re¬ 
presentations  which  it  is  often 
difficult,  if  not  impossible,  to 
connect  with  the  virtues  of  his 
wares — is  an  important  fact  well 
worthy  of  a  more  serious  (!on- 
sideration  than  it  has  as  yet  re¬ 
ceived,  from  either  the  artists 
who  produce  the  pictures  or  the  advertisers  who  use 
them.  The  present  writer  can  remember  the  great 
popularity  of  Warren’s  Blacking  and  Rowland’s 
Macassar  Oil,  and  for  anything  he  knows  to  the 
contrary  that  popularity  continues  to  the  present 
time;  but  he  cannot  recall  any  instance  of  importance 
of  the  pictorial  art  being  called  upon  to  assist  in 
that  popularity.  A  picture  of  a  lady  with  hair  so 
profuse  as  to  cover  her  from  head  to  foot — an  original 
work — was  all  that  Rowland  owed  to  Art ;  and  a 
negro  grinning  with  delight  at  the  sight  of  his  face, 
reflected  in  a  highly  polished  Wellington  boot,  which 
derived  its  splendour  from  a  single  application  of 
Warren’s  manufacture — these  were  the  only  instances 
of  Art  being  called  upon  to  glorify  “  hair  oil  ”  and 
blacking.” 

So  far  as  I  know — I  speak  under  correction — the 
rest  of  the  advertisers,  forty  years  ago,  contented 
themselves,  as  some  do  now,  with  the  services  of  a 
poet,  who  sang  in  glowing  rhymes  the  praises  of 
his  employer’s  wares.  In  those  days  it  would  have 
astonished  an  artist  even  more  than  it  does  now,  if 
he  had  found  that  a  picture  which  he  had  been  for¬ 
tunate  enough  to  sell  in  an  exhibition  had  fallen 
into  the  hands  of  a  dealer — say,  in  cod-liver  oil ;  and 
because  it  happened  to  represent  a  breezy  day  at  sea, 
with  fishermen  dragging  into  their  boat  a  great  haul 
of  fish,  amongst  which  a  cod  or  two  might  be  dis¬ 
covered,  the  purchaser  of  the  picture  had  made  an 
indifferent  wood  engraving  from  it,  and  changed 
its  name  from  “The  Fortunate  Fishermen”  into 
“  Workers  for  our  Well-known  Oil,”  and  this  with¬ 
out  the  painter’s  knowledge.  It  seems  to  me  that 
his  surprise  would  soon  have  merged  into  a  stronger 
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feeling  when  he  saw  his  comjtosition  in  the  form 
of  an  advertisement  in  the  illustrated  papers.  Nor 
would  he  have  been  consoled,  if  on  com])laining  of 
such  treatment,  he  were  told  that  he  ought  to  be 
glad  to  assist  in  disseminating  the  remedial  value 
of  cod-liver  oil,  and  grateful  for  the  opportunity  of 
affording  thousands  of  his  fellow-creatures  a  sight  of 
a  copy  of  his  picture  done  in  a  style  of  art  utterly 
common  and  valueless,  and  thus  gratify  them  by  a 
delight  otherwise  unattainable. 

Nobody  will  deny  that  a  line  engraving  of  a  fine 
work  will  give  pleasure,  and  perhaps  improvement,  to 
great  numbers  who  may  never  have  a  chance  of  seeing 
the  original  from  which  the  print  was  taken  ;  but 
it  is  adding  insult  to  injury  to  pretend  that  the 
ordinary  woodcut  and  chromo-lithograph  used  by 
the  advertisers  are  processes  which  do  anything  be¬ 
yond  giving  the  spectator  a  false  and  disappointing 
idea  of  the  picture  which  they  affect  to  represent. 
In  justice  to  Messrs.  Pears,  I  must  except  a  very 
remarkable  rendering  of  Sir  John  Millais’  beautiful 
picture  of  a  boy  blowing  bubbles.  Whether  the  great 
painter  really  enjoys  seeing  even  so  good  a  copy  of 
his  picture  serving  as  an  advertisement  for  soap  is  a 
matter  which  concerns  himself  only.  I  am  narrow¬ 
minded  enough  to  confess  my  regret  that  so  beau¬ 
tiful  a  work  should  have  been  devoted  to  such  a 
purpose. 

I  think  the  twisting  of  pictures  which  have  been 
painted  to  illustrate  the  pleasures  or  amusements  of 
child-life — oi’,  indeed,  of  any  other  kind  of  life — into 
advertisements  for  the  endless  variety  of  public  wants 
is  altogether  a  mistake ;  but  that  Art  can,  and  ought, 
to  lend  itself  in  aid  of  the  advertiser  I  fully  admit, 
but  it  must  be  done  in  a  different  way,  and  with  con¬ 
ditions  altogether  changed. 

And  while  on  the  subject  of  advertising,  how  is 
it  that  a  great  West  End  tradesman,  certainly  one  of 
the  most  successful  business-men  of  the  present  day, 
never — as  he  told  me  himself — “  spent  a  shilling  in 
advertising  in  his  life  ”?  If  he  can  do  without  spend¬ 
ing  thousands  upon  thousands  in  coloured  lithographs 
and  bad  woodcuts,  why  is  it  imperatively  necessary 
for  others  to  resort  to  such  expensive  means  ? 

I  am  loth  to  speak  of  my  own  small  misfortune 
(as  I  think  it)  of  having  become  a  victim  to  so  re¬ 
spectable  a  firm  as  the  proprietors  of  a  certain  soap, 
but  as  my  public  complaint  has  brought  upon  me 
much  comment — some  of  it  severe  and  some  of  it 
sympathising — I  shall  venture  to  make  a  few  remarks 
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upon  iny  com  men  tutors  previous  to  offering'  some 
suggestions  for  a  better  state  of  things. 

A  writer  in  a  letter  to  a  daily  newspaper  tells 
me  I  ought  to  he  pleased  to  know  that  a  beau¬ 
tiful  engraving  of  my  “New  Frock  will  he  seen 
by  great  numbers  of  people  who  can  never  see  the 
original.  I  can  assure  that  gentleman,  that  if  he 
thiidvS  the  woodcut  from  my  lucture  a  heaidaful 
engraving,  I  respectfully  differ  from  him.  lu  the 
course  of  an  interview  the  proprietor  of  Sunlight 
Soaj)  has  given  in  the  same  columns  a  delightful 
('xample  of  the  system  under  which  these  pictorial 
advertisements  are  procured.  After  some  remarks 
on  my  pleasure  at  having  what  I  think  a  grievaiice, 
he  is  reported  to  have  said  that  one  other  picture  in 
the  Royal  Academy  Exhihiticn  would  have  suited 
his  purpose — Mr.  Stanhope  Forbeses  “  Health  of  the 
Rride.'’^  “  And  how  would  you  have  ada})ted  it  ?  ” 
“  It’s  ready;  scarcely  wants  a  touch;  you  know  the 
])icture.  I  should  have  put  a  box  of  Sunlight  Soap 
into  the  hands  of  the  best  man,  who  is  standing 
u[)  with  a  glass  in  his  haml,  drinking  health  and 
])rosperity  to  the  married  couple.  The  glass  would 
have  been  replaced  by  the  soap,  with  the  toast, 
‘  llapjiy  is  the  bride  that  the  Sunlight  Soap  shines 
upon  !  ’  ”  Deserveilly  more  fortunate  than  myself, 
IMr.  Stanhope  Forbes  sold  his  admirable  work  before 
Sunlight  Soap  shone  upon  it,  otherwise  it  is  fair 
to  conclude  that  it  would  have  shared  the  fate  of 
my  little  picture,  unless  it  had  been  protected  by  a 
reserved  copyright. 

The  Law  of  Cojiyright  as  regards  works  of  art  is 
in  a  very  unsatisfactory  condition.  As  I  understand 
it,  failure  of  reservation  causes  a  lapse,  and  the  right 
to  reproduce  a  picture  in  any  form  belongs  neither 
t(j  the  painter  who  created  it,  nor  to  the  casual 
possessor;  and  I  have  been  informed  by  “one  who 
knows”  that  I  coidd  obtain  an  injunction  against 
anyone  who  published  a  work  of  mine  in  any  form  of 
engraving  without  my  consent. 

Artists,  as  a  rule,  are  not  men  of  business,  and 
men  of  business  are  not  expected  to  have  the  feel- 
iligs  of  artists,  and  they  laugh  at  the  idea  of  such 
sentimental  nonsense  as  might,  or  might  not,  have 
inlluenced  Mr.  Stanhope  Forbes  if  he  had  shuddered 
at  the  idea  of  his  picture  being  used  for  such  a  purpose 
as  it  narrowly  escaped. 

On  the  ground  that  Mr.  Lever — the  gentleman  in 
(piestiou — really  believed  that  in  doing  what  he  liked 
with  his  own  he  was  doing  me  a  service  instead  of  an 
in  jury  (though  he  has  effectually  destroyed  any  ])ossi- 
bility  of  an  engraving  being  made  from  my  picture), 
1  have  no  conijilaint  against  him;  except  the  grave 
one  of  making  use  of  my  ])icture  as  an  advertise¬ 
ment  without  previously  obtaining  my  consent  to  his 
proceeding. 


Before  offering  some  suggestions  for  abetter  state 
of  things,  1  desire  to  notice  some  remarks  ])ublished 
in  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette  on  the  Itffh  of  July.  The 
able  writer  of  an  article  headed  “  The  Artist  and 
the  Advertiser”  has  evidently  taken  great  i)alns  to 
ascertain  the  opinion  of  eminent  artists  on  the  subject 
of  })ictorial  advertisement. 

Sir  John  Millais  says  :  “  I  don’t  thiidv  I  have  any 
feeling  about  advertising;  if  done  badly  I  would 
object.”  That  is  the  very  point;  except  in  his  own 
case,  when  was  it  done  well  ? 

Fred .  Walker’s  “  M’oman  in  'White  ”  was  just  what 
wall  advertising  ought  to  be,  not  a  bad  copy  of  a 
])icture  disingenuously  twisted  to  suit  the  advertiser, 
but  a  splendidly  designed  figure,  serving  to  decorate 
the  hoarding,  and  please  every  intelligent  person  who 
looked  at  it ;  whilst  it  exactly  served  its  purpose  as  an 
advertisement. 

Mr.  Marks  says:  “I  was  pleased  to  see  my  name 
associated  with  Walker,  Poynter,  and  Ilerkomer  as 
a  designer  of  posters.”  Of  course  he  was — who 
wenddu’t  be?  Rut  would  he  have  liked  his  beautiful 
picture  of  “  St.  Francis  Freacbing  to  the  Birds  ”  to 
have  been  stuck  up  all  over  London  as  a  poulterer’s 
advertisement?  If  my  friend  Alarks  says  he  would 
have  enjoyed  such  a  sight,  I  take  the  1  liberty  of  a  very 
old  friend  in  saying’  I  don’t  believe  him.  Anyway, 
I  sup[)ose  he  w’ould  have  required  the  poulterer  to  have 
obtained  his  consent  to  such  a  disgusting  profanation. 

I  endorse  ever}'  word  of  Air.  Ilerkomer’s  when 
he  says  “the  bideousness  and  vulgarity  of  pictorial 
advertisements  seem  an  insult  to  our  thinking  and 
educated  classes,  an  insult  hurled  at  them  from  every 
spare  wall,  scaffolding,  and  conveyance;”  and  by  a 
s])lendid  design  Air.  Ilerkomer  showed  how  true  Art 
might  be  made  to  serve  the  advertiser. 

Why  did  these  works  by  such  able  men  fall  still¬ 
born  upon  the  advertising  community  ?  No  doubt 
they  wore  over  the  heads  of  the  ordinary  public,  but 
did  they  in  any  sense  suit  the  advertiser'? 

A  dreadful  thought  is  borne  in  upon  me;  does  not 
the  advertiser  require  a  more  or  less  popular  picture 
as  the  important  factor  in  his  advertisements  ?  Does 
he  not,  having  acquired  it  fairly  or  unfairly,  rack  his 
own  brains,  or  somebody  clse’s,  to  make  it  suit  his 
purpose?  If  that  be  the  case,  unless  artists  com¬ 
bine  and  set  their  faces  against  their  inctures  being 
misused,  original  designing,  however  admirable  for 
posters,  will  lind  no  favour  in  the  eyes  of  advertisers. 

At  the  close  of  bis  article,  the  writer  to  whom  I 
have  referred  asks  me  if  I  “have  any  idea  of  the 
men  who  have  been  willing  to  paint  sig’ii-boards, 
pictorial  advertisemeuts  devised  not  for  the  bene- 
licial  selling  of  soaj),  butr  chielly  for  the  banci'ul 
retailing  of  bad  liquor  in  low  grog-shops.”  AT's,  I 
have  a  clear  idea  on  the  subject.  I  painted  one 
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myself  for  an  inn  in  Lancashire  called  the  Pilgrim  ; 
my  friend  Augustus  Egg,  R.A.,  painted  one  side  of 
the  sign,  and  I  the  other.  Egg^s  pilgrim,  not  a  bit 
like  mine  (they  ought  to  have  resembled  each  other, 
for  the  pictures  were  intended  to  represent  the  same 
pilgrim),  was  knocking  at  one  side  of  the  sign,  on 
which  a  door  was  limned  ;  on  the  reverse,  my  pilgrim 
was  leaving  the  hostelry  refreshed,  and  thankfully 
casting  his  eyes  heavenward. 

The  inn  called  the  Pilgrim  was,  and  ])erhaps  still 
is,  a  most  respectable,  modest  hotel,  a  very  necessary 
establishment,  as  useful  in  its  way  as  soap ;  so  I  think 
I  may  aver  that,  so  far  as  I  am  concerned,  I  did 
not  advertise  “bad  liquor  in  a  low  grog-shop.^’  The 
Oak,  at  Bettws-y-coed,  is  a  large  hotel,  in  great 
favour  with  artists  and  tourists,  where  excellent 
“  grog  ’■*  can  be  obtained,  no  doubt ;  and  where  David 
Coxa’s  sign  of  an  oak  tree  is  still  to  be  seen. 

I  take  leave  to  doubt  if  any  of  the  artists  named  by 
our  writer  painted  for  low  “  grog-shops.'’-’  Hogarth, 
possibly,  might  have  had  to  plead  guilty  to  the  im¬ 
peachment,  and  Paul  Potter  may  have  committed 
the  offence.  Be  that  as  it  may,  I  can  see  no  analogy 


whatever  between  the  sign,  or  the  posters,  executed 
voluntarily,  and  the  picture  seized  without  the  consent 
or  knowledge  of  the  artist,  even  to  serve  so  benehcent 
a  product  as  soap. 

My  profession  bristles  with  admirable  designers; 
at  the  j)resent  time  I  could  name  a  dozen  artists 
who,  I  feel  sure,  would  be  glad  to  make  appropriate 
designs,  by  which  all  kinds  of  commodities  could  be 
advertised.  By  such  men’s  works,  public  taste  could 
be  improved  instead  of  debased,  as  it  is  now,  by  vile 
art  and  distressing  vulgarity.  No  phase  of  art  has 
advanced  so  remarkably  in  the  last  half-century  as 
that  of  the  designer — in  other  words,  the  illustrator 
of  his  own  thoughts,  or  of  the  thoughts  of  others,  in 
black-and-white.  The  drawings  in  the  magazines 
and  in  the  illustrated  papers  afford  ample  proof  of 
this ;  and  it  rests  with  the  advertiser  to  make  use  of 
the  talents  of  well-known  men,  who  would  sj)eedily 
change  the  aspect  of  the  hoardings,  and  be  of  more 
service  to  the  advertiser  than  the  popular  painter, 
who  can  only  be  enlisted  in  the  cause  by  a  mis¬ 
appropriation  of  subjects  ludicrously  unfit  for  the 
purpose  to  which  they  are  devoted. 


II. -By  the  editor. 


The  foregoing  article  by  Mr.  Frith  on  the  sub¬ 
ject  of  artistic  advertising  will  be  read  with  interest 
by  all  to  whom  the  “culture  of  the  masses^'’  is  a 
matter  of  any  concern.  Those  in  particular  will 
be  gratified  who  read  the  letter  which  he  originally 
contributed  to  the  newspapers,  and  which  attracted 
wide  attention  to  this  subject,  for  the  deprecatory 
tone  he  then  adopted  has  been  to  a  great  extent 
abandoned,  and  the  principle  admitted  that  artistry 
may,  with  the  utmost  propriety  and  benefit,  come  to 
the  aid  of  commerce. 

One  point  made  by  Mr.  Frith  is  unanswerable  : 
the ,  nnwarrantable  alteration  in  the  details  or  in 
the  original  title  of  a  picture  acquired  by  an  adver¬ 
tiser  and  issued  in  multiple  form.  It  is  mani¬ 
festly  immoral  and  wrong  to  change  such  titles 
as  “The  New  Frock-”  and  “Dress  Rehearsal”  to 
“So  Clean'’-’  and  “As  Good  as  New”  without 
any  explanation,  but  with  the  names  of  the  artists 
attached,  for  the  deduction  forced  upon  the  public 
would  naturally  be  that  these  pictures  were  so  painted 
and  christened  by  the  artist  for  the  purposes  of  the 
advertiser.  Still  less  justifiable  is  it  to  alter  any 
detail  or  accessory  without  the  artist’s  permission  ; 
his  design  is  sacred,  for  if  any  alteration  whatever 
is  introduced,  the  work,  as  a  whole,  ceases  to  be 
his,  and  its  ascription  to  the  artist  is  false  and 
misleading. 

Writing  to  me  on  this  subject,  an  eminent 
artist  has  put  the  point  lucidly  and  well.  He  says ; 


“Copyright  gives  a  man  the  right  to  copy ;  but  he 
surely  must  copy  rightly.  Every  man  in  painting 
a  picture  has  some  intention — something  he  wishes 
to  convey.  The  gentleman  who  buys  it  for  adver¬ 
tising  purposes  does  not  care  two  straws  for  this. 
His  intention  is  to  make  the  picture  help  to  sell 
his  article,  and  in  furtherance  of  this  he  feels  at 
liberty  to  add,  alter,  or  travesty  a  work  in  any  way 
he  pleases.  M'^itness  the  evidence  afforded  by  IMr. 
Stanhope  Forbes’s  picture,  and  its  narrow  escape. 
A  parallel  will  make  the  point  clearer  still.  Suppose 
a  gentleman  were  to  acquire  (advertising  being  bis 
ulterior  puiqiose)  the  copyright  of  a  poem  b}"  Lord 
Tennyson,  and  then  added  or  altered  a  stanza  so  as 
to  proclaim  the  merits  of  his  wares,  how  would  the 
proceeding  be  received  by  the  public  ?  'Would  they 
approve  ?  And  supposing  that  on  the  strength  of 
his  achievement  he  were  to  pride  himself  on  giving 
‘  encouragement  ’  to  literature,  would  his  claim  be 
seriously  entertained,  even  by  the  most  simple- 
minded  person  ?  That  the  intention  of  Mr.  Frith’s 
picture  is  entirely  foreign  to  the  purpose  it  has  been 
put  to  T  am  not  prepared  to  state,  fur  the  point  of 
the  design  is  clearly  the  pride  of  the  child  in  her 
clean  new  dress.” 

This  brings  me  to  the  point  of  Copyright,  and 
seeing  that  most  artists — not  excluding  Mr.  Frith- 
are  confessedly  uncertain  as  to  the  Law  of  Copyright 
in  its  application  to  such  cases  as  that  before  us,  I 
feel  I  cannot  do  better  than  to  set  forth  the  main 
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points  of  the  statute  as  it  at  present  stands.  This, 
generally  speaking,  has  been  described  as  “a  web 
of  almost  insoluble  problems,”  but  in  the  present 
instance  it  is  fairly  clear.  The  law  relating  to 
Copyright  in  AVorks  of  the  Fine  Arts  is  governed 
by  the  Act  known  as  ‘Cfo  and  dO  ^dctoria,  cap.  08,” 
the  first  section  of  which  states  :  — 

“The  Author,  heing  a  British  sui)jeet,  or  re.sident  withiu  the 
dominions  of  the  Crown,  of  every  original  painting,  drawing,  and 
photograph  which  shall  he  or  shall  liave  been  made  either  in  the 
British  dominions  or  tdsewhere,  and  which  shall  not  have  been 
sold  or  disposed  of  before  the  commencement  of  this  Act,  and 
his  assigns,  shall  have  tlie  sole  and  exclusive  right  of  copy- 
iTig,  engraving,  reproducing,  and  multiplying  such  painting  or 
drawing,  and  the  design  thereof,  or  such  photograi)h  and  the 
negative  thereof,  by  any  means  and  of  any  size  for  the  term  of 
the  natural  life  (jf  such  Author  and  seven  years  after  his  death, 
])rovided  that  when  any  painting  or  drawing  or  the  negative  of 
any  photograph,  shall  for  the  hist  time  after  the  passing  of  this 
Act  be  sold  or  disposed  of,  or  shall  lie  made  or  executed  for  or  on 
behalf  of  any  other  person  for  a  good  or  a  valuable  consideration, 
the  ])erson  so  selling  or  disjiosing  of  or  making  or  executing  the 
same  shall  not  retain  the  copyright  thereof  unless  it  be  exju'essly 
reserved  to  him  by  agToement  in  wilting  signed  at  or  liefore  the 
time  of  sucli  sale  or  disjjosition  by  the  vendee  or  assignee  of  such 

painting  or  drawing . but  the  copyright  shall 

belong  to  the  vendee  or  assignee  of  such  painting  or  drawing  or 
of  such  negative  of  a  photograph,  or  to  the  jiorson  for  or  on 
whose  behalf  the  same  shall  have  been  made  and  executed.” 

The  section  then  goes  on  to  say  as  follows  : — - 

“  Nor  shall  the  vendee  or  assignee  thc-rcof  tie  entitled  to  any 
such  copyright  unless  at  or  before  the  time  of  such  sale  or 
disposition  an  agreement  in  writing,  signed  liy  the  person  so 
selling  or  disposing  of  the  same  or  by  his  agent  duly  authorised, 
shall  have  been  made  to  that  effect.” 

This  latter  part  appears  to  be  somewhat  contra¬ 
dictory  of  what  has  gone  before,  but  the  effect  of 
the  whole  section  is  that  unless  the  copyright  of 
the  jiainting  sold  by  Mr.  Frith  was  duly  registered 
and  a.ssigned — which  I  gather  is  not  the  case — he 
has  entirely  lo.st  his  right  to  it  which,  as  Author,” 
to  use  the  term  of  the  Act,  he  originally  possessed, 
and  any  j)roceedings  he,  or  anyone  similarly  placed, 
might  take,  either  by  way  of  injunction  or  otherwise, 
would  certainly  be  futile. 

Now,  so  far  as  the  ptirchaser  of  the  picture  is 
concerned,  he  would,  as  the  proprietor  of  it,  be  en¬ 
titled  to  the  copyright  in  the  altsence  of  an  agree¬ 
ment  reserving  the  right  of  the  “  Author,”  hid 
the  section'  goes  on  to  say  that  the  vendee  shall  not 
be  entitled  to  such  copyright  uidess  it  be  especially 
reserved  to  him.  Further,  by  the  fourth  section  of 
the  Act,  tlie  proprietor  of  the  copyright  must  register 
his  right  before  he  can  enforce  his  rights  hj^  legal 
proceedings.  Therefore,  if  there  were  no  agreement 
signed  in  the  first  instance,  there  was  no  agree¬ 
ment  to  be  registered,  and  the  ])urchaser  of  the 
])ieture  in  rpiestion  has  himself  no  title  to  the  copy¬ 
right.  On  this  point  Mr.  Justice  Mellor  states,  in 
what  is  now  known  as  “Graves’  Case,”  that  “the 


statute  contemplates  the  vesting  of  the  copyright  of 
every  original  painting,  drawing,  and  photograph, 
either  in  the  ‘Author’  or  in  the  person  who  owns 
the  original  painting,  drawing,  or  photograph,  pro¬ 
vided  that  ])roper  precautions  to  secure  it  have  been 
taken,  and  that  such  owner  must  be  an  assignee  by 
virtue  of  some  assignment  in  writing  thereof.”  The 
result,  therefore,  is  that  neither  Mr.  Frith  nor  ]\Ir. 
Lever  ajipears  to  have  any  right  in  the  picture ;  the 
copyright  has  lapsed,  and  the  power  to  reproduce  it 
is  absolutely  unrestricted. 

The  seventh  section  bears  directly  on  the  (pies- 
tion  of  alteration  of  a  work  and  the  resultant  false 
ascription  : — 

“  Wlicre  the  Autlior  or  ]\Iakcr  of  auy  painting,  drawing,  or 
Iihotograph,  or  negative  of  a  photograpli,  shall  have  sold  or  other¬ 
wise  parted  with  the  possession  of  such  w'ork,  */  aiuj  alteration 
shall  aftencards  be  made  therein  hij  anij  other  person,  by  addition  or 
otherwise,  no  person  .shall  be  at  liberty  during  the  life  of  the  Author 
or  Maker  of  such  work  wiihoat  his  consent  to  make,  or  knowingly 
to  sell  or  publish  or  offer  for  sale,  such  w'ork  or  any  copies  of  such 
work  so  alteix'd  as  aforesaid,  or  of  any  part  thereof,  as  or  for  the 
Tinaltered  work  of  such  Author  or  iMaker.  Every  such  offender 
shall  upon  conviction  forfeit  to  the  person  aggrieved  the  sum  of 
Ten  Pounds,  or  not  exceeding  double  the  full  price,  if  anj",  at  which 
all  such  copies,  engravings,  imitations,  or  altered  works  shall  have 
been  sold  or  offered  for  sale,  and  all  sack  copies,  engravings,  imita¬ 
tions,  or  altered  works  shall  be  forfeited  to  the  2)er  son  or  the  assigns 
or  legal  repre.sentatives  of  the  person  whose  name,  initials,  or  mono- 
(jram  shall  be  so  fraudulently  signed  or  affixed,  or  falsely  ascribed 
as  afoj'csaid.” 

So  mucb  for  the  law.  The  sentiment  of  the  case — 
in  which  Mr.  Frith  deals  so  largely,  and,  from  the 
artists’  point  of  view,  so  rightly  and  so  ably — must 
necessarily  go  for  very  much,  even  when  business¬ 
like,  matter-of-fact  “common  sense  ”  is  brought  to 
bear  upon  it.  M^e  would  all  of  ns  repel  as  an 
outrage  the  imjn’essment  of  Raphael’s  “  Ansidei 
Madonna”  into  the  advocacy  of  an  “  infant’s  food” 
or  “soothing  syrup,”  or  that  of  Moroni’s  “Portrait 
of  a  Tailor”  into  an  advertisement  of  “Our  Guinea 
Trouserings ;  ”  or,  again,  as  my  afore-mention'ed  cor¬ 
respondent  suggests  in  more  immediate  illustration 
of  the  matter  in  point,  the  use  of  a  fine  “  Sunset,” 
by  Corot,  which,  with  “  Sunlight  Soap”  appropri¬ 
ately  stamped  across  the  sky,  would  tend  to  disgust 
every  festhetic  soul  with  the  much-talked-of  union  of 
Commerce  and  Art.  But  who  can  say  that  “  This 
is  the  AVay  we  M’ash  our  Clothes,”  l>y  Mr.  Leslie, 
R.A.,  is  “degraded”  by  its  recent  consecration  to 
soap,  or  that  the  many  pictures  not  expressly  painted 
for  the  purposes  of  advertisement,  but  that  have 
come  by  the  whirligig  of  time  and  chance  to  be 
turned  to  its  uses,  are  less  charming  or  less  worthy 
of  respect  on  that  account  ?  Most  artists  do  not 
relish  the  idea  of  their  pictures  being  fitted  to  adver¬ 
tisements,  and  therein  they  are  right;  but  that  either 
picture  or  artist  is  in  any  way  “degraded”  by  the 
misapplication  is  an  untenable  contention.  M^hatever 
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error  oi'  taste  be  niade^  the  ocliuiu  rests  wliolly  with 
the  perpetrator.  IMr.  Poyiiter,  iv.A.,  than  whom 
lew  have  greater  authority  in  the  matter  (for  is  lie 
not  the  designer  of  one  of  the  most  effeetive  “hills” 
now  displayed  upon  our  walls'?)^  writes  to  me; — • 

“  In  Mr.  Erith’s  contention  that  the  using  of 
the  iiietures  of  artists  for  jmrjioses  of  advertise¬ 
ment  is  a  degradation  to  art^  I  am  inclined  to 
agree  wdth  him,  -where  the  picture  was  not  painted 
or  intended  for  such  a  purpose,  as  it  vulgarises  for 
trade  purposes  what  is  intended  to  appeal  to  a  higher 
or  more  retined  sentiment;  although  if  a  man  buys  a 
jiieture  of  an  artist,  I  do  not  see  how  he  can  he  pre¬ 
vented  from  putting  it  to  an}^  pur[)osehe  likes,  failing 
an  agreement  beforehand.  But  there  is  certainly  no 
degradation  where  an  artist  of  taste  makes  a  design 
for  an  advertisement,  the  intention  in  this  ease  [icing 
to  put  in  an  agreeable  and  even  artistic  form  what  is 
very  apt  to  he  an  eyesore  or  a  mean  exhibition  of 
vulgarity.”  Most  men,  however,  are  surely  of  o[)inion 
that  Art,  like  Truth,  can  only  dignify  and  beautify 
that  with  which  it  comes  into  eontaet,  and  that,  unless 
a  grave  error  of  taste  and  judgment  he  committed, 
commerce — which  none  can  assert  contains  the  ele¬ 
ments  of  “  degradation  ”  if  it  hut  he  conducted  with 
decency — has  everything  to  gain,  and  art  nothing  to 
lose,  hy  the  union  ;  while  the  distinction  between  the 
“ready-made”  and  the  “bespoke”  in  works  of  art 
is  too  line  to  have  any  radically  important  hearings 
on  the  suhject.  One  consideration,  which  will,  I 
fear,  convey  hut  little  comfort  to  Air.  Erith  and 
those  of  us  wdio  think  with  him,  must  not  he  lost 
sight  (jf,  and  that  is  the  necessity  that  is  ever  felt  hy 
the  trader  for  novelty  or  audacity  in  advertisement. 
Eor  that  reason,  if  for  none  other,  the  purchase  of 
“popular”  jiictures  will  probably  always  find  the 
greatest  favour  with  the  advertiser,  for  he  therehy 
not  only  commands  attention  hy  the  fitness  of  the 
work  to  the  recommendation  of  his  wares,  hut  also 
trades  upon  the  affection  or  esteem  of  the  public  for  the 
artist,  and  their  admiration  for  his  work  in  general  ; 
wlule,  moreover,  he  makes  the  world  talk  of  his 
coiip,  and  enlists,  mayhc,  their  gratitude  hy  making 
them  laugh  at  his  ingenuity,  or  hy  placing  before 
them  a  work  of  sterling  merit  and  considerable  beauty. 

And  in  all  this  is  there  no  consolation  for  the 
offended  pride  of  the  sensitive  artist?  lie  who  is 
“victimised”  thus  suffers  in  excellent  company,  for 
the  list  includes  some  good  names  and  good  work. 
Eoremost  among  them  stands  Sir  Everett  Millais, 
with  his  “  Bubbles  ” — which,  however,  was  not  pur¬ 
chased  hy  the  advertiser  direct  from  the  artist.  Then 
come  Mr.  G.  D.  Leslie,  R.A.,  with  “This  is  the 
AVay  we  Wa.sh  our  Clothes  ;  ”  ]\I.  Jan  Van  Beers, 
with  “  In  the  Canoe,”  and  “  In  the  Snow  ;  ”  Air. 
J.  J.  Shannon,  with  “Mariana,”  exhibited  last  year 


in  Grosvenor  Gallery  ;  INIr.  Ered.  Barnard’s  “Duck 
and  Green  Peas  is  Off,”  from  the  Oil  Institute; 
i\Ir.  Chevallier  Tayler,  with  “A  Dress  Rehearsal;” 
Air.  \  ales  Carrington,  with  “  The  AVounded  Terrier 
on  the  Hospital  Steps;”  Air.  Short,  with  “Sun¬ 
day  Alorning  ;  ”  Signor  Eocardi,  with  “  AVu  Dirty 
Boy  !  ”  Air.  C.  Lawes’  with  his  life-sized  marble 
“Bathing  Nymph;”  and  AI.  A^an  Ilaanen,  with 
several  A'^enetian  genre  scenes.  “  Deceased  Alasters,” 
too,  have  been  made  to  contribute  their  quota  to 
artistic  advertising,  for  we  find  Rembrandt’s  “  Por¬ 
trait  of  Himself”  used  as  the  reehnne  of  a  iirint- 
seller;  Ruhens’  “Portrait  of  Himself,”  and  Gains¬ 
borough’s  “  Duchess  of  Devonshire,”  as  those  of  a 
hatter  ;  Edimard  Erere’s  picture,  re-named  “  Alore 
Bubliles,”  is  used  liy  Alessrs.  Pears;  while  Sir  Edwin 
Tjandseer’s  “Distinguished  Alember  of  the  Royal 
Illumine  Society”  —  with  slight  alterations,  intro¬ 
duced  with  a  view  to  avoiding  infringement  of 
copyright — -was  a  few  years  since  ])osted  all  over  the 
country  to  ])ush  the  sale  of  a  “  necessary  of  the 
household.”  Ered.  AA^alker’s  “  Bathers,”  too,  had  a 
narrow  escape  of  becoming  a  soaji-maker’s  advocate, 
when  it  was  put  up  for  auction  at  the  Graham 
sale  in  1886,  lint  the  price  of  £'£,625,  at  which  it 
was  knocked  down,  was  jiresumably  too  high  for  a 
trade  investment,  and  the  picture  is  now  one  of  the 
chief  ornaments  in  the  collection  of  AI'x  Cuthhert 
Quilter. 

Air.  Erith  suggests  that  Ereil.  Walker’s  “  Woman 
in  AVhite” — an  advertisement  of  Air.  AVilkie  Collins’ 
dramatic  version  of  his  novel  widely  pilacarded  in 
1871 — and  Air.  Herkomer’s  poster  for  the  Publishers  of 
The  AIagazine  oe  Art,  did  not  suit  the  advertiser,  and 
“fell  still-born  upon  the  advertising  community.”  I 
do  not  think  that  the  facts  bear  out  this  view  of  the 
case.  As  regards  the  result  of  Air.  Ilerkomer’s  ad¬ 
mirable  work,  it  hardly  becomes  me  to  speak;  but  the 
fact  tliat  it  escaped  the  notice  of  few,  if  any,  of  those 
who  care  for  art  in  this  country,  and  furthermore 
is  quoted  to  this  day  as  a  noble  and  ajiprojiriate 
example  of  aidistic  advertising,  should  be  a  sullieient 
answer.  And  how  can  they  be  said  to  have  fallen 
still-born?  Air.  Poynter’s  notable  and  richly- 
coloured  “  Alinerva  in  her  Temple”  for  the  Guardian 
Insurance  Company;  the  fine  marine  design  by  Air. 
AA^yllie,  A.R.A.,  for  the  Orient  Steamshi[)  Company  ; 
“  The  Shaving  Alonks,”  by  Air.  Alarks,  R.A. ;  the 
design  by  Air.  Albert  Aloore  ;  the  Georgian  scene, 
by  Air.  Charles  Green,  R.I.,  for  Messrs.  Colliuson 
and  Lock  ;  the  theatrical  poster  of  “  The  Colonel,” 
by  Air.  Harry  Euruiss;  the  numerous  designs  by 
Air.  Walter  Crane  for  Alessrs.  Jeffreys  and  others; 
the  capital  cat-and-nionkey  picture  of  Air.  Trood  of 
“Matchless  for  the  Complexion;”  the  humorous 
“  Shaver’s  Delight,”  by  Signor  Bellei ;  the  child 
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])icturc  of  “  This  is  the  W:iy  we  Wash  our  Hands/’ 
hy  Air.  J.  Hallyar;  tlie  ingenious  and  complicated 
design  for  a  photographer^  and  the  recent  “cigarette- 
puff  ”  hy  Mr.  Linlcy  Sambourne  ;  the  comic  scene  of 
a  club  (piarrel  by  Mr.  Fred.  Barnard,  in  which  soap  is 
declared  to  be  more  efficacious  than  blood  in  washing 
out  insults ;  the  graceful  pictorial  pun  by  Mr.  Lillie 
of  how  the  little  maid  “  washed  herself  ashore”  by 
means  of  a  cake  of  Cleaver’s  soap ;  the  numerous 
magazine  and  newspaper  covers  by  Mr.  Du  Maurier 
and  Mr.  Lewis  Day ;  the  horse  designs  by  Air.  Stur- 
gess,  advocating  certain  infallible  embrocations — all 
these,  together  with  George  Cruikshank’s  business 
card  for  Mr.  Harvey,  and  his  fireside  scene  for  a  life 
insurance  office,  surely  prove  that  so  far  from  being 
stillborn,  artistic — or  high-class  pictorial — advertising 
is  a  child  of  healthy  growth,  whose  strength  is  daily 
increasing,  and  whose  aid  is  sought  for  more  and 
more  by  the  trading  community. 

In  addition  to  the  names  of  Paul  Potter, 
Hogarth,  Augustus  Egg,  R.A.,  and  himself,  to 
whom  Mr.  Frith  refers  as  having  painted  signboards 
— the  offerings  of  Beer  and  Board  at  the  shrine  of 
the  Goddess  Publicity — I  may  here  place  on  record 
the  others  who  have  in  this  manner  swelled  the  list 
of  eminent  contributors  to  “  artistic  advertisement.” 
Correggio  painted  the  Sutherland  gallery  “Mule 
and  Muleteer”  as  an  inn-sign,  and  Grinling  Gibbons 
carved  the  “  cock  ”  for  the  tavern  in  Fleet  Street. 
George  Morland  painted  more  than  one  sign  to  pay 
off  his  score,  a  consideration  which  also  induced 
H.  Harlowe  to  paint  a  swinging  portrait  of  Queen 
Caroline  for  the  New  Inn  at  Epsom.  Taverns  in 
Little  Russell  Street,  near  Drury  Lane,  boasted  at 
one  time  a  Shakspere  by  Clarkson,  and  another 
by  Samuel  Wale,  R.A.,  the  latter  artist  being  a 
somewhat  prolific  painter  of  Shaksijerean  signs. 
Sir  Charles  Ross,  R.A.,  pleaded  guilty  to  having 
produced  a  sign  for  the  “  Alagpie  ”  at  Sudbury 
before  he  reached  Academic  honours.  Richard 
Wilson,  R.A.,  glorified  “The  Three  Loggerheads” 


in  North  Wales;  while  Sir  David  Wilkie,  R.A., 
Thomas  Wright  of  Liverpool,  Herring,  the  horse 
painter,  Baker,  R.A.,  Catton,  R.A.,  Sniirke,  R.A.,  and 
Sir  Everett  Millais,  R.  A.,  have  all  painted  piddic-house 
signs,  the  last-named  for  an  inn  at  Hayes  in  Kent. 
Besides  these,  Holbein  is  known  to  have  executed  a 
coujde  of  school-house  signs  that  may  still  be  seen 
in  the  Basle  Museum;  Watteau,  a  milliner’s,  and 
Pater,  a  picture  dealer’s  sign;  while  Horace  Vernet 
produced  cpiite  a  number  of  similar  pictorial  adver¬ 
tisements.  Was  the  art  of  all  these  men  “  degraded  ” 
by  its  application  to  even  the  comparatively  low 
form  of  trade  it  purported  to  stimulate?  Did  they 
not  rather  dignify  the  commerce,  such  as  it  was,  by 
the  contact  of  their  skill  ? 

To  sum  up,  then,  it  is  now  agreed  on  all  hands 
that  artistic  advertising  is,  in  the  words  of  Professor 
Richmond,  “  a  powerful  weapon  for  disseminating 
good  art  in  the  most  public  manner  possible;  ”  while 
if  tlm  artist  be  not  unwilling,  a  picture  may  with  pro¬ 
priety  be  used,  on  condition  that  neither  its  title  nor 
design  be  altered  in  any  way — -for  such  unauthorised 
alteration  is  at  once  a  breach  of  faith  and,  so  far 
as  the  latter  interference  is  concerned,  a  breach  of 
the  law.  If  due  regard  be  paid  to  these  points, 
nothing  but  good  can  come  of  the  union  of  art 
and  commerce,  whether  the  advertiser  seeks  to  trade 
on  the  artist’s  name  or  on  the  inherent  beauty 
of  his  design  ;  and  we  may  find  that  commerce  of 
to-day  will,  pecuniarily  speaking,  fill,  in  some  sense 
and  more  or  less  satisfactorily,  the  empty  seat  of 
patronage  which  was  once  occupied  by  the  Church. 
For  it  is  but  fair  to  assume  that  the  spread  of 
artistic  advertisement  will  ever  demand  a  higher 
and  higher  standard  of  merit,  and  before  long  it  will 
be  thought  no  more  derogatory,  even  to  a  Royal 
Academician,  to  design  or  paint  a  work  for  a  man 
of  business,  than  it  is  to-day  to  sell  one  for  money, 
whether  to  an  ai’istocratic  “patron,”  a  democratic 
collector,  a  cotton-spinner,  a  financier,  or  a  manufac¬ 
turer  of  knives  or  pickles. 
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inents  (if  the  last  iil'ty 
years  of  l\Ir.  Gladstone’s 
])olitieal  life  would  need 
more  space  lliaii  the  mar- 
<.(•111  of  a  page  ;  I  have 
therefore  attempted  to  re¬ 
cord  but  some  of  them. 
Tliese  are  inscribed  in  due 
onler  on  the  midiabs  of 
scroll  more  fan- 


foliated 

ciful  than  natural  —  the  scroll,  in  fact,  of  INIr. 
Gladstone’s  career  from  its  green  beginning  to  its 
golden  hey-<lay,  even  to  the  rnsset  anlnmn  branches. 
Idle  tender  Tory  shoot  is  stojijied  by  the  barrier  of  Frc  e 
Trade,  and  a.  more  vigorous  branch  develops  itself  in 
the  Liberal  direction.  The  two  stems  form  a  ca])ital  G. 

The  emblems  which  occur  at  intervals  are  the 
arms  of  the  University,  in  connection  with  the  Oxford 
University  Act  j  the  British  Lion  and  the  Imperial 
Eagle,  uiiholding  the  French  Treaty;  a  eheaj)  volume 
of  Scott  ("his  favourite”  English  author),  follow¬ 
ing  the  Rej>eal  of  the  Paper  Duties;  a  shij),  apropoa 
of  the  Alabama  Arbitration ;  the  axe,  across  Cor¬ 
rupt  Practices  ;  and  a.  free  version  of  the  Irish  Harp, 
arising  from  Home  Rule.  The  initial  O,  with  the  live 
constituencies  and  corresponding  dates,  the  wedding 
ring  and  the  label  through  it,  need  no  ex[)lanation. 
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II.-  By  WALTER  CRANE. 

HL  desig"!!  under  tlie  form  of 
Allegory  deals  generally  with 
^  Air.  Gladstone's  policy  in  regard 
JS;  to  Ireland,  and  his  advocacy  of 
particular.  At 
page  he  is  re- 
)d  knight  fight- 


Hide  in 
the  top  of  the 
! presented  as  a  go 

ing  the  many-coiled  dragon  of 
Tyranny.  The  red  cross  of  St.  George  upon  his 
surcoat  indicates  England’s  will  and  power  that  must 
free  the  suffering  Erin  from  injustice  and  oppression. 
What  these  arc,  are  shown  by  the  legends  upon  the 
coils  of  the  dragon  twisted  about  the  figure  of  Erin, 
who  stretches  forth  her  hands  to  the  deliverer,  who 
has  taken  one  of  them,  while  he  strikes  at  the  head 
of  the  dragon  with  the  axe  of  Home  Rule.  Below 
on  each  side  are  two  shields  inscribed  with  the 
names  of  the  parliamentary  measures  relating  to  Ire¬ 
land  associated  with  Air.  Gladstone's  Administrations. 
Below  these  again  on  either  side  are  the  figures  of 
Irish  peasants  looking  on  with  upward  gaze — the  man 
with  a  spade,  the  woman  with  a  distaff  and  spindle, 
to  indicate  those  fundamental  useful  labours,  upon 
the  maintenance  of  which  the  welfare  of  peojiles 
and  the  wealth  of  nations  alike  depend. 
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are  inseril)eil  tlie  names  of  tlie  p;'roat  men  of  Hellas 
and  Italy,  and  at  their  toriniuatiun  are  the  spirits 
oI‘  Peace  and  Brotherhood,  the  friends  of  the  Arts. 
From  the  rock  on  \vhi<'h  Brilannia  is  seated  pro¬ 
ceeds  a  stream,  the  waves  of  which  hear  the  names  of 
g‘reat  Eno'lisli  promoters  of  freedom,  hegiiinino'  with 
Alfretl,  the  repnted  t'onnder  of  Trial  hy  Jury,  and 
tinishing  with  Gladstone.  The  Spirit  of  Liherty, 
lloatinc^  above  this,  stranodes  the  serpent  of  tyranny 
with  one  hand,  and  hears  a  eornucopiai  in  the  other. 
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THE  FOHTHCOMING  ART  CONGRESS  AT  LIVERPOOL. 

Now  tliat  the  first  meeting  of  the  National  Association 
for  the  Advancement  of  Art  is  at  hand,  it  may  be  well  to 
repeat  our  conviction  that,  if  any  good  is  to  come  out  of 
the  movement,  the  accompaniment  of  an  exhibition  is  abso¬ 
lutely  imperative.  There  is,  as  it  is,  far  too  much  talk 
about  Art  in  proportion  to  the  work  done.  It  is  no  excuse 
to  say  that  this  is  an  age  of  criticism  rather  than  of  deed  in 
art,  and  that  discussion  of  aesthetics  has  arisen  to  fill  the 
void  left  in  the  department  of  achievement.  The  motive 
of  the  Association,  if  we  understand  it  aright,  is  to  stimu¬ 
late  that  achievement  by  giving  the  public  the  opportunity 
to  induce  the  adoption  by  manufacturers  of  good  models  and 
of  good  designs.  We  confess  ourselves  sceptical  as  to  the 
ability  of  the  Association  to  “  advance  the  arts  ”  either  of 
painting  or  sculpture,  though  it  may  assuredly  do  much  to¬ 
wards  securing  the  proper  display  of  them  in  the  chief  centres 
of  population,  and  may,  haply,  prevail  upon  corporations 
to  accept  its  counsels  when  any  local  artistic  movement  of 
any  character  whatever  is  proceeding.  Indeed,  there  is 
no  reaso)!  why  it  should  not  come  in  time  to  be  regarded 
as  the  arbiter  elegantiarum  in  all  matters  sesthetic.  But 
to  win  tliis  confidence  of  the  authorities  and  of  the  people 
it  must  show  itself  worthy  of  it,  not  by  eloquence  only 
either  at  meetings  or  at  conversazioni,  but  by  holding  exhi¬ 
bitions  of  designs  in  art,  pure  and  applied  (and,  wherever 
possible  in  the  latter  department,  examples  of  the  objects 
executed  from  those  designs),  these  displays  being  in  direct 
connection  with  the  meeting,  and  more  or  less  illustrative 
of  the  speeches.  In  this  way  the  Association  may  come  to 
be  a  true  educator,  if  not  indeed  a  leader,  of  public  taste, 
and  any  design — whether  in  architecture,  sculpture,  decora¬ 
tion,  or  the  applied  arts  in  general — with  its  imprimatur 
of  excellence  upon  it  will  in  time  be  accepted  by  seekers 
after  the  beautiful  not  only  without  question,  but  to  the 
exclusion  of  other  models.  To  this  end  we  are  convinced 
that  the  adhesion  of  the  Art  and  Crafts  Society  would  be  in 
the  highe.st  degree  desirable.  Their  admirable  and  inter¬ 
esting  exhibition  at  the  New  Gallery,  though  perhaps  not 
in  itself  complete,  is  yet  as  catholic  in  the  specimens  dis¬ 
played  as  one  might  wish  to  see.  It  is,  moreover,  based  on 
the  lines  laid  down  by  good  taste,  and,  we  venture  to  think, 
of  common-sense.  We  commend  this  proposal  to  the  atten¬ 
tion  of  Sir  Frederick  Leighton,  the  President  of  the 
Liverpool  Congress,  and  to  the  strong  band  of  artists  and 
art-lovers  who  preside  over  the  various  sections. 


THE  NATIONAL  GALLERY  OF  IRELAND  IN  1887. 

The  belated  report  of  Mr.  Doyle,  the  Director  of  the 
National  Gallery  of  Dublin,  has  made  its  appearance,  and 
testifies  to  the  admirable  manner  in  which  he  conducts  the 
institution  under  his  control.  Of  a  limited  budget  of 
£2,500,  a  sum  of  a  thousand  pounds  was  devoted  to  the 
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purchase  of  new  pictures,  and  a  liundred  and  twenty  in 
travelling  about  to  seek  them.  The  rest  of  the  grant  goes  in 
restoring  and  fi  aming  pictures  and  paying  salaries.  Twenty- 
seven  pictures  have  been  added  to  the  collection,  including 
“The  Attempted  Martyrdom  of  Saints  Cosmo  and  Damien,” 
by  Fra  Angelico;  a  portrait  of  Hendrickson  of  Zwolle, 
by  Terburg  (or  Ter  Borch,  as  he  ought  to  be  called) ;  “A 
Stag  Hunt,”  by  Berchem;  “Head  of  a  Young  Girl,”  by 
Lely  ;  an  allegorical  portrait  of  William  III.,  by  Kneller  ; 
“The  Cow-.shed,”  by  James  Ward  ;  a  study  of  a  figure  of 
St.  Sebastian,  by  Vandyck  ;  a  portrait  group,  by  William 
Dobson  ;  three  copies  of  Venetian  pictures  (presuinaldy 
from  the  Hamilton  Collection),  by  Teniers  ;  and  “  St.  Ge- 
rome,”  by  Vasari.  In  addition  to  these  there  are  nine 
miniatures  by  James  Comerford,  who  is,  perhaps,  best 
known  for  the  violent  opposition  he  offered  to  the  establish¬ 
ment  of  the  National  Gallery  his  little  works  now  help  to 
embellish  :  and  ten  of  the  finest  and  most  finished  water¬ 
colours  of  the  late  Richard  Doyle.  The  number  of  new 
students  admitted  during  the  year  was  thirty-nine,  of  whom 
only  four  were  men.  Of  the  total  of  75,000  visitors  ad¬ 
mitted  during  the  year,  22,000  enjoyed  the  pictures  on  the 
Sabbath-day — surely  an  eloquent  testimony  in  favour  of 
Sunday  opening, 


THE  LOAN  EXHIBITION  AT  BETHNAL  GREEN. 

The  gratitude  of  all  those  interested  in  the  future  of 
the  arts  of  design  in  this  country  is  due  to  tlie  Hon. 
W.  F.  B.  Massey  Mainwaring  and  Mrs.  Massey  Main- 
waring,  who  have  so  generously  lent  their  admirable 
collection  of  silversmiths’  work,  porcelain,  and  furniture 
to  the  Bethnal  Green  Museum.  The  intelligent  study 
of  good  models  is  of  the  utmost  importance  in  technical 
education,  and  the  influence  of  an  exhibition  such  as  the 
present  cannot  fail  to  be  lasting  and  beneficial.  Dresden 
china  figures,  brimming  over  with  the  cynicism  and  frivolity 
of  the  eighteenth  century,  together  with  Japanese  porcelain 
and  enamels,  form  the  greater  portion  of  the  collection, 
which  affords  us  another  proof  of  the  fact  that  it  is  to  the 
East — and  in  this  case  the  East  End — that  we  must  go  for 
instruction  in  the  lesser  arts  ;  that  Japan,  indeed,  can  teach 
us  more  in  this  respect  than  the  Whole  of  Europe  put 
together. 


RECENT  ACQUISITIONS  AT  THE  NATIONAL  GALLERY. 

Sir  John  Savile,  who  was  until  lately  Her  Majesty’s 
Ambassador  at  Rome,  has  made  a  very  important  gift  to 
the  National  Gallery.  ■  It  includes  an  interesting  series  of 
copies  of  pictures  by  Velasquez,  several  brilliant  pieces  of 
still-life,  and  an  exquisite  sketch  by  Murillo.  Accommo¬ 
dation  has  not  yet  been  found  for  the  copies  of  Velasquez  ; 
we  shall  therefore  defer  our  notice  of  them  for  the  pre¬ 
sent.  The  pictures  of  still-life  are  three  in  number,  and 
all  of  the  highest  merit,  though  two  of  them  are  by  artists 
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comparatively  unknown  to  fame.  The  small  canvas  by 
Chardin  (1,258,  in  Room  XIV.)  represents  a  loaf  of  bread, 
a  bottle  of  wine,  and  a  glass.  It  is  signeil,  and  bears  the 
date  1754,  and  M’as  therefore  painted  when  the  artist  was  in 
his  prime.  The  National  Gallery  is  fortunate  in  securing 
this  example,  as  hithei'to  Chardin  was  unrepresented  in 
our  miserably  poor  collection  of  French  pictures.  A  pic¬ 
ture  of  a  green  glass,  some  oyster-shells,  and  cut  oranges 
(1,255,  in  Room  X.),  very  lirilliant  and  rich  in  colour, 
I'ears  the  name  of  that  rare  master,  Jan  van  der  Velde. 
Whether  he  was  related  to  the  sea-[iainter  of  the  same 
name  is  uncertain  ;  he  was,  at  any  rate,  his  contemporary, 
and  the  canvas  under  discussion  is  dated  1656.  II.  Steen- 
wvck’s  study  of  a  skull,  lamp,  sword,  and  various  other 
objects  (1,256,  also  in  Room  X.),  is  decidedly  inferior  to  the 
last-named  picture,  but  it  is  none  the  less  an  interesting 
specimen  of  the  work  of  an  artist  of  whom  no  record  seems 
to  exist.  Pictures  l)y  him  are  rarely  seen,  and  he  api)ears 
generally  to  be  confused  with  the  ])ainter  of  ecclesiastical 
interiors.  Murillo’s  “  Rirth  of  the  Virgin  ”  (1,257,  in  Room 
XV.)  is  a  most  valuable  aciiuisition.  It  is  a  preliminary 
sketch  for  a  more  ambitious  work,  now  in  the  Louvre,  In 
spite  of  its  small  size,  it  is  painted  with  such  vigour  and 
mastery  as  to  be,  in  some  respects,  more  inii)ressive  than 
the  larger  canvas  in  Paris.  But  Sir  John  Savile  is  not 
the  only  recent  benefactor  to  tlie  National  Gallery.  Miss 
Emily  J.  "Woods  has  just  presented  two  “Views  of  Hyde 
Park  Corner”  (1,253  and  1,254).  The  interest  of  these,  it 
must  be  confessed,  is  rather  topogi'aiihical  than  artistic. 
The  earlier  one,  to  which  neither  artist’s  name  nor  date 
is  attached,  represents  Hyde  Park  Corner  when  the  toll¬ 
houses  on  the  north  and  south  sides  of  the  road  were 
still  in  existence.  The  toll-houses,  which  were  for  years 
a  serious  obstruction  to  the  traffic,  were  pulled  down  and 
sold  by  auction  in  1825.  This  jiicture,  therefore,  cannot 
be  later  than  this  date,  and  i.s,  in  all  probability,  con¬ 
siderably  earlier.  The  later  canvas  is  ascribed  to  James 
Holland,  an  artist  not  long  since  dead,  and  shows  us 
Hyde  Park  Corner  as  it  was  after  Decimus  Burton's  Arch 
was  erected.  This  arch  was  built  just  forty  years  ago,  and 
it  was  only  in  1882  that  it  was  set  considerably  back— an 
event  still  fresh  in  our  memory.  In  praise  of  these  two 
canvases  little  can  be  said  from  an  artistic  point  of  view, 
but  they  represent  for  us  two  phases  of  one  of  the  prin¬ 
cipal  sites  in  London,  which,  were  it  not  for  such  pictorial 
records  as  these,  would  soon  be  forgotten.  One  other 
picture  has  yet  to  be  noticed,  and  this  a  portrait  by  Sir 
Joshua  Reynolds  of  “Anne,  Countess  of  Albemarle” 
(1,259,  in  Room  XVI.).  It  is  a  very  able  representation  of 
an  old  lady  knitting,  po.sed  in  a  .simple  yet  dignified  attitude. 


MUNIFICENT  GIFT  TO  OLDHAM. 

The  Oldham  Art  Gallery  has  been  enriched  by  a  hand' 
some  gift  from  Mr.  Charles  E.  Lees,  of  Werneth  Park. 
This  consists  of  a  full  set  of  the  seventy-one  mezzotint 
etchings  of  Turner’s  “  Liber  Studiorum,”  most  of  them 
first  states,  and  a  collection  of  seventy-six  water-colour  and 
other  drawings.  The  collection  of  water-colours  is  a  very 
fine  one,  not  only  because  it  contains  some  valuable  ex¬ 
amples  of  such  masters  as  J.  S.  Cotman,  Girtin,  Turner, 
Copley  Fielding,  He  WTnt,  David  Cox,  G.  F.  Robson, 
WTlliam  Muller,  and  others,  but  also  because  it  is  calcu¬ 
lated  to  .show  very  clearly  the  history  and  evolution  of  the 
art  of  water-colour  drawing.  In  a  word,  these  drawings 
form  a  duodecimo  edition,  as  it  were,  of  the  collection  of 


water-colour  drawings  at  South  Kensington  Museum.  They 
range  in  date  from  the  works  of  Thomas  Hearne,  Paul 
S.vNDBY,  and  )Villiam  Alexander,  down  to  our  own  time, 
in  a  fine  Sussex  landscape  by  Aumonier.  There  are  several 
important  pencil-drawings  by  Samuel  Prout,  among  these 
being  the  “Lisieux,”  which  is  reiiroduced  in  the  large 
edition  of  Mr.  Ruskin’s  “Notes  on  Samuel  Prout  and 
William  Hunt.”  A  few  black-and-white  sketches  by 
Constable  complete  what  is  certainly  a  remarkable  col¬ 
lection. 


EXHIBITIONS  OF  THE  MONTH. 

The  Manchester  Autumn  Exhibition  has  never  reached 
a  higher  level  of  interest.  It  is  very  strong  in  what  may 
be  called  pictures  of  the  year,  while  at  the  same  time  the 
committee  seem  to  have  taken  especial  pains  in  selecting 
the  works  of  minor  artists.  The  chief  feature  of  the  ex¬ 
hibition  is  the  i)ortraiture,  and  it  is  doubtful  if  at  any  of 
the  autumn  exhibitions  this  branch  of  art  has  been  so 
thoroughly  represented.  The  President  of  the  Academy 
has  sent  his  xiortrait  of  Lady  Coleridge,  Mr.  Gregory 
is  re])resented  by  that  of  Miss  Mabel  Galloway,  Mr. 
Fildes  by  his  X)ortrait  of  Mrs.  Lockett  Agnew  (which  he 
has  almost  repainted  since  it  was  exhiliited  in  the  Aca¬ 
demy  of  1887),  and  Mr.  W.  B.  Richmond  by  no  fewer 
than  nine  pictures.  Besides  these  ladies’  portraits,  there 
are  the  late  Mr.  Hole’s  “Gladstone,”  Mr.  Richmond’s 
“Bismarck,”  Profe.ssor  Herkomer’s  “Sir  Henry  Roscoe,” 
and  Mr.  Ouless’s  “  Sir  William  Cunliffe  Brookes.”  Mr. 
Burne-Jones’s  “Rock  of  Doom”  and  Mr.  John  Reid’s 
“Smugglers”  are  two  paintings  which,  widely  as  they  differ 
in  aim  and  execution,  are  the  most  important  subject- 
pictures  of  the  exhibition.  Landscape  is  represented  by 
Mr.  ViCAT  Cole’s  “The  Pool  of  London,”  and  several 
important  pictures  by  Mr.  Edwin  Ellis,  j\fr.  Leslie 
Thomson,  Mr.  Henry  Moore,  Mr.  Colin  Hunter,  ilr. 
Alfred  Hunt,  Mr.  W.  II.  Bartlett,  and  Miss  Clara 
Montalba.  The  “Manchester  School,”  as  one  may  call  it, 
is  scarcely  as  rvell  represented  as  usual,  but  Mr.  Anderson 
11  AGUE,  Mr.  R.  G.  Somerset,  and  Mr.  Hey  Davies  all 
send  good  work. 

The  eighteenth  autumn  exhibition  of  modern  works  of 
art  at  the  Walker  Art  Gallery,  Liverpool,  was  opened  on 
the  1st  of  September.  The  catalogue  enumerates  1,414 
works,  which  are,  for  the  most  x'art,  pictures  in  oil-  or 
water-colour.  The  graceful  bronze  statuette,  “  Folly,”  by 
Mr.  E.  Onslow  Ford,  is  there,  as  well  as  some  good 
busts.  Among  the  most  prominent  oil-iiaintings  are  Sir 
Frederick  Leighton’s  “  Captive  Andromache,”  Mr.  S.  J. 
Solomon’s  “Niobe,”  and  many  of  the  more  important  of 
the  works  seen  recently  in  the  exhibitions  at  the  Royal 
Academy,  the  Grosvenor  Gallery,  and  the  New  Gallery. 
Mr.  Solomon  has  worked  a  good  deal  uiion  his  “  Niobe  ” 
since  it  was  exhilhted  at  the  Royal  Academy,  and  it  has 
gained  considerably  in  effectiveness.  Mr.  Jacomb-Hood 
also  has  strengthened  the  foreground  of  “  The  Triumph 
of  Siiring.”  There  are  several  important  canvases  from 
Livei’iiool  studios.  Mr.  John  Finnie’s  “  Margin  of  Rydal  ” 
is  the  finest  painting  exhibited  by  him  for  some  years — 
a  broadly  conceived,  sunlit  ]iicture  of  lake  and  woodland 
shore.  Mr.  W.  B.  Boadle  has  three  imi)Ortant  portraits 
and  a  study  entitled  “  Perdita.”  Both  portraits  are  among 
the  artist’s  most  succe.ssful  efforts.  Mr.  R.  E.  Morrison 
has  a  dignified  portrait  of  the  Mayor  of  Liverpool,  and 
two  girl -portraits,  which  are  ably  handled,  that  of  Miss 
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Tlieodora  Nicol  being  peculiarly  graceful  in  pose  and  subtle 
in  colour.  Mr.  U.  Hall  Neale  lias  a  happily  invented  and 
strongly  painted  domestic  subject  entitled  “  First  Steps.” 
Mr.  Harry  Hime’s  “  Rosy  Clouds  of  Evening”  is  a  bold 
and  striking  effect  of  intense  crimson  sunset  light  on  a 
range  of  moorlaud  hilLs,  the  foreground  remaining  in 
gloomy  shadow.  Other  canvases  by  Liverpool  artists 
are — “At  the  Opera,”  by  Mr.  W.  Wardlaw  Laing  ;  “A 
Rerilou.s  Way,”  by  Mr.  James  Rarnes;  “Crowland  Abbey,” 
by  ]\Ir.  W.  J.  J.  C.  Rond;  “Lingering  Light,”  by  iMr. 
Isaac  Cooke  ;  “Solitude,”  by  Mr.  R.  Fowler  ;  “  The  Old 
Rridge,”by  Mr.  Parker  Hagarty  ;  “The  Heron  Pool,”  by 
]\lr.  R.  Hartley  ;  “A  Sheikh’s  Tomb,  Cairo,”  by  IMr.  R.  T. 
Kelly  ;  “  Leaving  Plome,”  by  Mr.  J.  S.  Morland  ;  and 
“A  Pleasing  Song,”  by  Mr.  Fred  Shaw.  Among  other 
works  painted  specially  for  the  exhibition  are  several  of 
special  interest.  “The  Echo,”  by  Mr.  P.  H.  Calderon, 
is  a  study  of  a  nude  figure  on  an  inaccessible  rocky 
ledge,  hidden  from  view  by  foliage.  Far  below  is  seen  a 
young  man  turning  to  listen  to  the  mysterious  voice.  The 
figure  is  graceful  and  solidly  painted,  and  the  fanciful 
theme  is  well  expressed.  Mr.  Phil.  R.  Morris  has  a 
very  startling  full-length  portrait  of  Mrs.  Lathrop  (the 
subject  of  one  of  his  Academy  exhibits),  attired  in  a 
fanciful  costume  of  intense  and  disagreeable  mauve  colour. 
There  is  the  fine  characteristic  portrait  of  Colonel 
J.  T.  North  by  Mr.  W.  W.  Ouless  ;  and  Mr.  J.  B. 
Burgess,  in  “A  Lazy  Moment,”  returns  to  find  inspira¬ 
tion  in  the  Seville  Tobacco  Factory.  “His  Faithful 
Friend,”  by  Mr.  John  Charlton,  is  an  excellent  example 
of  that  admirable  animal-painter.  The  collection  is  gene¬ 
rally  considered  to  excel  that  at  auy  previous  autumn 
exhibition,  with  the  exception  of  the  memorable  display 
in  1881. 

As  at  Liverpool  and  Manchester,  so  at  Birmingham,  the 
autumn  exhibition  is  undoubtedly  above  the  average.  The 
majority  of  the  works  of  the  Society  of  Artists  on  the  walls 
have,  of  course,  been  seen  quite  recently,  or  are  old  favour- 
ites  from  former  exhibitions  at  the  Academy  and  elsewhere. 
IMr.  Burne-Jones  sends  “  Danae,”  a  host  in  itself  ;  the  late 
Frank  Hole  is  represented  by  his  portrait  of  Mr.  Agnew  ; 
whilst  most  of  the  Academicians  and  Associates  contri¬ 
bute  interesting  works,  notably  Messrs.  Richmond  and 
Gregory.  The  latter’s  small  work — a  “  Costume  Study  : 
German,  Sixteenth  Century  ” — is  charming.  M.  Bougue- 
reau  sends  his  large  picture  from  the  Salon,  “  The  First 
Mourning,”  lately  reproduced  in  The  Magazine  of  Art, 
and  this  is  certainly  one  of  the  features  of  the  exhibition. 
The  works  from  local  artists  do  not  call  for  special  mention, 
except  the  contributions  of  Messrs.  Langley  and  Wain- 
wright — the  latter  a  powerful  portrait,  badly  hung,  and 
the  former  the  pathetic  and  admirable  work  entitled 
“  Widowed.”  The  exhibition,  as  we  have  said,  shows  a 
great  advance  and  improvement  upon  the  recent  collec¬ 
tions,  and  it  is  to  be  hoped  the  society  will  endeavour  to 
maintain  this  high  level  of  excellence. 

The  first  annual  exhibition  at  Cardiff  of  the  South  Wales 
Art  Society,  to  the  establishment  of  which  we  called  atten¬ 
tion  two  or  three  months  ago,  is  remarkably  good  for  so 
young  an  institution.  Mr.  G.  F.  Watts  sends  one  of  his 
charming  and  refined  female  heads,  and  Mr.  Hodgson, 
Mr.  Sant,  Mr.  B.  W.  Leader,  all  contribute  noteworthy 
works,  the  two  latter  in  the  department  of  landscape. 
IMr.  Seymour  Lucas  attracts  much  notice  with  his  “Not 
such  a  Saint  as  He  Looks.”  Mr.  Graham  Clarke,  Mr. 
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Charles  Jones,  and  Mr.  Parker  Hagarty  add  strength 
to  the  exhibition.  The  principal  water-colourists  are  Mr. 
J.  D.  Watson,  Mr.  Clarence  Whaite,  Mr.  Alfred  de 
Breanski,  and  IMr.  H.  Stacy  IMarks. 


REVIEWS. 

The  ITanrlhoolc  to  the  Natioiuil  Gallery''  by  jMr.  Edward 
T.  Cook  (Macmillan  and  Co.),  is  an  admirable  compilation, 
complete  in  every  respect,  which  cannot  fail  to  be  of  the 
greatest  interest  and  utility  to  every  visitor  to  the  gallery. 
In  point  of  fact,  the  issue  of  this  manual— to  which  we  pro¬ 
pose  to  return  more  fully  next  month — is  likely  to  prove 
an  epoch  in  the  history  of  the  National  Gallery,  so  far  as 
the  public  is  concerned. 

All  who  love  the  sea,  with  its  changing  aspects  and 
its  moving  craft,  even  though  they  do  not  Avant  to  paint 
it,  will  find  Marine  Painting,"  by  Walter  W.  M.vy,  R.I. 
(Cassell  and  Co.),  a  charming  book  ;  and  those  who  do  Avant 
to  paint  it  Avill  find  that  the  book  is  an  admirable  guide. 
Its  author  is  not  only  a  marine  painter  of  eminence  ;  he  is 
an  “old  sea-dog,”  known  amongst  his  friends  as  “Caiitain  ” 
May.  He  knows  a  ship  as  Avell  as  he  knoAvs  a  colour-box, 
and,  as  the  student  Avill  find,  is  as  full  of  nautical  as  of 
artistic  terms.  One  is  tempted,  indeeil,  to  think  he  makes 
rather  a  shoAV  of  his  sailor  “  lingo,”  but  that  is  a  small 
fault  when  it  covers  real  knoAvledge.  The  subjects  put 
before  the  student  are  interesting  as  pictures,  and  are 
admirably  reproduced  in  colour,  and  the  little  black-and- 
Avhite  illustrations  Avhich  embellish  the  text  are  full  of 
interest  to  the  “  student  of  the  marine.”  Altogether,  Ave 
can  highly  recommend  the  book. 

The  rise  and  development  of  Attic  art,  as  shoAvn  in  the 
ceramics  of  ancient  Greece,  are  very  completely  and  enter¬ 
tainingly  dealt  Avith  by  the  late  Df.  Olivier  Rayet  and 
M.  Maxime  Collignon  in  their  “//tstofre  de  la  Ceramiqne 
(Paris  :  Georges  Decaux).  Indeed,  Ave  knoAV  of  no 
similar  book  that,  Avithin  the  compass  of  four  hundred 
pages,  handles  a  wide  and  difficult  subject — tracing  its 
birth  and  following  it  in  all  its  I’amifications — Avith  greater 
clearness  and  ease.  The  Avork  Avas  begun  some  years  ago 
by  M.  Rayet,  who,  in  spite  of  his  youth,  had  obtained 
recognition  as  an  eminent  student  of  Greek  archaeology  ; 
but  illness  supervened,  and  his  death  (which  occurred  early 
in  last  year)  left  unfinished  a  task  distinguished,  so  far  as 
it  is  completed,  by  a  refined  taste,  by  discernment,  and 
command  of  subject,  M.  Collignon  (who  may  be  called 
his  posthumous  colleague)  has  brought  the  Avork  to  a 
conclusion,  giving  it  the  benefit  of  his  research  and 
critical  knoAvledge.  As  it  noAv  stands  it  covers  the  Avhole 
ground  in  sufficient  detail  for  the  general  reader,  Avhile 
a  full  index  increases  its  value  as  a  Avork  of  refer¬ 
ence.  The  hundred  and  fifty  draAvings  by  IM.  Laurent 
Avell  illustrate  the  text,  Avhile  the  sixteen  chromolitho- 
graphic  plates  after  M.  Houssalin  are  adequate,  although 
hardly  Avhat  we  have  been  taught  to  look  for  in  French 
art  publications. 

A  juvenile  edition  of  ‘^jEsop's  Fables,"  by  Mrs.  Arthur 
Brookfield,  and  illustrated  by  Jlr.  Henry  J.  Ford  (T. 
Fisher  Unwin),  is  more  noteAvorthy  for  the  lady’s  Avork 
than  the  artist’s.  Mrs.  Brookfield  has  adapted  the  fables 
to  the  intelligent  and  reading  powers  of  the  little  ones  ;  but 
Mr.  Ford’s  Avork  is  rather  commonplace,  save  Avhere,  in  a 
couple  of  instances,  he  draAvs  inspiration  from  Mr.  Ernest 
Griset. 
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The  excellence  of  ''"The  llenrii  Irvinj  Shakespeare” 
(Blackie  and  Son)  is  well  maintained  in  the  fourth 
volume.  It  contains  five  of  the  lighter  and  more  pic¬ 
turesque  plays — “King  Henry  V.,”  “The  Merry  Wives 
of  Windsor,”  “Much  Ado  about  Nothing,”  “As  You  Like 
It,”  and  “Twelfth  Night,”  Mr.  Fk.vnk  M.vrsh.vll  has 
wisely  supplemented  his  own  careful  editing  with  the 
annotations  of  such  Sliakespearian  ex[)erts  as  Mr.  Oscar 
Adams,  Dir.  Daniel,  Mr.  Arthur  Symons,  and  Dir. 
DVilson  DTrity  ;  and,  although  their  opinions  might  now 
and  then  be  considered  fair  food  for  discussion,  the  editors 
are  certainly  producing  what  we  would  call  “  the  reader’s 
edition.”  Dir.  Gordon  Browne  is  doing  remarkably  well. 
His  drawing.s,  with  Imt  very  few  exceptions,  are  distin¬ 
guished  by  a  sense  of  grace  and  refinement,  and  even  of 
beauty,  far  beyond  what  rve  have  observed  in  other  works 
of  his  ;  while  his  humour  and  occasional  grasp  of  char¬ 
acter,  as  well  as  his  freedom  of  pencil,  give  a  freshness 
and  charm  all  their  own.  Add  to  this  an  anti(piarian 
knowledge,  which  makes  no  slip  of  imi)Ortance  in  a  long 
series  of  drawings  si>reading  over  three  centuries,  and  we 
have  an  unexjiectedly  good  result  from  what  is,  after  all, 
but  a  conqiaratively  humble  method  of  illustration— as 
methods  are  now  esteemed.  But  Dir.  Browne  has  hardly 
secured  all  the  advantage  he  might  out  of  the  tinted 
process  he  has  adopted  in  the  “DIuch  Ado”  illustrations. 

The  ])art  taken  by  “  The  EnpUsh  Illustrated  Majaziiie” 
(DIacmillan  and  Go.)  in  spreading  good  literature  and  good 
art  over  the  country  at  a  low  cost  gives  it  a  notable  place 
among  serial  publications.  DVe  are  glad  to  see  that  a  list 
of  engravers  to  the  volume  is  included  ;  publicity  is  l)ut 
justice  to  this  class  of  artists — and  justice  that  is  nowhere 
fully  accorded  them  in  England  outside  the  pages  of  I’HE 
DIagazine  of  Art. 


NOTABILIA. 

Through  the  Lord  Dlayor,  Sir  Frederick  Leighton 
has  issued  an  appeal  to  the  public  for  a  sum  of  £2,500  to 
cover  the  expenses  of  jiacking,  transport,  and  insurance  of 
works  of  art  destined  for  the  forthcoming  Paris  Exhibition. 
Without  this  money  the  adecpiate  representation  of  the 
Fine  Arts  in  the  British  Section  will  be  jeopardised — if 
not,  indeed,  rendered  altogether  impossible.  It  is  to  bo 
hoped  that  art-lovers  will  come  forward,  and  that  speedily, 
“  to  save  our  credit,”  as  Sir  Frederick  expresses  it,  “  in  the 
present  deplorable  dilemma.” 

The  collection  of  the  works  of  the  late  Frank  Hold, 
Fi.A.,  which  will  form  for  many  the  most  interesting 
feature  of  the  forthcoming  Old  DIasters  Exhibition,  will 
occupy  two  rooms  in  the  galleries  at  Burlington  House. 
The  sub-committee  charged  with  the  care  of  this  section 
entertain  no  doubt  of  being  able  to  represent  fully  the 
artist’s  work  in  the  department  of  portraiture,  but  we  are 
asked  to  .state  that  information  as  to  the  whereabouts  of 
his  subject-pictures  might  prove  of  signal  service  to  the 
exhibition. 

The  memorial  statue  to  General  Gordon  by  Dir. 
Thornycroft,  that  now  occupies  the  centre  of  Trafalgar 
Square,  was  uncovered  rvith  little  ceremony  in  the  middle 
of  the  month.  It  is  a  fine  work,  full  of  character — both  of 
the  General  and  the  artist — the  reliefs  let  into  the  base 
being  especially  poetic  in  feeling  and  design.  We  hope 
next  month  to  place  an  engraving  of  the  monument  before 
our  readers. 


Dir.  H.  H.  Armstead  is  engaged  on  a  memorial  monu¬ 
ment  to  the  late  DIrs.  Ck.4IK  for  Tewkesbury  Church. 
The  figure  of  Charity  will  surmount  it,  and  it  ■will  be 
flanked  by  imi)ersonations  of  Purity  and  Truth. 


OBrrUARY. 

DD’e  regret  to  have  to  record  the  death  of  DIr.  T. 
Gambier  Parry,  of  Highnam  Court,  who,  although  gene¬ 
rally  known  as  “an  eminent  amateur,”  has  rendered  a  very 
real — indeed,  a  unitpie — service  to  art.  This  consists  not 
in  his  contributions  to  art-literature,  albeit  they  are  eij.* 
titled  to  every  respect,  but  in  his  invention  of  the  “  Spirit 
Process”  of  mural  ])ainting,  whereby  the  ravages  of  time, 
and  more  especially  of  damp  and  atmospheric  changes,  are, 
relatively  speaking,  set  at  nought.  He  first  published  his 
invention  in  1863,  and  proved  its  value  in  his  own  chundi 
at  Highnam — being  herein  his  own  architect,  designer,  and 
mural  and  stained-glass  painter.  He  also  decorated  por¬ 
tions  of  Gloucester  and  Ely  Cathedrals,  as  well  as  Tewkes- 
Imry  Abbey,  on  the  same  system.  In  1864  Sir  Frederick 
Leighton  employed  the  process  for  his  “  fresco  ”  at  Lynd- 
hurst,  abandoning  Von  Fuch’s  “water-glass”  process,  which 
had  been  adopted  by  Kanlbach  in  Germany,  and  was  used 
by  DIaclise,  Dir.  Herbert,  and  many  others,  in  England. 
Being  satisfied  "with  its  stability.  Sir  Frederick  has  again 
used  it  at  South  Kensington  for  his  great  lunettes  of  “The 
Arts  of  War”  and  “The  Arts  of  Peace;”  and  DIr.  Dladox 
Brorvn  has  also  adopted  the  i)rocess  for  his  DIanchester 
Town  Hall  paintings.  The  inventor  has  claimed  for  this 
system,  wdiich  must  be  considered  to  have  beaten  “stereo¬ 
chrome,”  or  “water-glass,”  out  of  the  field,  that,  to  use  DIr. 
Parry’s  own  words,  “its  advantages  are  the  luminousness 
of  Fresco,  the  facility  of  Tempera  and  Water-glas,s,  the  rich¬ 
ness  of  Oil,  and  the  durability  of  Encaustic” — while  chief 
of  all,  it  is  understood,  is  the  superior  resistance  it  offers  to 
the  action  of  damp.  “  All  this,”  he  continues  in  his  trea¬ 
tise,  “is  to  be  obtained  by  a  composition  of  wax,  resin,  and 
volatile  oils.”  By  their  means  the  colours,  when  applied  to 
the  plaster,  rvhich  has  previously  been  impregnated  with 
the  medium,  enter  the  pores  of  its  surface  and  take  root 
there.  Not  only  in  fresco-painting,  however,  has  Dir. 
Parry’s  influence  made  itself  felt.  He  has  more  than  any 
other  man  stamped  his  individuality  on  stained  and  painted 
glass  as  used  for  church  decoration — at  all  events,  in  the 
West  of  England.  In  many  a  good  work  DIr.  Parry  has 
laboured  with  the  late  DIr.  Beresford  Hope  iu  the  cause 
of  art. 

The  month  has  also,  unhappily,  witnessed  the  death 
of  two  well-known  French  painters,  both  of  them  at  the 
age  of  sixty-four.  DI.  Gustave  Boulanger,  by  far  the 
more  eminent  of  the  two,  was  the  pupil  of  Delaroche  and 
Jollivet.  Gaining  the  Pri.x  de  Koine  in  1849,  he  became 
one  of  the  princi]>al  apostles  of  classic  history  and  genre  in 
France,  latterly  varying  his  subjects  with  Oriental  themes. 
He  was  admitted  to  the  Legion  of  Honour  in  1865,  and, 
six  years  ago,  to  the  Institut  de  France.  An  illustrated 
notice  of  his  work  will  appear  in  our  next  number. 

Dl.  Eugene  Accard,  painter,  began  exhibiting  at  the 
Salon  in  1848,  and  since  that  year  has  seldom  been  absent 
from  its  walls.  He  was  the  pupil  of  Abel  and  Pujol,  and, 
like  his  masters,  adopted  portraiture  and  historic  genre  as 
his  speciality,  sometimes  obtaining  highly  dramatic  effects. 
He  never  succeeded,  however,  in  obtaining  any  official  re¬ 
cognition — although  official  recognition  is  usually  awarded 
to  merit  with  no  stinted  hand. 


ART  IN  NOVEMBER. 


THE  PRESS  AND  THE  ROYAL  ACADEMY. 

The  conditions  under  which  the  review  of  the  Iloyal 
Academy  Exhibition  by  the  representatives  of  the  Press 
has  to  be  effected  have  long  formed  ground  of  just  com¬ 
plaint.  It  has  been  felt  that  the  single  “  Press-day  ”  ac¬ 
corded  to  the  critics  does  not  suffice  for  fair  appreciation  of 
the  two  thousand  works  that  usually  constitute  the  sum  of 
the  exhibition,  and  that  the  Royal  Academy  is  in  duty 
bound  to  give  proper  facilities  for  a  function  which,  by 
the  actual  appointment  of  a  “Press-day,”  it  recognises 
in  principle.  In  these  circumstances  the  following  letter 
has  been  addressed  to  the  President  and  Council  by  the 
leading  newspaper  art-writers  of  the  metropolis  ; — ■ 

“■To  the  Preeident  and  Council  of  the  Royal  Academy  of  Arts. 

‘•Gentlemen, — We,  the  uudersigued  writers  for  the  Press, 
venture  to  appi'oach  you  on  what  seems  a  sufficient  occasion.  Fifty 
years  ago  the  exhibition  consisted  of  little  more  than  one  tliousand 
works  of  art.  These  wei-e  displayed  in  five  small  rooms  and  a  sort 
of  cellar.  They  were  noticed  in  the  Press  at  a  length  which  would 
now  seem  appropriate  to  a  small  j)rivate  show,  and  with  none  but 
the  most  elementary  attempts  at  critical  appreciation. 

“  The  exhibition  of  this  present  year  consisted  of  more  than  two 
thousand  pictures,  statues,  and  other  things ;  these  were  arranged  in 
sixteen  rooms,  affording  between  them  a  wall-space  about  four  times 
greater  than  that  of  the  old  rooms  in  Trafalgar  Square  ;  while  the 
interest  in  all  artistic  matters  has  now  become  so  deep,  wide-spread, 
and  often  well-founded,  that  every  journal  of  importance  has  been 
obliged  to  replace  the  scanty  notes  of  former  days  with  a  series  of 
detailed  views  which  would,  if  collected,  amount  to  an  art-history 
of  England  for  a  year.  And  yet,  ijractically,  the  Press  of  1888  has 
fewer  facilities  at  your  hands  than  that  of  1838. 

“  In  the  case  of  any  other  exhibition,  the  knowledge  gathered  on 
the  Press-day  can  be  easily  supplemented  at  later  visits.  At  the 
Academy  the  crowd  makes  this  more  than  difficult.  For  weeks 
together  it  is  impossible  to  get  an  unimpeded  view  of  a  popular 
picture,  or  a  fair  look  at  any  large  canvas  on  the  line. 

‘‘  The  two  broad  facts,  then,  to  which  we  would  call  your  atten¬ 
tion  are  these : — Tliat  the  exhibition  of  the  Royal  Academy  is  now  so 
large  that  no  satisfactory  notion  of  its  quality  can  be  gained  in  a 
single  day;  and,  that  it  is  so  popular  that  it  cannot  be  examined 
with  any  approach  to  comfort  or  thoroughness  after  the  public  has 
been  admitted. 

“  With  all  due  respect  we  submit  to  you  that  publicity  is  the 
breath  of  life  to  the  Academy,  that  the  Press  is  the  machine  by 
which  publicity  is  won  and  preserved,  and  that  those  tvriters  for  the 
Press  more  immediately  concerned  do  not  claim  too  much  when 
they  beg  for  such  arrangements  as  may  enable  them  to  carry  out 
their  duties  with  efficiency  and  with  some  reasonable  approach  to 
comfort. 

“  To  suggest  means  by  which  this  end  might  be  won  would  be 
imperliuent.  We  may  be  allowed,  however,  to  conclude  this  appeal 
by  declaring  our  belief  that  three  Press-days  are  required  if  writers 
are  to  do  their  work  in  connection  with  your  exhibition  with  any 
thoroughness. 

“We  beg  to  remain.  Gentlemen, 

“Your  most  obedient  servants.” 

This  letter  was  signed  by  Messrs.  T.  Humphry  Ward, 
Andrew  Lang,  Walter  Armstrong,  M.  Phipps  Jackson,  F. 
G.  Stephens,  Cosmo  Monkhouse,  Frederick  Wedmore, 
M.  Salaman,  and  M.  H.  Spielmann ;  the  London  journals 
thus  represented  being  the  Times,  Standard,  Daily  Nevjs, 
Daily  Chronicle,  St.  James's  Gazette,  Pall  Mcdl  Gazette, 
AtheiKBum,  Academy,  Guardian,  and  Magazine  of  Art. 
There  is  little  doubt  but  that  the  whole  Press  would  have 
subscribed  to  it  had  the  opportunity  been  presented.  It 
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is  hard  to  sec  how  the  Academy  can  refuse  the  concession 
asked  for. 


THE  REVIVAL  OF  PASTEL-PAINTING. 

There  is  little  doubt  that  the  interesting  exhibition 
of  pastels  at  the  Grosvenor  Gallery  will  lend  a  great 
impetus  to  the  art  of  crayon-drawing  in  England.  The 
chief  drawback  urged  against  it  —  perishableness  —  has 
at  last  been  removed  by  reason  of  a  recently  discovered 
fixative  ;  while  the  advantages  offered  by  the  method — 
ease,  convenience,  facility  of  manipulation,  rapidity,  bril¬ 
liancy,  softness  of  effect,  and,  be  it  added,  comparative 
cheapness — should  be  too  great  to  be  ignored  by  the  British 
art-loving  public.  That  they  have  not  been  so  treated  by 
our  artists — at  least,  by  those  of  the  younger  generation 
— was  evident  from  the  Bond  Street  display,  which,  ex¬ 
cellent  under  the  circumstances,  fairly  surprised  the  art- 
world.  It  is  true  that  the  French  contingent  of  drawings, 
taken  en  masse,  was  superior  in  dexterity  and  effect ;  but 
it  must  be  remembered  that  pastel-painting  has  never 
been  a  practically  “lost  art”  in  Fi-ance,  and  that  during 
the  last  few  years  a  society,  numbering  amongst  its  mem¬ 
bers  some  of  the  most  skilful  artists  in  the  country,  has 
held  its  annual  exhibitions,  educating  at  once  its  own 
fingers  and  the  taste  of  the  public.  Thus  MM.  Machaed, 
Blanche,  Lhermitte,  Dubufe,  Emile  Levy,  Besnaed, 
Montenaed,  Roll,  Fantin-Latoue,  Helleu,  and  Mile. 
Madeleine  Lemaiee,  have  together  attained  an  average 
excellence  in  knowledge  of  effect  which  we  can  hardly 
expect  to  be  rivalled  by  our  English  arti.sts,  witliout  two 
or  three  years’  practice  and  without  public  encouragement 
and  recognition.  As  it  is,  however,  work  of  a  very  high 
class  was  shown  by  them ;  among  the  most  successful 
being  Messrs.  J.  J.  Shannon,  J.  Aumoniee,  William 
Stott,  S.  J.  Solomon,  Llewellyn,  Clausen,  Geoege 
Haee,  Jaoomb-Hood,  W.  E.  F.  Beitten,  Peppeecoen, 
Feed  Beown,  Andeeson  Hague,  Whistlee,  Langley, 
Percy  Bigland,  Yeames,  R.A.,  Herbert  Schmalz,  and 
Miss  Armstrong,  as  well  as  Mr.  Theodore  Roussel  and 
Mr.  Hubert  Vos,  who  must,  we  presume,  be  counted  as 
Englishmen,  seeing  that  they  have  taken  up  their  abode 
among  us.  Sir  Coutts  Lindsay  has  rendered  a  signal 
service  to  art  by  his  initial  exhibition,  which  we  hope  will 
be  followed  by  others,  both  historical  and  modern  ;  if  so, 
and  particularly  if  the  public  will  respond,  new  life  will 
be  instilled  into  this  most  delicate  and  graceful  method 
of  painting,  which  may,  in  each  display,  do  more  to 
improve  the  general  taste — and  improve,  too,  the  general 
condition  of  many  an  artist — than  any  half-dozen  exhibi¬ 
tions  of  the  Royal  Academy. 


PHYSIOLOGY  OF  EXPRE.SSION  IN  ART. 

Of  all  tlie  criticisms  called  forth  by  Sir  John  Millais’ 
article  in  these  pages  six  months  ago,  none  is  so  sugges¬ 
tive  to  the  art-student  as  that  contained  in  a  recent  num¬ 
ber  of  the  British  Mediced  Journal.  Considering  modern 
art  from  the  point  of  view  chiefly  of  the  physiologist,  this 
eminent  representative  of  medical  science  protests  against 
our  being  called  upon  to  admire  the  semblance  and  attitudes 
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of  maudlin  weakness,  nervousness,  and  hysteria  sometimes 
I'epresented  in  females  as  forms  of  beauty,  or  complexions 
showing  the  sickliness  of  amemia,  or  infants  far  gone  in 
marasmus.  We  are  interested  in  the  work  of  the  artist,  not 
only  because  it  is  beautiful,  but  because  it  may  teach  us 
something  of  the  more  perfect  tyjies  of  the  human  figure  in 
rest  and  action,  and  may  put  before  the  public  that  which 
they  tend  unconsciously'  to  imitate  in  gait  and  liearing.  A 
good  figure  is  good  teaching.  “We  would  urge  upon  the 
art-student  the  study  of  the  physiology  of  ex]>ression.  It 
is  a  delightful  study,  and  one  that  can  l.>e  carried  on  in  any 
place  where  there  is  man,  woman,  or  child.  .  .  .  The 

art-student  has  given  more  attention  to  anatomy  than  to 
physiology  as  a  science,  yet  his  wtn'k  is  eminently  con¬ 
cerned  with  the  idiysiology  of  brain  ■  expression.  We 
submit  that,  to  conceive  a  figure  well,  it  is  advisable  to 
be  able  to  describe  actions  ami  attitudes  of  the  human 
body',  and  to  know  something  of  the  causes,  as  well  as  the 
circumstauces,  which  jiroduce  them.”  Rrietly,  “  Too  much 
anatomy  and  too  little  intelligent  application  of  it  ”  is  the 
cry.  While  confessing  that  the  charge  is  perfectly  true,  we 
cannot  but  find  comfort  in  the  admission  of  our  expert  that 
our  art-students  are  at  least  good  anatomists.  To  the  end 
referred  to  by  our  contemporary,  we  purjiose  issuing  a  series 
of  articles  on  the  physiology  of  expression,  illustrating,  l>y 
a  well-known  pencil,  the  more  transient  emotions  as  be¬ 
trayed  by  both  face  and  figure. 


THE  NEW  ART  OALLEltY  AT  LEEDS. 

A  most  admirable  Art  Gallery  has  just  been  opened  in 
Leeds,  erected  by  the  Corporation  at  a  co.st  of  over  ,£To, ()()(». 
The  gallery  will  su])ply  a  want  that  has  long  been  felt  in 
the  Yorkshire  metropolis,  and  we  hope  it  will  meet  with 
the  support  it  deserves.  The  inaugural  collection  consists 
mainly  of  well-known  oil-paintings  from  private  owners, 
though  the  Corporations  of  Manchester,  Birmingham,  and 
Nottingham  have  also  contributed  to  this  latest  depar¬ 
ture  to  jiromote  art  uuder  the  fostering  care  of  municipal 
government.  A  permanent  collection  will  be  formed,  and 
Mr.  Mavlter  Haruing  has  generously  started  it  by  the 
presentation  of  Lady  Butler’s  fine  work,  “  Scotland  for 
Ever  I  ”  It  is  to  be  hoped,  however,  that  great  di.scretion 
will  be  exercised  in  the  acceptance  of  works  for  the  per¬ 
manent  collections,  as  some  of  the  acquisitions  by  our  chief 
provincial  galleries  are,  we  think,  greatly  to  be  regretted. 


SIR  JOHN  MILLAIS’  “LORENZO  AND  ISABELLA.” 

Touching  Mr.  Bimbault  Dibdin’s  description  of  Sir 
John  Millais’  “Lorenzo  and  Isabella,”  in  the  November 
Bart  of  The  ^Magazine  of  Art,  Mr.  William  Rossetti 
writes  ; — “  I  am  surprised  to  find  some  names  of  sitters  put 
down  in  a  very  arbitrary  mood.  Certaiidy  neither  Gabriele 
Rossetti  (my  father)  nor  Scott  is  in  the  picture.  What  I 
remember  is  as  follows  :  The  Elder  Brother  kicking,  is 
1  lands,  named  by  Mr.  iJibdin.  I  don’t  suppose  anybody 
knows  now  who  Harris  was.  lie  was  a  painter  who  ex¬ 
hibited  a  few  times — I  can  recollect  ‘lanthe’  from  Shelley’s 
‘  Queen  Mab.’  He  took  a  peculiar  interest  in  Egyptian 
archaeology,  and  died  young — say  thirty-two,  towards  1855. 
The  third  male  head  is  Stocker,  who  had  been  a  school¬ 
fellow  of  Gabriel  and  myself.  He  is  now,  I  fancy,  a  medical 
man.  Then  comes  Gabriel  [drinking].  The  next  male 
head  is  perhaps  the  one  ]\Ir.  Dibdin  calls  ‘  Gabidele 
Rossetti.’  With  him  it  has  nothing  whatever  to  do.  I  have 


a  dim  impression  that  it  is  Earrer,  the  ])icture-dealer,  wlio 
bought  the  Isabella  picture  in  184i).  The  next  male  head 
nearest  to  the  spectator  is  iire.sumably  the  ‘Scott ’of  Mr. 
Dibdin.  William  Bell  Scott  was  at  that  time  a  man  of 
some  thirty-seven  years  of  age.  The  lover  is  myself — save 
for  the  hair.  I’lie  lady,  I  am  almost  certain,  was  ]\Irs. 
Hodgkinson,  wife  of  IMillais’  half-brother.”  AVe  may  add 
that  the  attendant,  rightly  called  “  Fenn  ”  by  Air.  Dibdin, 
was  the  father  of  Air.  AY  AY  Fenn,  sometime  artist,  and 
now  art-writei',  examples  of  whose  pleasing  work  will 
shortly  be  before  the  readers  of  the  Alagazine. 

EXHIIUTIOXS  OF  THE  MONTH. 

The  Institute  of  Bainters  in  Oil  Golours  opens  with  an 
exhibition  which  is  certainly  above  the  average,  the  i)rin- 
cipal  contributions  coming  from  Sir  James  Linton,  and 
Alessrs.  Alma-Tadema,  Arthur  Hacker,  J.  J.  Shannon, 
S.  J.  Solomon,  T.  B.  Ivennington,  Alfred  East,  Edwin 
Hayes,  Keeley  Halswelle,  and  A\^.  L.  AA^yllie.  AVe 
will  return  to  this  exhibition  later,  iircsenting  engravings 
of  the  chief  works. 

Air.  Arthur  Horkins  and  Air.  Charles  Robertson 
have  held  a  very  pleasing  exhibition  at  the  gallery  of 
Alessrs.  Dowdeswelles,  entitled  “  Our  Country  and  Our 
Country  Folk.”  They  are  both  accomplished  water-colour 
painters,  with  a  strong  leaning  towards  prettiness,  fair 
Aveather,  and  bright  colour.s.  The  (juality  of  the  exhibition 
may  thus  be  i)retty  accurately  gauged. 

The  collection  of  pictures  at  the  Hanover  Gallery  is 
chieliy  notable  for  the  inclu.sion  of  Aide.  Rosa  Bonheur’s 
“The  Flock,”  and  AIillet’s  “  Les  Denicheurs.”  The 
former  work,  representing  a  closely'-packed  fiock  driven 
home  by  the  slanting  rays  of  the  sun,  is  very  line,  for  all 
that  the  landscai)e  is  coldly  cla.ssical  and,  for  the  painter, 
unusually  weak.  The  ])icture  by  Alillet,  wherein  is  shown 
the  practice  among  the  Barbizon  peasantry  of  knocking 
down  birds  at  night  that  have  been  startled  and  dazzled  by 
llaming  straw  torches,  is  a  celebiuted  failure.  The  subject 
is  impo.ssible — even  for  the  brush  of  Alillet.  Among  other 
works  is  an  admirable  little  view  of  the  Bont  Neuf,  by 
Corot;  “La  Femme  au  Bain,”  by  AI.  Alfred  Stevens; 
and  “  Take  my  Hand,”  by  Blommers  ;  and,  besides  a 
number  of  excellent  studies,  a  considendde  proportion  of 
quite  inferior  canvases. 

The  autumn  exhibition  of  ]>ictures  at  the  Castle 
Aluseum,  Nottingham,  is  well  up  to  the  average  ;  over 
eight  hundred  works  having  been  gathered  together,  mostly 
of  high  artistic  quality.  The  water-colours  are  i)articularly 
good,  whilst  one  gallery  is  devoted  to  an  interesting  collec¬ 
tion  of  studies  in  black-and-white.  A  special  feature  lias 
also  been  made  of  the  works  of  Air.  Andrew  AIacCallum, 
a  landscape-painter,  who,  a  native  of  Nottingham,  has  paid 
much  attention  to  the  delineation  of  forest  scenery,  and 
nearly  all  his  works  are  pleasing,  effective,  and  truthful. 

The  AAMIverhampton  Art  Gallery  having  safely  tided 
over  its  difficulties,  which  at  one  time  almost  threatened 
to  force  the  Committee  to  close  its  doors  for  an  indefinite 
period,  has  been  re-opened  to  the  public  with  an  extensive 
collection  of  paintings,  in  which  quality  has  been  sacrificed 
for  quantity.  Air.  Ford  AIadox  Brown’s  important  pic¬ 
ture,  “  AVork,”  is  the  feature  of  the  exhibition,  which,  while 
ever  pleasing  to  us,  appears  to  increase  in  interest  every 
time  we  linger  in  front  of  this  brilliant  jiiece  of  colouring. 
Fortunate  is  Alanchester  to  possess  this  masteiqiiece!  Air. 
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Watts,  Mr.  Orctiardson,  Mr.  Henry  Moore,  Mr.  Oakes, 
and  Mr.  Pettie,  with  other  members  of  the  Academy,  con¬ 
tribute  characteristic  examples  of  their  skill.  It  is,  how¬ 
ever,  a  pity  that  so  much  work  of  inferior  merit — not  even 
rising  to  the  level  of  mediocrity — should  have  been  accepted 
for  exhibition  in  a  public  gallery. 

The  autumn  exhibition  of  the  Nineteenth  Century 
Art  Society  is  neither  better  nor  worse  than  usual.  The 
majority  of  the  pictures  exhibited  are  the  work  of  amateurs, 
and  can  possess  little  interest  for  the  general  public.  One 
or  two  pastels  by  William  Padgett  and  a  landscape  by 
Yeend  King  relieve  the  dulness  of  the  gallery,  which 
otherwise  is  absolutely  depressing  in  its  mediocrity. 

The  exhibition  of  the  Sketching  Club  falls  this  year  far 
below  its  average.  Not  only  is  the  number  of  exhibits 
smaller  than  usual,  but  very  few  of  the  drawings  or 
sculptures  .show  much  promise  for  future  achievement. 
Tlie  statuette  of  a  “  Dancer,”  by  Mr.  T.  E..  Essex,  which 
won  the  prize  for  sculpture,  has  considerable  merit,  but  the 
majority  of  the  sculpture  sketches  are  very  poor ;  and  this 
is  the  more  to  be  regretted  as  the  subject  given  was  a  good 
one.  The  award  of  honour  was  won  by  the  “  Heatherley  ” 
Sketching  Club,  while  the  Lambeth  students  acquitted 
themselves  well. 


REVIEWS. 

Roman  Mosaics’'  (Macmillan)  is  the  title,  more  quaint 
than  apt,  of  the  latest  work  of  Dr.  Hugh  Macmillan,  a 
sort  of  patchwork  handbook.  It  is  far  better  than  his 
dreary  guide  to  the  Riviera,  through  which  he  trudged 
without  turning  a  hair  or  “  taking  off  his  wig.”  In  “  The 
Riviera  ”  the  doctor  appeared  as  the  showman  of  landscape 
beauty  and  historic  sites  while  he  was  in  a  saturnine  mood, 
wearing  his  motley  sadly,  and  wielding  a  somewhat  di¬ 
lapidated  pointing-pole.  Whether  he  was  “  pressed  by 
hunger,”  or  by  the  “  request  of  friends,”  we  know  not,  but 
it  is  certain  that  he  roused  himself  to  walk  through  the 
Italian  metropolis  in  a  frame  of  mind  which  removes  from 
him  the  reproach  of  being,  as  a  writer  of  guide-books  in 
disguise,  something  like  what  Archdeacon  Coxe  was  to  the 
Duke  of  Marlborough  and  the  age  of  Anne.  Of  the  doctor’s 
numerous  publications  this  is  the  most  cheerful,  not  to  say 
lively  and  sympathetic  ;  but  intending  purchasers  .should 
know  that  what  his  preface  modestly  calls  his  “memorable 
sojourn  in  Rome  ”  was  performed  twelve  years  since,  and 
that  it  becomes  so  cautious  an  author  to  admit  that  since 
then  “  many  changes  have  occurred  in  the  Eternal  City.” 
He  is  candid  enough  to  admit  drinking  “  of  the  water  of  the 
Trevi  the  night  before  I  left,”  and  it  is  strange  that  the 
draught  did  not  take  effect  before  now.  He  hopes,  how¬ 
ever,  again  to  be  “privileged  to  go  over  the  old  scenes 
Avith  other  and  larger  eyes.”  Nevertheless  Ave  may,  with 
diffidence,  ask  Avhy — if,  as  Dr.  Macmillan  asserts,  it  needs 
tAvo  visits  to  form  any  true  conception  of  Rome — he  did 
not  repeat  the  draught  at  the  Trevi  fountain  before  giving 
employment  to  the  printer  1  A  second  visit,  besides  en¬ 
abling  the  doctor  to  record  the  history  of  his  own  changed 
impressions,  might  have  power  to  keep  him  to  his  sub¬ 
ject,  or  by  supplying  matter  enough  for  a  new  collection 
of  “mosaics,”  relieve  him  from  the  necessity  of  padding- 
lean  chapters  with  all  sorts  of  stuff,  and  compelling  the 
reader  to  rummage  for  what  he  wants  in  pages  such  as 
those  to  which  Chapter  IV.  is  devoted.  This  section 
shoAA’s  hoAv  much  a  man  may  pick  up  Avhile  “  personally 
conducted  ”  by  Dr.  Macmillan  if  it  is  analysed  thus  : — 
Our  conductor  starts  from  the  little  church  which  is  out¬ 


side  Roman  Avails,  and  dc.signated  “Domine  quo  Vadi.s,’’ 
where,  so  to  say,  he  met  Michael  Angelo  in  the  cast  of  the 
“  Christ  ”  ;  at  the  side  of  the  statue  are,  and  by  Dr.  Mac¬ 
millan  seemingly  credited,  “  prints  of  tAvo  feet  side  by  side 
impressed  ”  upon  the  pavement.  These  are  the  “  foot¬ 
prints  in  Rome,”  which  gave  occasion  for  Chapter  IV.  and 
a  flood  of  learning,  borne  along  on  Avhich  the  author  leads 
us  to  the  Api»ian  Way,  the  Kircherian  Mu.seum,  Rolsena, 
Assisi,  Poitiers,  Jerusalem,  the  Mount  of  Olives,  Mecca, 
Damascus,  China,  Siam,  Ceylon,  GayA  (with  excursions 
upon  Christ,  Mahommed,  Buddha,  and  Vishnu),  Robinson 
Crusoe,  Scotland,  Ireland,  Westminster  Abbey  (where  the 
doctor  descends  in  order  to  tell  us  that  on  the  Stone  of 
Destiny  are  no  footprints,  Avhich  is  his  odd  Avay  of  helping 
us  to  know  Avhere  footprints  are).  Dun  Add,  Argyleshire, 
Islay,  the  Orkneys,  Cumberland,  Barmouth,  York, shire, 
Sweden,  Olympia,  and  the  United  States  of  America. 
After  this  let  no  man  say  the  Doctor  is  dull. 

The  first  volume  of  “  The  Wo7nan’s  Wo/icl"  (Cassell  and 
Co.)  closes  Avith  considerable  brilliancy  the  initial  portion 
of  its  career.  With  the  contributions  of  the  literary  ladies 
Avhom  Mr.  Wilde  has  gathered  round  him — and  Avho  com¬ 
prise  nearly  every  Avoman-writer  of  note — Ave  have  nothing 
to  do,  except  in  so  far  as  they  treat  of  art.  This  depart¬ 
ment  occupies  a  large  portion  of  the  serial,  covering,  as  it 
does,  a  good  deal  of  the  whole  field.  The  Avoodcuts  are  in 
many  cases  of  the  highest  class,  the  Avork  of  the  most 
esteemed  engravers  in  Europe  ;  while  a  revolution  has  been 
made  in  the  fashion-plates,  Avhich,  for  the  first  time,  repre¬ 
sent  living  beings — and,  for  the  most  part,  pretty  ones. 

The  neAV  volume  of  the  ^'Inventaire  General  cles  Richesses 
d’Art  de  la  France”  (Paris:  E.  Plon,  Nourrit  and  Cie.)  is 
the  second  of  those  dealing  Avith  the  religious  monuments 
of  France.  No  feAver  than  tAventy-six  churches  and  syna¬ 
gogues  are  included,  chief  among  them  being  Saint-Roch, 
Saint-Vincent  de  Paul,  and  the  synagogue  of  the  Rue  de  la 
Victoire.  It  is  impossible  not  to  admire  the  thoroughness 
Avith  Avhich  the  Avhole  thing  is  carried  out :  hoAV  every 
painting,  whether  on  Avail,  canvas,  or  glass,  every  statue 
and  statuette,  every  relief  and  piece  of  sculpture,  is  cata¬ 
logued  and  minutely  described,  Avith  its  dimensions  and 
condensed  histories,  Avhile  the  building  and  very  materials 
themselves  are  duly  recorded,  and  the  AA-hole  furnished 
Avith  cross-references  and  an  analytical  table.  Thus,  when 
the  colos.sal  undertaking  is  complete,  every  art-object  in 
France  Avill  be  indexed,  and  the  aa  hereabouts  of  every  one 
of  them  not  in  private  hands  Avill  be  knoAvu.  How  dif¬ 
ferent  are  things  in  England,  where  even  the  contents  of 
the  British  Museum  are  uncatalogued,  and  those  of  the 
South  Kensington  Museum  are  like  the  veins  of  an  un- 
Avorked  mine ! 

We  Avelcome  the  appearance  of  three  additions  to  the 
increasingly-numerous  cheap  instruction- books  in  the  arts 
of  design,  the  publication  of  AA-hich  is  one  of  the  brightest 
signs  of  the  artistic  times.  The  most  important  of  the 
neAv-comers  is  “Lessons  on  Decorative  Design  ”  (Chapman 
and  Hall),  by  Mr.  Frank  G.  Jackson,  a  master  in  the  Bir¬ 
mingham  Municipal  School  of  Art.  Mr.  Jackson’s  method 
of  illustrating  the  rules  of  decorative  design,  is  by  constant 
appeal  to  nature  ;  and  a  feature  of  his  book  is  the  Avealth 
of  illustration  and  thumb-nail  sketches  by  Avhich  he  illu¬ 
mines  his  meaning.  “  Its  object,”  says  the  author  of  his 
manual,  “  is  to  assist  young  students  in  their  early  deco¬ 
rative  attempts,  by  showing  them  the  constructive  origin 
of  ornamentation,  and  to  place  before  them  such  guiding 
principles  and  orderly  methods  as  are  found  to  underlie  all 
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trae  decoralion  of  every  kind.”  Mr.  Jack.son  has  success¬ 
fully  carried  out  his  object,  and  his  contribution  to  art- 
literature  is  of  real  and  practical  value. 

^Ir.  Charles  G.  L-elxsd'6  Drawinj  nml 
(Whittaker  and  Co.)  is,  avowedly,  of  a  more  elementary 
character.  It  forms  one  of  the  primers  of  the  “  Minor  Arts 
and  Industries”  series,  and  is,  pre.suniabl3%  an  oflshoot  of 
his  scheme  for  industrial  art-education  which  he  has  carried 
out  with  no  little  success  in  the  Uiuted  States.  The  little 
book  is  addressed  chietly  to  the  young,  who  are  expected, 
by  following  its  simple  lessons,  to  become  accomplished 
draughtsmen  and  designers.  As  the  anther  truly  says, 
“the  subject  forms  the  alphabet  of  all  the  minor  arts;” 
and,  having  placed  the  growth  of  ornament  before  his 
readers  on  a  perfectlj'  logical  basis,  he  may  l)e  said  to  have 
shown  how  language  can  be  developed  out  ot  that  alphabet. 

Although  purely  commercial  considerations  doubtle.^s 
prompted  the  publication  of  Air.  F.  A.  Fawkes’s  “Archi¬ 
tects'  Jainenj  nnd  its  Ornament”  (15.  T.  Ilatsford)— for 
it  is  in  reality  a  price-book — the  purposes  of  art  are  suffi¬ 
ciently  served  by  it.  It  consists  of  twenty-nine  plates  of 
mouldings  and  other  objects  for  house-decoration — archi¬ 
traves,  dados,  doors,  panellings,  friezes,  overdoors,  pedi¬ 
ments,  overmantels,  and  so  forth — the  majority  of  them  of 
graceful  and  tasteful  design,  and  untainted  by  that  extrava¬ 
gance  and  exuberance  of  ornament  that  distinguishes  so 
much  of  what  we  are  accustomed,  nowadaj's,  to  call  “  deco¬ 
ration.”  It  is  to  be  hoped  that  builders,  even  more  than 
architects,  will  see  this  book. 

Foremost  among  recent  juvenile  literature  comes  “The 
(told  o/' ”  (Arrowsmith),  by  Mr.  Andrew  Lang. 
This  fairy-tale  of  treasure-hunting  in  the  IMiddle  Ages  is 
very  prettily  told,  with  all  the  daintiness,  directne.s.s,  and 
lightness  of  touch  of  which  the  author  is  capable.  It  is 
illustrated  in  colour  by  Air.  Lemann,  whose  work  is  cer¬ 
tainly  cheerful,  if  not  remarkable  for  good  drawing.  “The 
Old  Corner  Series”  of  nursery  stories  (Griffith,  Farran  and 
Go.),  illustrated  by  Air.  AIorant  Cox,  Air.  John  Proctor, 
Air.  Chasemore,  and  others,  give  new  pictorial  versions  of 
the  venerable  legends,  and  considering  the  price  at  which 
they  are  publi.shed,  they  are  extremely  well  done. 

Whatever  uses  photograiihy  on  a  large  scale  may 
possess,  artistic  sentiment  is  not  one  of  its  advantages. 
Alessrs.  AVilson,  of  Aberdeen,  are  issuing  au  extensive 
series  of  views  of  English  and  Scottish  scenery,  no  less 
than  two  feet  by  a  foot-and-a-half  in  size;  they  are  “per¬ 
manent,”  and  very  low-priced  ;  but  technically  they  are 
so  excellent  that  artistically,  as  pictures,  they  possess  few 
charms. 

Increasing  ingenuity,  taste,  and  artistic  merit  distinguish 
the  “  Christmas  (.lards  ”  and  kindred  publications  issued 
this  year.  Artists  of  established  reputation  have  con¬ 
tributed  to  the  excellence  of  this  year’s  production,  while 
marked  improvement  is  to  be  noted  in  the  direction  of 
chromo-lithography  and  other  processes  of  reproduction. 
The  best  we  have  seen  are  those  of  Ilildesheimer  and 
Faulkner,  for  whose  cards,  “  booklets,”  and  books,  Aliss 
Alice  E  avers,  Aliss  Alice  AVest,  and  Alessrs.  H.  J. 
Stuck,  Ihl.,  Couldery,  A'eend  King,  and  others  have 
made  designs. 
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UBITUAUY. 

Air.  AAA  D.  B.vrker,  who  has  died  at  the  age  of  fifty- 
eight,  is  chietly  known  as  a  prominent  member  of  the 
Alanchester  Academy  of  Fine  Arts,  to  whose  exhibitions 
he  has  contributed  many  charming  landscapes.  He  was 
fairly  well  represented  at  the  Alanchester  Jubilee  Exhi¬ 
bition,  but  he  has  never  been  seen  at  the  London  galleries 
save  once — in  1874 — when  a  picture  of  his  was  hung  on 
the  walls  of  the  Society  of  British  Artists. 

The  early  death  of  AI.  Longeried,  the  sculptor,  in  his 
fortieth  year,  cuts  short  a  career  that  promised  even  greater 
things  than  he  actually  achieved.  The  pupil  of  Cavelier, 
Aloreau,  and  Coutan,  he  early  attracted  attention,  and 
produced  many  works  of  high  merit,  the  most  generally 
known  of  which  are  “  L’ Immortality,”  a  group  now  in  the 
Luxembonrg,  his  “Fisherman  finding  in  his  Net  the 
Head  of  Cr[>heus,”  and  his  recently  uncovered  statue  of 
Dantan.  He  gained  the  first-class  medal  and  the  Prix  du 
Salon  in  1882,  and  was  subsequently  admitted  to  the  Legion 
of  Honour. 

The  death  of  AI.  Edmond  de  Pratere— the  record  of 
which  was  crowded  out  last  month — has  occurred  at  the 
age  of  sixty-two.  The  deceased  artist,  who  was  in  the 
foremost  rank  of  Belgian  landscape  and  animal  painters, 
was  a  native  of  Conrtrai ;  but  he  only  made  his  mark 
after  he  had  taken  up  his  residence  in  Brussels.  AA'^ithout 
being  in  the  true  sense  a  colourist,  he  had  a  subtle  sense  of 
its  harmonies,  and  was,  above  all,  a  painter  of  light  and  air. 
His  manner,  at  first  coldly  academic,  became  broad ;  his 
touch  was  firm  and  delicate,  and  his  canvases  full  of  feeling. 
Indeed,  he  was  more  distinguished  for  his  quiet  sentiment 
than  for  correctness  and  firmness  of  drawing. 

AI.  FRANgois  Feyen-Perrin,  concerning  the  date  and 
place  of  whose  birth  conflicting  statements  are  made,  ap¬ 
pears  to  have  been  born  in  Aleurthe  in  182(J.  AVhile  still 
a  child  he  disiilayed  great  artistic  precocity,  to  whicli  free 
play  was  given.  After  a  short  period  of  study  at  Nancy, 
he  was  sent  to  the  BeeJe  des  Beaux- Arts  in  Paris.  He  first 
applied  himself  to  painting  .some  scenes  for  the  Theatre 
Italien,  and  then  to  history,  until  his  slender  purse  forced 
him  to  a  more  lucrative  pursuit  of  art.  AAhth  this  view  he 
turned  his  attention  to  portraiture  and  to  the  iiortrayal 
of  peasant  life  ;  whereby  he  found  himself  enabled  to 
continue  painting  history  as  well  as  mythology  from  time 
to  time.  His  best-known  woilrs  are  his  “Return  from 
Oyster-Fishing,”  in  the  Luxembourg;  and  “La  Fanneuse,” 
painted  in  18ti7.  Perhaps  his  most  successful  portrait  is 
that  of  AI.  Alphonse  Daudet.  AI.  Feyen-Perrin  received 
three  medals,  in  1865,  1867,  and  1874  respectively  ;  while 
four  years  later  he  was  admitted  to  the  Legion  of  Honour. 
He  was  a  member  of  “  Les  Hix” — the  little  society  of  ten 
artists  who  annually  sold  their  year’s  woilc  by  auction  at 
the  Hotel  Drouot. 

Air.  Reuben  Sayers,  who  has  died  at  the  age  of 
seventy- three,  was  at  one  time  esteemed  for  his  “domestic” 
pictures,  of  which,  between  1846  and  1867,  he  sent  thirty- 
four  to  the  Royal  Academy,  the  British  Institution,  and 
the  Society  of  British  Artists.  For  the  last  twenty  years, 
however,  his  pictures  have  not  been  noticed. 
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RECENT  ACQUISITIONS  AT  THE  NATIONAL  GALLERY. 

Tlie  collection  of  Constable’s  works  at  the  National  Gallery 
has  been  recently  increased  by  the  gift  of  five  canvases  from 
the  hand  of  the  great  landscape-painter.  These  we  owe  to 
the  generosity  of  the  Constable  family.  The  first  of  them  is 
the  “  Cenotaph  ”  (1,272),  a  characteristic,  almost  mannered 
representation  of  the  monument  erected  by  Sir  George 
Beaumont  in  honour  of  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds.  The  artist 
has  depicted  the  grove  at  Coleorton  in  late  autumn.  Sir 
Joshua’s  Cenotaph,  upon  which  some  lines  of  Wordsworth’s 
are  inscribed,  faces  the  spectator,  framed  by  a  “  darksome 
aisle  ”  of  trees.  There  is  nothing  living  to  break  the  silence 
of  the  scene,  save  a  deer  in  the  foreground.  This  was  one 
of  Constable’s  latest  pictures,  and  was,  we  believe,  exhibited 
in  the  Academy  of  1836.  Very  different  in  quality  from 
this  is  the  bright,  cheerful  canvas  entitled  “  Flatford  Mill  ” 

(1.273) ,  a  picture  full  of  life  and  movement.  In  the  fore¬ 
ground  we  have  a  glimpse  of  the  Stour,  with  its  barges,  and 
in  the  distance  vistas  of  pleasant  meadows  beneath  over¬ 
arching  trees.  The  small  picture  called  the  “  Glebe  Farm  ” 

(1.274)  is  one  of  the  completest  examples  of  Constable’s 
art.  It  is  a  highly  finished  and  thoroughly  harmonious 
representation  of  Langham  Church,  in  Suffolk,  which 
Constable  loved  so  well  to  dejiict.  Upon  another  render¬ 
ing  of  this  same  subject  we  are  told  that  he  rested  his 
“  pretensions  to  futurity.”  His  loyalty  to  certain  localities 
is  so  well  known  that  we  are  not  surprised  to  meet  with 
another  “  View  of  Hampstead  ”  (1,275).  This  time  we  see 
Hampstead  after  rain.  The  sky  is  darkened  with  storm- 
clouds,  but  the  gloom  is  relieved  by  a  brilliant  rainbow 
stretched  over  the  wide  expanse  of  the  heath.  This  picture 
is  painted  with  a  good  deal  of  mannerism,  and  has  that 
blurred,  silvery  effect,  which  is  characteristic  of  many  of 
Constable’s  later  works.  “Harwich  Sea  and  Lighthouse” 
(1,276)  is  the  solitary  seascape  the  National  Gallery  possesses 
by  Constable,  and  is  all  the  more  interesting  because 
he  was  above  all  a  painter  of  country  lanes,  groves,  and 
dells,  and  very  rarely  attempted  to  represent  the  “  un- 
plunibed,  salt,  estranging  sea.”  In  addition  to  the  five 
pictures  by  Constable,  the  English  school  at  the  National 
Gallery  has  been  enriched  by  an  exquisite  little  canvas  by 
Gainsborough.  This  is  the'  portrait  of  Maurice  Auguste 
Vestris  (1,271),  the  dancer.  The  artist  has  done  full  justice 
to  the  handsome  son  of  a  still  more  handsome  father,  and 
given  us  a  flattering  likeness  of  a  youth  with  powdered 
hair  and  ruffles.  Auguste  Vestris  was  so  overshadmved  by 
the  immense  reputation  of  his  father,  that  he  could  scarcely 
hope  to  win  for  himself  a  niche  in  the  temple  of  fame.  Yet 
the  mere  fact  that  he  was  the  son  of  “  le  beau  Vestris,  le 
Dieu  de  la  Danse,”  the  best-looking  and  most  arrogant  man 
in  Europe,  who  spoke  with  complacency  of  “Moi,  Voltaire, 
et  le  grand  Fr^d^ric,”  should  save  him  from  being  wholly 
forgotten. 

Space  has  recently  been  found  in  the  vestibule  of  the 
National  Gallery  for  an  extremely  interesting  series  of 
portraits,  the  gift  of  Mr.  H.  Martyn  Kennard.  They  are 
six  in  number,  and  date  from  the  second  century  of  our  era, 
c 


and  were  consequently  painted  by  masters  many  centuries 
older  than  any  of  the  “  Old  Masters”  hitherto  represented 
in  our  national  collection.  They  were  found  in  the  Fayoum 
in  Egypt,  and  are  the  handiw’ork  of  Greek  artists.  We 
will  return  to  this  interesting  subject  ere  long,  placing 
examples  of  these  pictures  before  our  readers. 


THE  ETHICS  OF  “COPYING.’ 

Now  that  permission  is  granted  to  students  to  “copy” 
both  pictures  and  drawings  at  South  Kensington  Museum 
as  w'ell  as  at  the  National  Gallery — the  wisdom  of  wdiich  no 
one  can  approve  more  highly  than  ourselves — the  question 
which  comes  prominently  and  irresistibly  before  us  is — 
What  limitations  must  be  set,  or  what  conditions  must  be 
laid  down,  to  prevent  abuse  of  this  concession  1  The  abso¬ 
lute  necessity  of  some  such  restriction  is  unfortunately 
made  manifest  by  the  conduct  of  certain  professional 
copyists  whose  ideas  of  honesty  are  as  elastic  as  their 
capacity  of  imitation  is  great.  We  know  of  a  representa¬ 
tive  case  in  the  Midlands  in  which  a  clever  copyist  has 
made  it  a  practice  to  seek  the  permission  of  owners  of 
drawings  to  “  copy  them,  as  a  means  of  study,”  as  they 
hang  in  loan  collections,  and,  having  obtained  it,  disposes 
of  his  work  to  dealers  and  unw'ary  collectors  as  fine  origi¬ 
nals.  Only  a  few  months  ago  such  a  “student”  w'as  un¬ 
masked  by  a  well-known  connoisseur,  and  permission  was 
withdrawn  in  the  nick  of  time.  The  danger  of  fraud  is  com¬ 
paratively  slight  in  regard  to  the  pictures  in  the  National 
Gallery,  inasmuch  as  they  are  protected  by  their  celebrity  ; 
yet  an  extensive  order  from  America  was  executed  not 
long  since  in  the  Gallery  by  a  copyist  —  the  commission 
being  for  no  fewer  than  eight  repetitions  of  Landseer’s 
“War” — that  was  said  to  savour  of  foul  dealing.  In 
the  case  of  water-colour  drawings,  however,  the  danger 
is  far  greater,  as  to  the  ordinary  public  the  large  historical 
collection  at  South  Kensington — and,  a  fortiori,  those  in 
private  hands — are  comparatively  unknowm.  It  seems  to 
us  that  the  best,  and  indeed  the  only  method  of  protect¬ 
ing  the  public  is  to  adopt  that  employed  in  Italian  and 
other  Continental  galleries.  Each  copy,  as  it  is  completed, 
must  be  brought  to  the  curator,  and  is  by  him  stamped 
on  the  back  with  an  official  seal,  on  which  it  is  stated 
that  the  drawing  (or  picture,  as  the  case  may  be)  is  a 
copy,  and  was  passed  on  such  and  such  a  date.  We  hope 
to  hear  before  long  that  some  such  system  has  been  adopted 
by  the  authorities,  not  in  London  only,  but  also  in  the 
provinces.  Artists,  students,  and  curators  should  make 
common  cause  against  the  enemy. 


THE  COTMAN  EXHIBITION  IN  LONDON. 

The  publication  in  The  Magazine  of  Art  of  Mr. 
Frederick  Wedmore’s  article  on  Cotman  has  been  promptly 
and  agreeably  followed  by  the  holding  of  an  exhibition  of 
this  artist’s  water  colours  and  drawings  in  black-and-white. 
These — or  a  selection  of  the  best  of  them — fill,  but  do  not 


X 


THE  :\rAGAZINE  OF  ART. 


(Deckmber,  1SS8. 


overcrowd,  the  gallery  of  the  Burlington  Fine  Arts  Club, 
and  so  influential  has  been  the  interest  evoked  on  their 
behalf,  that  thei'e  is  no  doubt  that  Cotnuin  will  be  fully 
confirmed  in  the  position  lately  claimed  for  him.  It  was 
probably  wise  not  to  attempt  to  exhibit  the  oil  pictures  in 
which  Cotman  is  understood  to  have  seldom  put  his  best 
effort ;  and  the  illustration  of  his  engraved  work— a  little  of 
which,  along  with  autograph  letters,  is  shown  in  a  table-case 
at  the  Burlington  Club — has  pro[)erly  been  keiit  within 
narrow  limits.  The  arrangement  of  the  Water  Colour 
drawings,  which  form  the  bulk  of  the  exhibition,  is,  as  far 
as  may  be,  chronological,  the  Water  Colours  beginning  with 
a  slight  but  graceful  sketch  dated  179S — when  Cotman  was 
only  sixteen  years  old — and  ending  with  the  almost  too 
fully  coloured  but  umloubtedly  gorgeous  work  of  his  later 
life.  He  died  in  KS42.  Between  the  first  and  the  last — 
but  not  (piite  midway  between  them  -came  the  greater 
part  of  his  finest  production.  About  1808,  it  api)ears,  his 
drawings  began  to  have  masterly  handling  and  nobility 
of  colniir,  along  with  the  sobriety  of  tone  which  we  trace 
from  the  very  first.  Of  this  sanest  and  surest  period, 
Mr.  Reeve’s  ‘‘ Mousehold  Heath,”  “Twickenham,”  and 
“Creta  Bridge,”  Mr.  Colman’s  “St.  Luke’s  Chapel,”  and 
Mr.  Frederick  ^Vedmore’s  “  Bishopgate  Bridge”  are  per¬ 
haps  generally  esteemed  as  among  the  finest  examples, 
though  it  is  difiicult  for  anything  to  Vie  more  (piietly 
masterly  than  one  or  two  of  the  more  jiurely  architectural 
sketches  belonging  to  Mr.  Bulwer,  V^.C.  TTie  later  work 
in  water  colour  is,  it  seems,  best  represented  by  the  con¬ 
tributions  of  Sir  William  Drake,  of  Lady  Eastlake,  and, 
again,  of  Mr.  Bulwer,  whose  “St.  Vincent’s  Rocks”  is  a 
notable  instance  of  luscious  and  affluent  and  yet  harmonious 
hues.  Not  (prite  so  late  as  these  last-named  drawings  are 
the  contributions  of  Mr.  Heseltine,  of  which  “  St.  Michael’s 
Mount  ’’  may  be  said  to  be  the  chief,  and  the  lovely  little 
“  Framlingham  Castle  ”  of  Mr.  J.  L.  Roget,  while  the 
owner  of  the  “Blue  Afternoon,”  Avliich  was  engraved  in 
The  IMACiAZiNE  of  Art,  sends  a  drawing  hardly  less 
aiulacious  and  quite  as  characteristic  —  we  mean  the 
“(lolden  Twickenham.”  Then  again,  among  quite  late 
drawings,  nothing  can  be  finer  than  a  version  of  the 
St.  Michael’s  iMount  subject,  belonging  to  JMr.  Cunn. 
All  these  works — not  by  any  means  by  the  absence  of 
defects,  but  rather  by  the  jiresence  of  splendid  qualities — 
justify  the  claim  of  Cotman  to  a  jilace  in  the  numerically 
small  but  intellectually  great  company  of  the  fathers  of 
English  water-colour.  Turning  to  his  draAvings  in  black 
and  Avhite,  the  true  connoisseur  finds  almost  equal  pleasure 
in  Cotman ’s  jiroduction  ;  so  complete  is  Cotman’s  mastery 
of  line,  so  economical  are  the  means  employed,  and  so 
dominant  is  the  sense  of  poetry  and  the  charm  of  com¬ 
position.  lIoAv  luqipy— if  they  only  kneAV  it — must  have 
been  the  young  people,  first  at  Norwich  and  Yarmouth, 
and  then  at  King’s  College,  avIio  had  an  opportunity  of 
leai'ning  something  of  the  practice  of  art  from  this  master 
of  elegance  and  grace  !  Along  Avith  certain  defects  he  had 
the  essentially  noljle  qualities,  and  it  is  perfectly  true  that 
“  what  he  observed  Avith  fidelity  he  recorded  Avith  style.” 
In  holding  this  exhibition  the  Burlington  Club  has  done  a 
good  turn  to  the  real  students  of  art. 


THE  CLEANSING  OF  OUR  PURLIC  MONUMENT.S. 

It  is  gratifying  to  see  that  the  Office  of  Works  have, 
AA'ith  all  the  Avarine.ss  of  official  prudence,  entered  on  the 
task  of  cleaning  our  public  monuments  by  making  practical 


tests  on  tAvo  representative  Avorks — the  statue  of  King 
James  11.  in  Whitehall  Gardens,  and  the  Guards’  ^Memorial 
in  Waterloo  Place.  These  experiments  are  four-fold  in  their 
oViject :  first,  to  see  Avhat  is  the  cheapest  and  most  effective 
solvent  of  London  grime  ;  second,  how  often  thorough 
cleaning  is  required  ;  third,  Avhat  is  the  effect  on  the  statue  ; 
and  fourth,  Avhat  is  the  running  cost  and  the  economy.  It  is 
a  curious  fact  that  under  the  Act,  only  a  certain  numVier  of 
the  London  statues  come  Avithin  the  power  of  the  Office  of 
Works  to  deal  with.  A  list  of  them — to  which  additions  are 
made  from  time  to  time,  the  Duke  of  York’s  Column  being 
the  last— has  been  courteously  furnished  to  us  by  the  Presi¬ 
dent,  iMr.  Plunket,  and  this  Ave  shall  lay  before  our  readers 
on  a  future  occasion.  The  metal  of  the  James  If.  statue 
Avas  easily  laid  bare  by  the  use  of  a  Aveak  solution  of 
sulphuric  acid,  and  the  work  was  found  to  be  as  clean  and 
fresh — more  so,  some  Avould  say — as  the  day  it  Avas  cast. 
On  the  other  hand,  the  scraper  had  to  be  called  in  in  the 
case  of  the  Guards’  IMemorial  to  supplement  the  acid, 
although  it  is  more  than  a  hundred  and  fifty  years  younger 
than  the  first-named  Avork.  Henceforth  it  is  proposed  to 
employ  only  the  brush  and  fire-hose  to  maintain  a  decent 
cleauliness  on  these  figures,  Avhich,  it  must  be  confessed, 
have  unavoidably  suffered  a  little  in  their  artistic  appear¬ 
ance  by  the  air  of  newness  they  uoav  present ;  one  trembles 
to  thiidv  how  certain  hideous  statues,  such  as  the  Napier  in 
Trafalgar  Siiuare,  Avould  shock  the  public  eye  if  their  kindly 
black  shroiul  Avere  suddenly  removed.  The  two  chief  con¬ 
siderations  by  Avhich  i\Ir.  Plunket  and  his  able  lieutenant, 
Mr.  Taylor,  are  of  necessity  influenced,  are  the  expenditure 
attendant  on  the  undertaking,  and  the  popidar  approval  and 
appreciation.  The  last  are  required  to  justify  the  first,  and 
it  needs  but  the  ex]iression  of  opinion  in  the  House  of 
Commons  that  a  heavy  coating  of  dirt  on  London  statues 
is  not  an  artistic  or  a  desirable  accompaniment  of  our 
statues  to  ensure  the  continuance  of  the  Avork. 


EXHIBITIONS  OF  THE  MONTH. 

The  chief  features  of  the  “  Old  ^Masters  ”  exhibition  at 
the  Royal  Academy  are  the  fine  collection  of  the  Avorks  of 
the  late  Frank  Holl,  R.A.,  and  a  number  of  choicest  gems 
from  Sir  Richard  Wallace’s  galleiy.  At  tlie  Grosvenor 
Gallery  the  display  of  pictures  representing  “  Fifty  Years  of 
British  Art”  is  resumed,  Avhile  a  gathering  of  early  pastel 
(IraAvings  provides  the  element  of  novelty. 

The  Royal  Society  of  British  Artists  opens  its  doors 
with  a  more  interesting  collection  of  pictures  than  Ave  have 
seeu  there  for  some  time  past.  Among  the  most  attractive 
contributions  are  Avorks  by  Sir  Frederick  Leighton, 
P.R.A.,  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A.,  Messrs.  Dobson,  R.A., 
G.  F.  Watts,  R.A.,  and  Carl  Haag.  Of  these  exhibi¬ 
tions,  as  Avell  as  of  that  of  the  Royal  Water  Colour  Society,' 
we  propose  to  treat  at  a  fitting  length  in  the  course  of  next 
month. 

At  the  Gainsborough  Gallery  a  huge  picture  by  Herrn 
Hirsch,  Aglita,  Vieaveg,  and  Schmidt,  representing  the 
lying- in -state  of  the  late  Emperor  Frederick  HI.  in 
Castle  Friedrichskron,  has  been  on  vicAV.  Eleven  principal 
figures  are  in  the  picture,  Avliich,  if  really  painted  from 
sketches  made  ou  the  siiot,  has,  undoubtedly,  a  certain 
melancholy  historical  interest.  But  as  a  Avork  of  art,  the 
colossal  canvas  is  not  to  be  considered,  though,  as  a  piece 
of  scene-painting,  it  might  not  be  unacce[itable.  It  is  a 
pity  that  the  combined  talent  of  the  quartet  could  not 
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produce  anything  better.  The  ]ucture  is  .shown  by  gas¬ 
light  ;  how  would  it  stand  the  liglit  of  day  % 

An  exhibition  of  drawing  in  water  colours  and  black- 
and-white  was  held  during  the  month  at  .54,  Pall  Mall. 
The  two  thousand  drawings  coinpri.sed  the  stock  of  Messrs. 
Marcus  Ward  and  Co.,  by  such  artists  as  Messrs.  Walter 
Crane  and  Edw'in  Ellis,  and  Misses  Kate  Greenaway 
and  Jessie  Macgregor.  These  little  works  were  all  made 
for  the  cards  and  books  of  the  firm,  and  afford  some  idea 
of  the  extent  of  the  employment  afforded  by  great  pub¬ 
lishing  houses  of  London  to  the  artistic  community.  By 
their  side  the  most  munificent  of  private  art-patrons  sink 
into  comparative  insignificance ;  and  it  may  thus  be  seen 
how,  in  reality,  it  is  the  publisher  that  keeps  the  art  world 
revolving. 


REVIEWS. 

A  volume  of  great  utility  and  value  to  all  interested 
in  national  art  education  is  Mr.  Thomas  Greenwood's 
“Museums  and  Art  Galleries"  (Simpkin,  Marshall,  and  Co.). 
Its  principal  fault  appears  to  be  that  of  omission — the  para¬ 
doxical  result,  apparently,  of  attempting  to  cover  the  whole 
ground  aod  to  include  too  much.  The  plan  of  introducing 
ill-digested  chapters  on  the  foreign,  American,  and  Oriental 
museums,  has  forced  the  Edinburgh  and  Dublin  National 
Galleries,  and  the  galleries  of  Hampton  Court,  as  well  as  the 
Taylorian  at  Oxford,  and  the  Fitzwilliam  at  Cambridge, 
out  of  all  mention.  A  few  of  his  statements,  too,  require 
modification.  With  these  reservations  we  heartily  commend 
Mr.  Greenwood’s  book  for  the  diligence  displayed  in  the 
collection  and  arrangement  of  his  facts  and  figures.  To¬ 
gether,  these  constitute  a  powerful  appeal  for  the  spread 
of  museums  and  galleries,  whether  by  private  munificence 
or  by  public  act,  besides  containing  many  a  hint,  suggested 
directly  or  by  comparison,  as  to  how  their  usefulness  may 
be  increased  and  full  advantage  be  extracted  when  once 
they  are  fully  established. 

Rich  and  racy  anecdote,  reminiscences  of  the  chief 
artists  of  the  recent  past,  and  stories  of  masters  of  the 
lighter  side  of  literature,  constitute  the  bulk  of  Mr.  Frith’s 
supplemental  volume  (Bentley).  Seldom  have  we  read 
a  book  at  once  so  jileasantly  garrulous,  so  bright  and 
humorous,  so  charmingly  and  disarmingly  frank.  Nor  is 
the  volume  without  its  shadows,  for  few  enjoy  telling  a 
dramatic  or  tragic  story  so  much  as  Mr.  Frith.  As  a 
painter,  so  as  a  writer,  he  is  eminently  a  “man  of  the 
people,”  gifted  with  a  strong  common-sense  way  of  looking 
at  things,  and  as  strong  a  common-sense  way  of  expressing 
the  opinion  thus  formed.  With  his  views  upon  art,  with 
which  he  has  sprinkled  his  book,  the  readers  of  The 
Magazine  of  Art  are  by  this  time  pretty  well  acquainted ; 
but  we  were  hardly  prepared  for  the  whole-hearted  way 
in  which  he  proceeds  to  advocate  the  reforms  of  certain 
abuses  in  the  rules  and  practice  of  the  Royal  Academy. 
He  not  only  pleads  powerfully  in  the  cause  of  that  reform 
on  the  absolute  necessity  of  which  we  have  constantly  laid 
much  stress — the  restriction  to  three  of  the  number  of 
pictures  which  may  be  sent  in  by  any  one  artist  for  ex¬ 
hibition — but  he  declares  himself  in  favour  of  an  altera¬ 
tion  in  the  method  of  teaching  in  schools,  and  also  cries 
shame  on  the  institution  for  excluding  not  only  such 
true  artists  in  black-and-white  as  Messrs.  Tenniel,  Du 
Maurier,  and  Keene,  from  Academical  honours,  but  original 
engravers  as  well.  It  is  certainly  a  shocking  anomaly  that 
translator-engravers  should  be  admitted,  while  the  men 


witli  the  creative  power  should  be  left  out  in  the  cold.  It 
is  sincerely  to  be  hoped  that  Mr.  Fritli’s  counsels  will  pre¬ 
vail  with  his  colleagues. 

The  extraordinary  imitative  power — to  say  nothing  of 
the  humour  and  the  gift  of  pictorial  punning — shown  by 
Mr.  Harry  Furnlss  in  the  exhibition  held  by  him  in  the 
spring  of  1887,  made  his  collection  of  semi-caricature  draw¬ 
ings  one  of  the  hits  of  the  season.  These  drawings  have 
now  been  admirably  reproduced  in  photogravure  by  i\[e.ssr.s. 
Dawson,  and,  together  with  the  text  of  the  original  eccen¬ 
tric  catalogue,  have  been  published  by  them  in  a  noble  and 
sumptuous  volume.  “  The  Artistic  Johe"  as  the  book  is 
called,  is  in  reality  a  great  deal  more  than  a  mere  joke  ; 
indeed,  we  doubt  if  the  taste  of  the  men  criticised  will 
permit  them  to  see  any  sort  of  joke  in  it  at  all.  It  i.s,  in 
point  of  fact,  a  satire  of  the  most  lively  and  bitter  as  well 
as  of  the  most  good-humoured  description — as  merciless  as 
it  is  frank.  Mr.  Furniss  treats  his  subjects  as  gentle  Izaak 
Walton  used  his  frog — pierced  him  Avith  hook  and  pricked 
him  with  needle,  “as  though  he  loved  him.”  Mr.  Furniss, 
whose  talent  as  a  skilled  dissector  of  Royal  Academicians  is 
extraordinary,  has  never  appeared  to  such  advantage  before  ; 
every  blow  is  struck  straight  from  the  shoulder,  every  plate 
is  a  Pindaric  Ode  in  itself — keen  and  stinging.  And  yet 
withal,  the  whole  thing  appears  to  be  but  an  ebullition  of 
good  spirits,  untainted  in  any  respect  by  personal  hostility. 

In  his  new  edition  of  Mrs.  Heaton’s  “  Concise  History 
of  Painting"  (George  Bell  and  Sons),  Mr.  Cosmo  Monk- 
house  say.s,  “This  book,  as  it  left  the  hand  of  the  authoress, 
remains  still  the  most  readable  and  comprehensive  of  all 
the  short  histories  of  painting.”  This  is  entirely  true,  for 
it  not  only  presents  to  the  reader  a  clear  bird’s-eye  view  of 
the  progress  of  art,  according  to  the  various  schools,  but  it 
does  so  in  the  pleasantest  manner  possible,  avoiding  all  such 
pitfalls  as  contested  ascriptions  and  so  forth,  and  giving  in 
many  cases  quite  picturesque  accounts  of  the  painters’  lives. 
In  short,  this  is  no  dry  relation  of  the  work  of  the  world’s 
artists,  brief  as  it  neces.sarily  is  ;  it  is  tlie  labour  of  love  of 
a  graceful  writer  with  wide  knowledge  of  fact  and  a  keen 
sense  of  literary  effect.  Mr.  Monkhouse  has  treated  the 
original  with  great — almost  too  great — respect,  always  in¬ 
dicating  his  interpolations  by  brackets,  and  reserving  many 
of  his  own  additions  for  foot-notes.  He  has  brought  the 
whole  book  up  to  date  and  added  valuable  chronological 
lists.  But  it  is  a  pity  that  he  has  allowed  a  few  slips 
to  pass  uncorrected — such,  for  example,  as  the  names  of 
“  Frederick  Watts  ”  and  “  John  Phillip.” 

The  last  volume  of  “The  Story  of  the  Nations” — 
“Holland"  (T.  Fisher  Unwin),  by  Mr.  Thorold  Rogers — 
is,  so  far  as  we  have  seen,  the  least  satisfactory  of  this 
otherwise  admirable  series.  The  book  appears  to  be 
written  not  in  the  calm  judicial  spirit  of  an  historian,  but 
with  the  ill-judged  enthusiasm  of  a  partisan,  the  chief  of 
whose  merits  is  neither  accuracy  nor  temperateness.  Yet 
there  is  much  that  is  good  in  the  book,  while  the  illustra¬ 
tions— though  not  quite  what  they  should  be— are  yet  a 
decided  improvement  on  the  last  volume. 

In  “  Flora’s  Feast :  A  Masgue  of  Floivers  ”  (Cassell  and 
Co.),  Mr.  Walter  Crane  revels  in  his  element.  The 
scheme  of  this  delightful  little  book  is  a  pageant  of  flowers 
invested  with  life,  that  file  past,  as  the  season  advances,  in 
one  long  beautiful  procession.  The  design  and  character¬ 
istics  of  the  flowers  are  most  gracefully  and  ingeniously 
worked  into  the  personalities  of  the  beings  by  whom  the 
scene  is  enacted.  The  series  of  forty  drawings  are  cleverly 
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arranged  for  the  mast  part  in  an  ascending  chromatic  scale, 
the  colour  becoming  richer  with  summer  and  autumn  tints 
as  the  pageant  nears  its  close.  INfr.  Crane  has  seldom  given 
more  satisfactory  vent  to  his  charming  and  dainty  fancy. 

ifr.  W.  S.  Caink’s  “  Trip  Round  the  World  ”  (Routledge) 
is  a  most  entertaining  record,  but  the  author’s  eternal  extol¬ 
ling  of  total  abstinence  in  season  and  out  of  season,  is  suffi¬ 
cient  to  drive  the  reader  to  strong  drink.  The  illustrations 
are  numerous,  but  suggestive  rather  than  artistic  in  aim. 
iMr.  C.  A.  Henty  continues  his  annual  flow  of  capital  juve¬ 
nile  literature.  His  “  Cut  of  IJidiasfet;  ”  and  “  The  Lion  of 
St.  the  former  an  Egyptian  story  illustrated  by 

i\Ir.  Weouelix,  and  the  latter  a  tale  of  medi;ieval  Venice, 
illustrated  by  i\[r.  Gordon  Rrowne— cannot  but  improve 
his  already  high  reputation  as  a  stirring  and  versatile 
story-teller.  IMr.  Manville  Fenn,  who  conte.sts  with  iMr. 
Henty  for  the  position  of  novelist-laureate  for  boys,  this 
year  provides  "dfiicl-i^ilver,"  a  lively  story  of  a  “Roy  with  no 
skid  to  his  wheel” — a  sort  of  Oliver  Twist  tale.  It  is  ac¬ 
companied  with  vigorous  illustrations  by  Mr.  Frank  Dadd, 
wlio  has  adopted  an  effective  combination  of  pen-drawing 
and  tint.  ''''The  Jlissinr/  Jferchantman,”  by  Mr.  Colling- 
WOOD,  embellished  by  Mr.  W.  H.  Overend,  is  of  the  good 
old  sea-salt  type,  dashed  with  a  strong  flavour  of  .Tides 
Verne.  iMTss  TiIulholland  tells  the  .story  of  “  (iiannetta’’ 
very  charmingly,  but  the  reproductions  of  Mr.  Rogle’s  ac¬ 
companying  illustrations  are  not  up  to  the  mark.  Messrs. 
Rlackie  are  the  publishers  of  all  these  volumes.  “  Younn 
Mauh  and-  Old  China"  (Marcus  Ward),  by  Mr.  F.  W. 
Rourdillon,  is  a  very  pretty  child’s  book  ;  the  illustrations 
by  iMr.  Sowerby  being  very  charming  specimens  of  colour¬ 
printing.  In  a  numlier  of  books  and  “booklets,”  Messrs. 
Griffith,  Farran,  and  Co.,  have  made  a  iducky  attempt, 
under  the  superintendence  of  IMr.  George  Haite,  to 
produce  in  England  these  little  developments  of  the 
Christmas  Card  which  are  now  so  fashionable,  and  which 
have  hitherto  been  executed  iu  Germany.  The  result  is 
good  enough  to  rvarrant  the  publishers  continuing  the  ex¬ 
periment.  Perhaps  the  best  of  the  publications  is  "'The 
j\[essenger  of  Jjove  ”  pictured  by  IMr.  hffiLLWOOD.  Colonel 
IMarshman’s  large  ''‘'Brave  Deeds"  will  delight  many  a 
boy  with  an  appetite  for  blood  and  glory,  provided  his 
artistic  instinct  be  not  almormally  developed.  Hans  Ander¬ 
sen’s  "  Stor//  of  the  Mermaiden,"  Englished  by  Mr.  Ashe 
in  simple  verse,  and  elaborately  illustrated  liy  Miss  Trou- 
bridge,  is  a  pleasing  little  gift-book. 

We  must  once  more  commend  the  Christmas  Cards  and 
seasonable  “  pretty  nothings  ”  of  ^Messrs.  Rajdiael  Tuck. 
Though  we  fail  to  perceive  very  much  that  is  distinctly 
novel  in  idea,  they  are  executed  rvith  much  taste  and 
mechanical  skill.  The  principal  achievement  comprises  the 
colour  reproductions,  as  panels,  of  Ilaphaers  “  Sistine  Ma¬ 
donna  ”  at  Dresden,  and  of  Correggio’s  “Nativity”  in  the 
National  Gallery.  They  form  member.s,  we  hope,  of  a  long 
series  of  reproductions  of  great  pictures  that  was  begun 
last  year  with  the  “  Ansidei  Madonna.” 


NEW  ENGllAVINGS. 

Professor  Herkomer  has  etched  his  picture  of  “  The 
American  Ijady"  (MacLean),  which  excited  so  much  atten¬ 
tion  in  the  Academy  exhil)ition  of  1887.  Mr.  Herkomer 
declares  it  to  be  the  best  portrait  of  a  lady  he  has  yet 
painted,  an  opinion  with  wdiich  we  are  inclined  to  agree. 
Though  not  quite  so  effective,  perhaps,  at  first  sight,  as  the 


l>ortrait  of  “  Miss  Katie  Grant,”  it  is  a  far  more  scholarly 
work,  the  facial  expression,  too,  being  of  a  much  more 
subtle  and  fleeting  character.  The  blacks  in  this  plate  are 
full,  rich,  and  harmonious,  and  the  whole  is  well  drawn  ; 
but  the  work  would  have  been  finer  still  had  the  etching  of 
the  head  been,  rve  might  almost  say,  more  conscientiously 
comi)lete. 

TVe  believe  the  finest  work  of  Mr.  Holman  Hunt — 
that  which  delights  all  artists  alike,  be  they  Impressioni.st, 
Pre-Puxpliaelite,  or  Philistine — to  be  his  “  Strayed  Sheep." 
This  picture,  the  only  one,  according  to  IMr.  Piuskin,  that 
contains  some  of  “  God’s  own  sunlight,”  was  engraved  in 
line  some  years  ago  for  an  art  serial,  but  hitherto  it  has 
not  been  accessible  to  the  print-buying  public,  hlessrs. 
Annan  and  Swan  have  at  length  been  wise  enough  to  issue 
it  as  a  photogravure,  Imt  it  is  unfortunately  too  black  and 
coarse  to  convey  the  charm  of  the  original  work.  As  it  is, 
it  will  probably  be  acceptable  to  many  ;  but  to  those  who 
know  the  picture,  and  who  know,  too,  how  much  good 
work  of  the  kind  is  issued  by  the  publishers,  its  relative 
failure  will  be  a  matter  of  keen  regret.  As  to  the  canvas 
itself,  it  is  earnestly  to  be  hoped  that  it  will  one  day — ■ 
and  that  not  far  di.stant — find  a  permanent  home  upon  the 
walls  of  the  National  Gallery,  as  a  first-class  example  of 
English  art,  produced  at  a  time  Avhen  English  art  most 
re(pured  it  as  an  example. 

OBITUARY. 

Mr.  Arthur  Willmore,  Avho  died  last  month,  Avas  one 
of  the  last  and  best  practitioners  of  the  moribund  art  of 
line-engraving.  From  18.58  to  1885  he  exhibited  twenty- 
four  plates  at  the  Royal  Academy,  but  he  never  succeeded 
in  securing  election  into  that  body.  Landscape  and  marine 
sulijects  chiefly  occujned  his  graver,  the  latest  examples  of 
Avhich  Avere  after  sea-fight  pictures  by  Sir  Oswald  RrieiTy. 

The  Avell-knoAvn  Relgian  mariue-painter,  M.  FfiANgois 
Musin,  the  father  of  the  equally  eminent  Auguste  Musin, 
has  died  at  the  age  of  sixty-eight.  His  knoAvledge  of  the 
sea  in  all  its  humours  Avas  consummate,  but  he  seldom  suc¬ 
ceeded  iu  rendering  more  than  its  superficial  aspect.  His 
“Seashore  at  Scheveningen  ”  and  “The  Dyke  of  Ostend 
in  Rough  Weather  ”  are,  perhaps,  the  most  favourable  ex¬ 
amples  of  his  Avork.  He  gained  many  medals  in  his  day, 
and  he  Avas  a  Chevalier  of  the  Order  of  Leopold. 

^I.  Charles  Degeorge,  the  medallist  and  sculptor, 
who  died  in  November  at  the  age  of  fifty-one,  Avas  the 
pupil  of  Duret,  Flandriu,  and  Jouffroy.  His  medals  are 
undoubtedly  among  his  finest  Avorks,  but  by  many  of  his 
busts — notably  those  of  “  Stanislas  Cenci  ”  and  “  lienri 
Regnault,”  the  latter  at  the  Rcole  des  Reaux-Art.s — he  Avill 
in  all  probability  be  remembered,  llis  statue  of  “  The 
Youth  of  Aristotle,”  uoav  in  the  Luxembourg,  gained  a 
first-class  medal  in  1875.  He  Avas  created  a  Chevalier  of 
the  Legion  of  Honour  iu  1880. 

TVe  regret  to  have  to  record  also  the  death  of  IM.  Loui.s 
Rey,  a  painter-decorator  of  a  high  order,  Avhose  chief  Avork 
may  be  said  to  be  on  the  cupola  of  the  church  of  Saiut- 
Roch  ',  of  M.  Auguste  Lechesne,  the  animal  sculptor ;  of 
Mine.  Herrin,  a  lloAver  and  still-life  painter  of  unusual 
excellence  and  charm,  better  knoAvn  under  her  maiden 
name  of  Masseras  ;  and  of  the  sculptor,  Radion  de  la 
Tronchere,  .Jouffroy’s  pupil,  Avhose  statues  of  “Valentin 
Hairy,”  of  “  Praxitele.s,”  erected  in  the  courtyard  of  the 
Louvre,  and  of  the  “  Raron  Larrey,”  are  the  most  Avidely 
knoAvn. 
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THE  LATEST  ACQUISITION  AT  THE  NATIONAL 
GALLERY. 

Through  the  genero.sity  of  Sir  Theodore  Martin, 
K.C.B.,  our  national  collection  has  been  enriched  by  the 
addition  of  a  fine  iiortrait  by  Nicolas  Maes,  which, 
numbered  1277,  now  hangs  on  a  screen  in  Room  X.  It  is 
described  as  “  A  Man’s  Portrait,”  and  represents  a  stolid 
burgher  in  a  black  coat  trimmed  with  fur,  seated,  three- 
quarter  face  to  the  spectator,  on  a  velvet-covered  chair ; 
he  holds  a  book  in  one  hand,  and  behind  him  hangs  a  red 
curtain.  The  colour  throughout  the  picture  is  admirable, 
and,  judging  from  its  general  tone  and  the  high,  yet  un¬ 
forced,  finish  to  which  it  has  been  brought,  we  should  say 
it  was  one  of  the  finest  works  of  the  master.  Maes,  one 
of  the  most  eminent  of  Rembrandt’s  pupils,  used  to  rank 
himself  among  the  portraitists,  practically  ignoring  his 
power  as  a  painter  of  cabinet-pictures.  We  may,  therefore, 
congratulate  ourselves  that,  while  the  possessors  of  two  of 
the  latter  description,  we  can  at  last  boast  a  really  brilliant 
example  of  the  former,  which  is  one  of  his  few  portraits  of 
the  size  of  life.  It  is  interesting  to  compare  this  work  with 
his  “  Card  Players  ”  hanging  hard  by,  which  was  acquired 
only  last  year,  and  to  compare  his  warm  colour  and  careful 
manner  with  the  power,  comparable  with  that  of  his 
master,  the  vigorous  handling,  and  an  almost  unsurpassed 
knowledge  of  chiaroscuro  in  the  big  genre  picture.  The 
portrait  is  dated  1666. 


PAINTING,  THE  ONLY  FINE  ART  ! 

Mr.  Brett  has  come  to  the  conclusion  that  painting  alone 
has  a  right  to  be  called  a  fine  art.  Architecture,  he  said  at 
Liverpool,  is  not  a  fine  art,  because  it  is  an  architect’s 
business  to  shelter  his  client  from  the  rain  and  wind,  and 
to  “protect  him  from  vain  expenditure.”  To  provide  a 
shelter  from  rvind  and  rain  is,  of  cour.se,  a  very  undignified 
proceeding,  and  Mr.  Brett  and  his  brother  painters  may 
certainly  be  absolved  from  any  desire  to  protect  their  clients 
from  vain  expenditure.  It  follows,  therefore,  if  we  accept 
Mr.  Brett’s  premises,  that  architecture  is  a  mere  craft  or 
trade,  while  painting  is  quite  the  “  finest  ”  of  the  arts. 
Nor  has  sculpture,  according  to  Mr.  Brett,  any  claim  to 
be  considered  a  “  fine  art,”  because  its  proper  function  is 
to  be  an  adjunct  to  architecture.  This  admirable  painter 
admits  that  in  modern  times  statues  have  been  placed  in¬ 
dependently  in  the  open  air,  but  he  implies  that  this  is 
only  due  to  the  ignorance  of  a  decadent  age.  Is  it  possible 
that  he  is  ignorant  that  the  Athenians  sometimes  placed 
statues  “independently  in  the  open  air,”  and  that  the 
Italians  have  also  been  guilty  of  this  indiscretion  I  In 
the  face  of  these  extraordinary  assertions  we  may  well 
ask  whether  Mr.  Brett  desires  to  be  taken  seriously.  -Is 
it  possible  that  any  man  in  his  senses  should  arrogate  to 
himself  a  title  which  he  denies  to  Phidias  and  Donatello, 
to  William  of  Sens  and  Sir  Christopher  Wren  ?  If  we 
had  not  Mr.  Brett’s  paper  before  us  we  might  well  regard 
this  as  incredible,  but  his  language  admits  of  no  doubt. 
“  The  term  '‘Fine  Art  ’  is  only  applicable  strictly  to  pictures." 
Having  demolished  architecture  and  sculpture,  Mr.  Brett 


annihilates  decoration.  Decoration,  he  says,  in  tlie  ordi¬ 
nary  sense,  is  only  fit  for  window-heads  and  string-courses  ! 
Wall  spaces  belong  to  painters,  who  must  never  be  inter¬ 
fered  with  ;  paper-hangings  are  vicious ;  the  upholsterer 
is  only  a  harbourer  of  dirt  and  a  breeder  of  disease!  People 
must  be  content  to  have  their  surroundings  “  plain  and 
even  rude,”  and  to  gratify  their  artistic  instincts  by  hang¬ 
ing  pictures  on  their  walls  !  This  last  statement  gives 
the  clue  to  Mr.  Brett’s  policy.  He  is  what  he  calls  “  fighting 
for  his  own  hand.”  If  people  build  fine  houses  and  pur¬ 
chase  statues,  he  argues,  they  won’t  be  able  to  afford  any 
picture.s.  Paperhangers,  upholsterers,  and  other  vermin 
compete  with  the  “  fine-artist,”  therefore  away  with  them  ! 
When  everybody  lives  in  a  barn  and  buys  pictures,  then 
the  painter’s  millennium  has  come.  And  this  is  what 
Mr.  Brett  siglis  for ;  this  is  the  gist  of  his  argument. 
But  has  he  not  pushed  it  a  little  too  far  1 


THE  STUART  EXHIBITION. 

The  Juste  mot  for  the  exhibition  of  the  Royal  House  of 
Stuart  is  not  difficult  to  find.  It  is  above  all  things  an 
amusing  show.  Among  the  four  hundred  pictures  and 
miniatures  there  are,  of  course,  a  few  which  attract  by  their 
art  ;  among  the  relics,  too,  finesse  of  workmanship  and 
purity  of  design  are  commoner  than  might  have  been 
expected.  Again,  the  juxtaposition  of  so  many  things — the 
catalogue  runs  to  thirteen  hundred  numbers — relating  to 
one  family,  and  for  the  most  part  to  a  period  of  only  two 
hundred  years  in  their  history,  must  have  a  distinct  critical 
value.  But  it  is,  nevertheless,  for  its  power  to  satisfy 
curiosity,  to  revive  sentimental  loyalties,  and  to  tickle  the 
palate  of  the  historical  dilettante  that  the  wreckage  of  the 
Stuarts  finds  so  many  visitors.  The  pictures  range  from 
those  early  portrait  groups  from  Holyrood  which  have  so 
long  puzzled  connoisseurs,  down  to  Italian  presentments  of 
that  Prince  Henry  Benedict,  Cardinal  York,  whom  the 
faithful  called  Henry  IX.  The  best  of  them  all,  with  the 
possible  exception  of  a  few  Van  Dycks,  are  the  Holyrood 
panels.  Painted  on  both  sides,  these  two  volets  from  a 
diptych  make  four  subjects  ;  a  “  Trinitti,”  a  mystic  picture 
of  the  Trinity,  and  three  portrait  groups — King  John  III. 
and  his  son,  the  Queen  Margaret  of  Denmark  and  St. 
George  (i),  and  Sir  Edward  Bonkil,  the  donor,  with  St. 
Cecilia.  Attempts  have  been  made  by  many  Scottish  anti¬ 
quarians  to  claim  them  for  a  Scottish  painter,  and  to  read 
some  letters  which  appear  on  the  Queen’s  headdress  as 
PRAT.  It  seems  that  some  artists  of  that  name  (with  an 
extra  T)  were  at  work  in  Stirling  at  the  end  of  the  fifteenth 
century.  Unfortunately  the  jiroposed  reading  finds  no 
support  in  the  real  inscription.  This  is  quite  unmistakably 
PNATN,  and  its  significance  has  so  far  baffled  divination. 
The  panels,  however,  are  clearly  the  work  of  some  Fleming, 
or  possibly  Westphalian,  who  had  studied  in  the  school  of 
Roger  van  der  Weyden.  The  next  picture  of  both  value  and 
interestis  Holbein’s  (J)  bust  portrait  of  Queen  Margaret  Tudor. 
This  has  for  pendant  a  mal-e  portrait — much  damaged,  but 
possibly  by  the  same  hand — which  is  called  that  of  her 
husband,  James  lAh,  and  also  ascribed  to  Holbein.  As 
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James  was  killed  at  Flodden  thirteen  years  before  that 
painter  first  left  Basle  for  England,  and  as  by  152(i — when 
Holbein  arrived  in  London — iMargaret  had  already  been 
twice  re-niarried,  there  must  here  be  some  mistake.  Janet's 
well-knoAvn  miniature  of  Mary  Stuart  comes  from  Windsor, 
and  hangs  in  a  case  with,  among  other  things,  a  pair  of 
photographs  from  drawings  by  the  same  hand  which  have 
found  their  last  resting-place  in  the  French  National 
Library.  The  miniature  must  date  from  the  years  15,5S-(i(), 
between  iMary’s  marriage  with  the  French  dauphin  and  his 
death  as  King  of  France.  Other  interesting  transcripts 
of  her  features  are  “  Le  Deuil  Blanc,"  from  Windsor,  rvliich 
is,  however,  no  .Tanet,  but  merely  a  good  old  copy  Irom  the 
drawing  liy  that  master,  to  which  we  have  already  alluded. 
In  a  portrait  numbered  3.3  we  fail  to  see  any  features  but 
those  of  the  Enijlish  iMary  ;  another,  ascribed  to  Zucchero, 
is  an  excellent  picture,  but  its  acceptance,  too,  as  IMary 
vStuart  implies  a  peculiar  docility  of  eye.  A  full-length  by 
P.  Oudry,  and  a  cast  from  the  eftigy  at  Westminster,  show 
the  fair  Queen’s  features  in  middle-age  with  more  fidelity, 
]>erhaps,  than  any  other  of  her  later  portraits.  'Ihe  un¬ 
interesting  personality  of  .James  VI.  is  registered  in  pic¬ 
tures  ascribed  to  Janssen,  to  Van  Somer,  to  Honthorst,  to 
Jamesone,  and  to  Lucas  de  lleere  —  the  last-named  the 
I'einarkable  “cenotaph  portrait”  from  Windsor.  The  la¬ 
mented  Prince  Henry,  painted  in  the  very  suit  of  armour 
now  lent  by  the  Queen  (No.  797),  and  a  Lady  Arabella 
Stuart  (No.  65),  ajiparently  by  De  lleere,  deserve  a  word  of 
praise  ;  so,  too,  does  the  remarkable  portrait  of  Henrietta. 
Maria  on  the  verge  of  old  age,  by  the  Frenchman,  Claude 
Lefevre.  The  “  Charles  the  Firsts  ”  include  Lord  War¬ 
wick’s  fine  replica  of  the  W^indsor  equestrian  portrait, 
tlio  Duke  of  Norfolk’s  tine  half-length  in  armour,  the 
(.,)ueen’s  triple  bust,  painted  for  the  sculptor  Bernini,  and 
a  studio  cofiy  of  the  great  family  group  at  Wiudsor,  in 
which  Charles  and  his  (^hieen  are  grouped  with  their  two 
elder  children.  The  portraits  of  the  “ilerry  Monarch” 
compri.se  a  very  tine  head  by  Honthorst  (117)  ;  another, 
eipially  good  (13.3),  by  the  little-known  Adrian  Hanne- 
man,  painted  at  the  Hague  before  the  Restoration  ;  and 
a  curious  jiainted  report — it  is  not  a  picture — of  the  same 
gentleman’s  proceedings  at  the  ball  given  in  his  honour  at 
the  Hague,  before  his  departure  to  mount  his  father’s 
throne. 

Of  the  remaining  portraits  not  much  need  be  said. 
There  are  one  or  two  fair  Lelys,  a  tine  head  of  Dundee 
by  some  master  unknown  ;  an  ugly  Flora  Dlacdonald, 
ascribed  to  Allan  Ramsay ;  a  (piaint  picture  of  Mrs. 
.Jane  Lane,  Flora’s  jn'ototype ;  and  a  number  of  gaudy 
Italian  attenqits  to  make  works  of  art  out  of  the  two 
“Chevaliers,”  and  the  afore-mentioned  Cardinal  York. 
Among  the  relics,  the  most  tragic,  of  course,  in  their 
associations  are  those  which  have  to  do  with  Janies  IV., 
with  his  grand-daughter  Mary,  and  with  her  grandson 
Charles.  The  sword,  dagger,  and  signet-ring,  which  were 
found  at  Flodden  on  the  spot  where  .James  fell,  arc 
lent  by  the  College  of  Arms.  The  “  Book  of  Hours  ” 
Mary  carried  into  the  hall  at  Fotheringhay  on  that 
February  morning  in  1587 ;  her  rosarie.s,  her  crucifix, 
the  leading  strings  she  worked  for  her  son,  the  skull¬ 
shaped  watch  she  gave  to  Mary  Seton,  the  silver  hand¬ 
bell  with  which  she  summoned  her  Marys,  the  magnifi¬ 
cent  twelfth-century  ciborium  and  cover  she  presented  to 
Sir  Janies  Balfour,  of  Burleigh,  a  pair  of  her  shoes,  a  large 
piece  of  her  auburn  hair,  and  many  other  things  come  from 
various  owners — among  them  Iter  Majesty  tlie  Queen. 
The  relics  of  Charles  relate  mainly  to  his  execution  ;  the 


(,)ueen  sends  the  historic  “  George ;  ”  Lord  Ashburnhain, 
most  of  the  clothes  the  “  ^\’’hite  King”  wore  on  the  scaffold, 
including  his  blood-stained  shirt  ;  and  Lord  Essex,  a  piece 
of  the  black  velvet  pall  on  which  the  snow  fell  so  thickly 
at  his  burying  as  to  give  new  force  to  his  famous  sobriquet. 
The  dthris  of  the  later  Stuarts  include  standards  carried 
at  Rreston  Pans  and  Culloden,  and  various  fragments  from 
“  Prince  Charlie's  ”  wardrobe.  In  the  vestibule  two  suits 
of  armour — made  respectively  for  the  “  Prince  of  Mhiles  ” 
(Henry)  and  “Baby  Charles,”  the  chair  in  which  the 
King  sat  before  Pradshaw  and  his  crew  in  Westminster 
Hall,  and  some  large  ])ieces  of  the  needlework  with  which 
Mary  Stuart  used  to  beguile  her  long  captivity,  have  found 
places. 


KE  VIEWS. 

As  most  (.)f  the  p)ictures  of  the  Royal  Gallery  at  Venice 
have  recently  been  re-hung,  and  many  of  them  re-named, 
Mr.  Charles  Eastlake’s  new  book  of  “A'ofes”  (W.  11. 
Allen)  u])on  them,  incorporating  all  such  changes,  makes 
its  a})pearance  at  a  well-chosen  moment.  Mr.  Eastlake, 
by  adopting  an  alphabetical  arrangement,  has  increased 
the  usefnlness  of  the  volume  as  a  book  of  reference, 
while  the  short  biograiihies  will  no  doubt  prove  of  ad¬ 
vantage  to  the  “lay  visitor.”  But  the  chief  feature  lies  in 
the  criticisms  accompanying  each  descriptive  note.  While 
not  committing  ourselves  so  far  as  to  accept  all  of  them 
without  (piestion,  we  may  say  that,  so  far  as  we  know,  no 
handljook  of  the  gallery  has  hitherto  been  published  in 
which  the  ciltical  observations  are  at  once  so  lucid,  so  in¬ 
telligent,  and  so  well-advised. 

The  ])enultimate  part  of  “Ur/fan’t;  Dirtionarij  of  Painters 
and.  EtKjravers  ”  (G.  Pell  and  Sons)  heralds  the  early  coin- 
jiletion  of  the  work.  The  co-operation  of  Mr.  Walter 
Armstr()N(4  with  Mr.  Robert  Graves  has  had  good  effect 
as  well  on  the  jwnctuality  of  publication  as  on  the  quality 
of  the  editing.  It  is  always  easy  to  find  fault  and  to  point 
out  omissions  in  a  dictionary  of  this  sort,  but  one  is  surely 
justified  in  conqilaining  of  the  exclusion  of  Robert  Thor- 
burn,  A.  P.A.,  for  example,  when  another  is  included  whose 
only  claim  to  fame  is  that  he  is  “an  inferior  engraver”  of 
whom  little  is  known.  On  the  other  hand,  most  of  the 
articles  in  the  old  edition  have  been  re-cast  and  re-written, 
many  of  them  being  excellent  specimens  of  concise  writing. 
Among  the  cldef  are  those  on  Stanfield,  .Jan  Steen,  Sir 
Robert  Strange,  Teniers,  Ter-Borch,  Turner,  Van  der  Faes 
(vSir  Peter  Lely),  Van  der  Weyden,  Vanuucci  (Perugino), 
Vasari,  and  ^'^eculli  (Titian). 

'"Vlttoria  Colonnaf  by  the  lion.  Alethea  Lawley 
(Gilbert  and  Rivington),  is  an  unpretentious  yet  aelequate 
study  of  one  of  the  most  interesting  members  of  the  literary 
circle  which  conferred  distinction  on  Italy  in  the  sixteenth 
century.  The  tragic  stoiy  of  Vittoria  Colonna,  the  wife  of 
the  Marchese  di  Pescara,  a  man  “more  deeply  dyed  in 
perfidy  and  more  courageous  in  arms  ”  than  any  of  his  con- 
tenii)oraries,  is  told  in  a  simple  and  straightforward  style  ; 
and  the  authoress,  by  giving  translations  of  Vittoria’s  son¬ 
nets,  some  of  which  are  admirably  rendered,  allows  her 
heroine  to  tell  her  tale  as  far  as  possible  in  her  own  words. 
The  book  is  disfigured  by  a  worthless  frontispiece. 

No  book  that  we  have  seen  this  .season  eipuds,  in  its  own 
department,  ‘El  Book  of  Old  77u/An/,s  ”  (Hildesheimer  and 
Faulkner),  for  grace,  elegance,  and  prettiness.  Although 
Mr.  hiRNEST  Wilson  claims  a  portion  of  the  credit  in  this 
artistic  production  in  the  matter  of  landscape  drawings, 
by  far  the  greater  share  belongs  to  Dliss  Alice  Havers. 
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To  the  illustration  of  the  several  ballads — whicli  include 
“Coniiii’  thro’  the  Rye,”  “Where  the  Bee  Sucks,”  “The 
Time  I’ve  Lost  in  Wooing,”  “Sally  in  our  Alley,”  and  the 
like — Miss  Havers  contributes  sixteen  designs,  most  of 
them  original,  and  all  of  them  suave  in  line  and  tender  in 
feeling.  In  two  of  them  she  shows  graceful  dignity  in  her 
drawing  of  the  undraped  figure,  but  her  publishers,  in 
amusing  deference  to  the  Bi’itish  Matron,  issue  an  edition 
without  these  pages.  Much  taste  is  shown  in  the  produc¬ 
tion  of  this  charming  volume,  the  chromolithography  in 
most  cases  doing  ample  justice  to  tiie  artists’  work. 

Somewhat  belated,  but  very  charming  and  admirably 
colour-printed,  are  the  children’s  toy-books  issued  by 
Messrs.  Marcus  Ward  and  Co.  ^'’Little  Boy  Blue”  is  a 
new  edition  of  a  book  published  a  year  or  two  ago,  and  far 
too  well  illustrated  for  the  artist’s  name  to  be  suppressed. 
“  Three  Old  Friends  ”  are  supplied  with  pictures  of  a 
humorous  character  by  Mr.  Caldwell.  ‘‘'’Imps"  by  IMiss 
Flint,  and  ’'^By  the  Sea  ”  are  also  both  good  of  their  kind. 


EXHIBITIONS  OF  THE  MONTH. 

Never  have  we  known  so  varied  and  so  excellent  “all 
round  ”  an  exhibition  of  the  “  Old  Masteks  ”  as  that  to 
which  our  Forty  Immortals  invited  the  public  at  the 
beginning  of  this  month.  As  our  next  part  will  contain 
an  illustrated  view  of  this  remarkable  display,  we  refrain 
for  the  moment  from  any  critical  remarks,  but  now  merely 
record  some  of  the  principal  contents  of  the  exhibition.  The 
entire  collection  of  English  deceased  masters  gathered  to¬ 
gether  by  Mr.  Thomas  Miller,  of  Preston,  between  the 
years  1845  and  1855,  occupy  the  first  room  ;  and  from  this 
collection  few  English  painters  of  note  are  absent,  moat  of 
them  being  represented  by  thoroughly  characteristic  work. 
Gallery  II.  contains,  besides  some  choice  Dutch  pictures, 
the  famous  collection  of  Watteau’s  finest  works  belonging 
to  Sir  Richard  Wallace,  besides  other  admirable  examples 
of  the  French  school.  The  Great  Gallery — the  Salon  Carr4 
of  the  Academy — is  o'ccupied  on  one  whole  side  by  Sir 
Richard  Wallace’s  and  the  Queen’s  superb  Rembrandts,  and 
on  the  other  by  old  English  masters,  together  with  two  large 
canvases  by  Rubens.  Nos.  IV.  and  V.  are  filled  exclusively 
by  the  works  of  Frank  Holl,  R.A.,  most  important  among 
the  incident-pictures  being  the  “  Newgate  :  Committed  for 
Trial,”  and  “No  Tidings  from  the  Sea  and  among  the 
portraits,  those  of  Mr.  Carbutt,  Lords  Spencer,  Winmarleigh, 
Wolseley,  and  Hampden,  the  Prince  of  Wales,  IMr.  Bright 
(the  whole  length),  the  Dukes  of  Cambridge  and  Cleveland, 
the  Bishop  of  Peterborough,  the  portrait  of  his  father,  and 
two  of  himself.  Finally,  there  are  some  of  Turner’s  finest 
water-colour  drawings,  and  fifty-three  sketches  of  the  Rhine. 
These,  the  catalogue  informs  us,  are  the  result  of  a  three 
weeks’  tour  on  the  Rhine,  so  that,  allowing  for  the  time 
consumed  by  travelling,  these  works  must  have  been  made 
in  a  fortnight  at  the  most,  or  an  average  of  about  four  a 
day — an  almost  unsurpassed  example,  we  should  say,  of 
precision  and  rapidity.  They  are  the  property  of  ^Mr. 
Ayscough  Fawkes. 

The  grant  awarded  last  year  by  the  Government  for  the 
encouragement  of  the  industries  of  Donegal  has  been  amply 
justified  by  results.  Under  the  energetic  management  of 
Mrs.  Hart  and  a  well-chosen  committee  classes  have  been 
established  in  Ireland  at  which  weaving,  dyeing,  embroidery, 
and  other  crafts  are  taught  to  all  who  are  willing  to  learn. 
The  degree  of  proficiency  to  which  the  pupils  have  already 
attained  could  be  estimated  by  anyone  who  paid  a  visit  to 


Donegal  House,  Wigmore  Street.  The  exhibition  of  em¬ 
broidered  ecclesiastical  vestments,  curtains,  and  table-cloths 
to  be  seen  there  was  another  striking  piece  of  evidence  that 
art  is  exerting  an  ever-increasing  influence  upon  the  indus¬ 
tries  of  the  country.  The  majority  of  these  pieces  of  needle¬ 
work  are  admirable  both  in  execution  and  design.  The  fact 
that  many  of  the  designs  are  taken  either  from  Irish  monu¬ 
ments  or  Irish  manuscripts  adds  greatly  to  their  value,  and 
Mrs.  Hart’s  enterprise  may  be  regarded  as  a  genuine  attempt 
to  revive  the  art  as  well  as  the  industries  of  Ireland.  At 
the  same  time,  Italian  and  Japanese  designs  are  rendered 
with  consummate  skill,  and  perhaps  the  finest  thing  in  the 
exhibition  was  a  white  portiere  embroidered  with  a  rich 
Sicilian  pattern.  The  boys  of  Donegal  are  being  instructed 
in  wood-carving ;  but  it  must  be  confessed  that  they  have 
as  yet  made  but  little  progress.  The  movement,  however, 
is  but  young,  and  its  future  will  be  eagerly  w’atched  by  all 
who  take  an  interest  either  in  arts  or  crafts. 

Two  years  ago  IMr.  Ruskin  characterised  the  drawings 
of  Mr.  Sutton  Palmer  as  “  ethereal.”  To  a  great  number 
of  his  ^^Draivings  of  Highland  Scenery,”  which  have  been 
exhibited  at  Messrs.  Dowdeswells’  galleries  in  Bond  Street, 
this  epithet  might  again  be  applied.  Yet  Mr.  Palmer’s 
style  has  gained  considerable  strength  since  we  last  had  an 
opportunity  of  looking  at  his  work.  Mr.  Ruskiu’s  com- 
idaint — that  in  Mr.  Palmer’s  drawings  there  are  no  cottages 
or  inns  for  us  to  take  shelter  in — is  justified  by  the  recent 
exhibition.  The  artist  has  a  certain  austerity  of  mind, 
which  he  displays  in  choosing  as  subjects  for  his  pencil 
weirdly  desolate  spots,  far  removed  from  the  haunts  of 
men.  However,  we  cannot  make  a  grievance  of  this,  for 
Mr.  Palmer  invests  the  wild  scenes  that  he  draws  with  a 
picturesqueness  which  atones  for  their  want  of  human 
interest.  Although  here  and  there  we  come  upon  a  draw¬ 
ing  which  is  weak  in  colour,  the  general  level  of  the  ex¬ 
hibition  is  curiously  equal,  and  it  is  difficult  to  particu¬ 
larise.  Perhaps  the  representation  of  “  the  native  bulwarks 
of  the  pass,”  entitled  “  Benvenue,”  deserves  the  most  notice, 
but  “  Dunkeld”  is  a  very  skilful  rendering  of  a  wide  stretch 
of  coLintiy,  and  “  A  Windless  Day  ”  is  a  particularly  clever 
grey  sketch. 


NOTABILIA. 

Certain  of  our  readers  ask  for  particulars  of  the  Jixatif 
for  pastels  to  which  we  referred  in  a  recent  issue.  It  will 
doubtless  interest  many  who  practise  the  delightful  art  of 
pastel-painting  to  know  that  the  “Fixatif  H.  Lacaze”  is 
the  substance  in  (luestioii ;  that  its  application  is  easy  ; 
that  it  not  only  produces  no  change  in  the  drawings,  but 
absolutely  prevents  change  ;  and  that  MM.  Alfred  Stevens, 
Carriere-Belleuse,  Gervex,  Edmond  Yon,  Duez,  and  other 
eminent  artists,  as  w'ell  as  M.  Roger-Ballu,  the  Inspecteur 
des  Beaux- Arts  in  Paris,  all  bear  witness  to  the  perfection 
of  this  recent  invention. 

The  Institute  of  Painters  in  Oil  Colours  is  the  stronger 
for  the  elections  wdiich  took  place  last  month,  when 
membership  was  accorded  to  Messrs.  J.  J.  Shannon,  T.  B. 
Kennington,  and  J.  L.  Pickering. 

Sir  John  Gilbert  has  once  more  been  induced  to  with¬ 
draw  his  resignation  of  the  Royal  Water  Colour  Society, 
so  that  he  retains  the  Presidentship  ;  Mr.  Alfred  Hunt 
being  re-elected  as  Deputy-President. 

The  Prize  Day  of  the  Royal  Academy  Schools  took 
place  on  the  loth  of  December  last— the  hundred-and- 
twentieth  birthday  of  that  institution ;  but  it  cannot  be 
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said  that  in  the  A.epartment  of  painting,  at  least,  the  level 
of  excellence  reached  in  former  years  was  again  touched. 
In  architecture,  too,  the  competition  failed  to  produce 
any  striking  results  ;  but,  as  an  offset,  the  sculpture  and 
modelling  were  admirable,  as  well  as  the  cartoon  of  the 
draped  figure.  IMr.  John  J]aC(.)N  secured  the  “  I'reswick 
Prize”  of  £‘3()  ;  Mr.  W.  Littler  the  £‘4n-prize  for  a  design 
for  the  decoration  of  a  portion  of  a  pnblic  building  ;  Mr. 
Herbert  Nye  the  first  i>rize  (£3n)  for  the  model  of  a 
design  ;  ^Ir.  Fehk,  the  first  jirize  (£")(i)  for  thi’ee  models  of 
a  figure  from  life,  as  well  as  the  silver  medal  for  the  single 
model.  Jlr.  Marcus  Plackden,  Mr.  Stephen  Carlill, 
and  ilr.  M.vude  were  also  among  the  jirize-takers.  The 
Landseer  Scholarships  (f4(t  a  year  each)  were  aw'arded,  for 
painting,  to  Mr.  Pep.cy  Short  and  ^Mr.  Harold  ISoutcher, 
and,  for  scul[)ture,  to  IMr.  T.  E.SSEX  and  Mr.  W.  H. 
Prosser. 

The  election  of  l\fr.  .T.  B.  Burgess  to  fill  the  full 
membership  of  the  Royal  Academy  left  vacant  by  the 
death  of  tlie  lute  Prank  Holl,  was  a  thoroughly  popular 
result  in  the  Academy  itself.  Mr.  Herkomer  came  a 
good  second  on  the  list,  and  Mr.  Gow  third.  According 
to  priority,  it  was  ilr.  Burgess’s  turn  for  election,  as  he 
had  been  “  waiting  ”  since  1877,  Jlessrs.  Storey  and  Eyre 
Crowe,  who,  it  is  true,  became  Associates  a  year  earlier, 
not  being  considered  in  the  running.  As  elections  are 
greatly  governed  by  the  time  Associates  have  been  w'aiting 
(other  things  being  e([ual),  it  is  interesting  to  note  in  what 
order  the  more  likely  of  the  younger  men  may  be  advanced 
to  Academic  rank.  IMessrs.  Crofts  and  PiiiL  Morris  were 
elected  in  1878;  in  187U,  Messrs.  Herkomer,  Boughton, 
JIacWhikter,  and  A^al  Prinsep  ;  in  188(1,  Me.ssrs.  Birch 
and  Stacpoole  ;  and  in  the  following  year,  Messrs.  Gow, 
Dicksee,  Bodley,  and  Brett. 


(')BITUARY. 

Mr.  Richard  Redgrave,  R.A.,  who  died  on  the  14th  of 
December,  after  a  long  life  devoted  to  the  cause  of  art,  was 
born  in  1804.  His  early  life  was  spent  in  the  office  of  his 
father,  an  engineer  in  the  Buckingham  Palace  Road.  His 
work  necessitated  frequent  journeys  in  the  neighbourhood 
of  London,  taken  on  horseback  or  on  foot,  and  he  thus 
ac(piired  the  love  of  landsca[ie  and  outdoor  life,  which 
never  left  him,  as  well  as  the  habit  of  making  sketches 
from  nature.  AV^hile  still  a  boy  he  made  a  careful  study  of 
the  Elgin  Alarbles,  and  realising  that  his  father’s  business 
offered  him  no  career,  he  at  last  definitely  adojited  art  as 
his  profession.  In  1825  he  exhibited  his  first  i)icture  at  the 
Royal  Academy.  This  Avas  a  vieiv  of  the  Brent  at  Hanw'ell. 
In  the  following  year  he  entered  the-  Royal  Academy 
Schools  as  a  student,  supporting  himself  meanwhile  by 
teaching,  though,  as  he  says  himself,  “  learning  would  have 
been  more  requisite  for  me.”  The  next  few  years  was  a 
time  of  bitter  struggle  for  Air.  Redgrave.  The  day  w'as 
spent  in  teaching,  yet  every  evening  found  him  at  the 
Academy  )Schools,  and  it  was  not  an  unusual  thing  for  him 
to  devote  thirteen  or  fourteen  hours  out  of  the  twenty-four 
to  hard  work.  He  soon  began  to  be  a  constant  exhibitor  to 
the  British  Institution  and  the  Academy,  and  though  his 
works  were  always-well  spoken  of,  his  first  distinct  success 
was  won  in  1837,  wdieu  he  exhibited  a  canvas  entitled 
“  Gulliver  on  the  Parmer's  Table.”  This  well-known  work, 
an  engraving  of  which  has  been  widely  popular,  is  now  in 


the  South  Kensington  Aluseum.  “Ellen  Orford,”  “Olivia 
retnrniiig  to  her  Parents,”  “The  Reduced  Gentleman’s 
Daughter,”  were  exhibited  betw'een  1838  and  1840,  in  which 
year  he  was  elected  an  A. 11. A.  The  pictures  he  painted 
at  this  period  were  no  doubt  rather  moral  than  aesthetic 
in  their  purpose.  “It  is  one  of  my  most  gratifying  feel¬ 
ings,’’  he  Avrote  in  1850,  “  that  many  of  my  best  efforts 
in  art  have  aimed  at  calling  attention  to  the  trials  and 
struggles  of  the  poor  and  the  oiipressed.”  When  the 
Government  School  of  Design  was  established  in  1847,  Air. 
Redgrave  took  an  important  part  in  its  organisation,  and 
W’as  apiiointed  teacher  in  Botany,  a  post  for  Avhich  his 
early  studies  and  rambles  eminently  qualified  him.  Four 
years  later  he  became  an  Academician,  and  at  the  same 
time  accepted  the  head  -  mastership  of  the  School  of 
Design.  In  1852  he  became  “Art  Superintendent  in  the 
Department  of  J^ractical  Art,”  and  while  holding  this  office 
he  carried  out  Avhat  was  perhaps  the  most  important  w’ork 
of  his  life.  He  organised  the  system  of  art-education, 
which  since  that  date  has  been  in  vogue  in  this  country, 
and  Avhich,  in  spite  of  certain  shortcomings,  must  be  ac¬ 
knowledged  to  have  had  an  iiiAad liable  inffuence  on  the  art 
of  England.  In  1857  Air.  Redgrave  was  aiipointed  “In¬ 
spector  General  of  Art,”  and  also  “  Surveyor  of  the  Royal 
Collections  of  Pictures.”  In  the  Paris  E.xhibition  of  1855 
and  the  London  Exhiliition  of  1862,  he  was  “Official 
Adviser”  in  the  Pine  Art  Department,  and  out  of  his 
catalogue  of  the  latter  exhibition  grew  his  valuable  work — 
“  A  Century  of  Painters  of  the  English  School.”  In  addi¬ 
tion  to  all  these  achievements  Air.  Redgrave  had  no  incou- 
siderable  share  in  the  formation  and  arrangement  of  the 
South  Kensington  Aluseum  ;  and  ivheu  we  remember  that 
between  the  years  1825  and  1880  he  contributed  no  less 
than  one  hundred  and  seventy-five  pictures  to  various 
exhibitions  in  London,  some  i<lea  may  be  formed  of  his 
services  to  art.  He  resigned  the  majority  of  his  appoint¬ 
ments  in  1880,  and  for  some  years  had  been  afflicted  with 
severe  sufferings.  He  will  perhaps  be  remembered  rather 
as  an  organiser  of  the  greatest  ability  than  as  a  painter. 
It  may  be  added  that  he  was  a  man  of  the  kindliest 
disposition,  and  rvas  ever  ready  to  hell)  ivith  advice  and 
sympathy  those  who  displayed  an  earnestness  in  the 
pursuit  of  art. 

AI.  Nicol.a.s  Berthon,  one  of  the  many  pupils  of  Leon 
CoGNiET  who  have  risen  to  fame,  died  on  the  13th  of 
December  from  the  couseriuence  of  a  fall  in  his  studio 
in  October  last,  in  the  fifty-ninth  year  of  his  age.  He 
entered  the  Beaux-Arts  in  1850,  and  thenceforward  applied 
himself  almost  exclusively  to  the  represeutation  of  land¬ 
scape  and  peasant-life  in  Auvergne.  For  two  of  these 
subjects — “  During  Alass  ”  and  “  A  Peasant  of  Auvergne  ” 
— he  obtained  a  medal  in  the  Salon  of  1866.  He  ivas  a 
regular  exhibitor  in  Paris,  among  his  chief  works  being 
“A  Prayer,”  “A  Spinner,”  “The  Burial,”  aud  “What  will 
Alamma  say  1  ”  In  the  last  Salon  he  exhibited  an  Auvergne 
interior,  entitled  “  Grace  before  Aleals.” 

AI.  Fortune  Ferogio,  ivell  known  as  a  painter  and 
designer,  was  born  in  Alarseilles  eighty-four  years  ago. 
He  entered  the  Beaux-Arts  as  a  pupil  of  Gros,  but  as  he 
failed  to  obtain  the  Prix  de  Rome,  he  determined  to  make 
engraving  and  lithography  his  field,  together  with  ivater- 
colour,  pastel,  and  black-and-white.  His  most  popular 
productions  Avere  his  series  of  “  picturesque  albums,”  results 
of  tours  in  Italy,  Sardinia,  and  elseAvhere. 


ART  IN  FEBRUARY. 


WOMEN  AT  THE  ROYAL  ACADEMY  SCHOOLS. 

AVe  called  attention  last  year  to  the  extraordinary  pre¬ 
ponderance  of  women  over  men  in  the  number  of  successful 
candidates  for  admission  to  the  Hoyal  Academy  schools. 
Last  year  ten  of  the  twelve  new  probationers  were  women  ; 
this  year,  ten  out  of  sixteen  belong  to  the,  artistically, 
“weaker  sex.”  The  disproportion  in  1889  is  not  so  great 
certainly  as  in  1888,  but  it  may  be  held  to  point. con¬ 
clusively  to  the  necessity  of  revision  in  the  conditions 
of  admission.  If  the  ladies  could  justify  their  succe.ss  at 
tlie  preliminary  examination  liy  later  distinction,  not  only 
in  tlieir  student  period  but  also  in  after-life,  the  present 
standard  might  well  be  retained  ;  but  seeing  that  the  vast 
majority  are  utterly  swamped  before  arriving  at  the  Gold 
Aledal  stage,  and  that  of  those  who  pass  successfully  through 
the  schools  a  still  smaller  i)roportion  ever  achieve  anything 
above  “  damning  mediocrity,”  we  are  forced  to  the  conclu¬ 
sion  that  some  change  is  absolutely  necessary.  It  is  obvious 
that  owing  to  tlie  application  of  a  false  test  of  artistic 
promise  persons  are  taken  in  hand  on  whom  the  Academy’s 
education  (and  moiiey)  are  almost  wholly  tlirown  away. 
This  is  not  the  ladies’  fault :  highly-finished  stippled  copies 
of  casts  from  the  antique  are  exactly  the  studies  in  which 
they  excel ;  but  the  consequence  is  that  the  art-result  to  the 
nation  is  practically  naught.  This  is  a  subject  that  should 
engage  tlie  prior  attention  of  the  sitting  Reform  Committee 
in  Burlington  House. 


FOLEY  ON  THE  SCULPTOR’S  ART. 

The  following  interesting  remarks  on  British  sculpture 
are  extracted  from  a  letter  by  John  Foley,  R.A.,  which  has 
recently  come  into  the  possession  of  the  Editor  of  this 
Magazine.  It  is  addressed  to  Mr.  J.  T.  AVard,  an  art-critic 
of  the  Press,  and  sets  forth  happily  his  common-sense  view 
of  the  art  and  aim  of  sculpture — a  view  that  is  only  now 
beginning  to  be  accepted  by  the  public  ; — 

“Many  thanks  for  the  Globe  newspaper  which,  through 
your  kindness,  I  received  on  Saturday,  and  for  the  notice 
it  contains  of  the  statue  of  Hampden.*  I  am  glad  you 
have  made  mention  of  the  mingled  characters  of  the 
AA'’arrior  and  Statesman,  which  I  have  endeavoured  to  ex¬ 
press  throughout  it.  The  combining  of  the  two  in  the 
one  statue  is,  I  believe,  quite  novel — at  least,  as  far  as  my 
knowledge  extends.  It  is  not,  as  you  say,  easy  to  pro¬ 
duce  novelty  in  sculpture.  The  subjects  you  speak  of  in 
your  introductory  remarks  have  been  worn  out  long  ago, 
and,  with  them,  tlie  Cupids,  Psyches,  A^enuses,  Apollos, 
ifec.  The  heathen  mythology  was  a  field  which  gave 
splendid  scope  for  the  sculptor’s  ideas,  but  it  has  been 
traversed  too  often.  If  we  could  illustrate  any  of  the 
subjects  it  offers  better  than  they  have  been  illustrated 
before,  well  and  good — repeat  them.  But  this  is  scarcely 
to  be  expected.  The  religion  of  the  Greeks  doubtless  in¬ 
spired  them  to  the  excellence  they  attained  in  their  gods 
and  godde.sses.  They  felt  what  they  gave  the  spirit  of 

*  Erected  in  St.  Stephen’s  Hall,  Westminster. — Ed. 


in  their  works,  and  it  cannot  be  expected  that  we  can  feel 
equally  with  them  as  regards  those  subjects,  living,  as  we 
do,  in  Christian  times.  AVould  it  not  be  better  then  to 
execute  such  subjects  as  we  really  do  feel  I  Nature  is  full 
of  poetry  still.” 


THE  MORIBUND  ART  OF  “AQUATINT.” 

AVithont  question,  one  of  the  mo.st  beautiful  and  in¬ 
teresting  books  produced  last  year  was  the  new  edition 
of  “  The  Retniniscences  and  Recollections  <f  Captain 
G)vnow'’  (.John  C.  Nimmo),  illustrated  with  twenty-five 
etched  and  aquatinted  plates,  given  in  two  states,  “re- 
marque  ”  proofs,  and  prints  coloured  by  hand.  Gronow  was 
a  man  who  flourished  from  1810  to  1860,  and  who  knew 
everything  and  everybody  worth  knowing,  except  the  world 
of  art  and  artists.  The  chief  interest  for  us,  then,  in  this 
interesting  and  amusingly-garrulous  autobiography  is  in 
the  plates  u  hidi  Air.  .Jo.sei’H  Greoo  has  produced  so  com¬ 
pletely  in  the  spirit  which  animated  the  times  during 
which  the  method  was  fashionable,  and  with  not  a  little 
of  the  skill.  AA^e  therefore  invited  Air.  Grego  to  give  our 
readers  an  outline  of  the  art,  now,  alas  !  almost  beyond 
resurrection  ;  and  we  are  glad  to  be  able  to  append  his 
interesting  communication  : — 

“The  art  of  aquatinting  —  better  described  as  the  'washed 
mauner  ’ — iu  capable  bands,  and  as  practised  by  skilful  artists,  is 
pei'haps  the  most  realistic  method  of  reproducing  tinted  drawings  iu 
facsimile.  So  excellent  is  the  effect  when  executed  by  designers  after 
their  own  drawings,  that  it  is  dihicult  to  distinguish  the  printed  result 
from  the  original  study  by  the  draughtsman.  This  closeness  of  imi¬ 
tation  rather  belongs  to  the  infancy  of  the  art,  when  artists  were 
accustomed  to  reproduce  their  own  sketches  by  the  aquatint  process. 
There  is  nothing  recorded  as  to  the  manner  in  which  aquatinting  was 
first  discovered,  but  the  invention  was  probably  accidental.  Tlie 
earliest  examples  give  the  impression  of  the  smooth  surface  of  the 
copper  having  been  accidentally  corroded ;  and  it  is  possible  that — 
after  etching  his  design — some  experimentalist  has  tried  the  effect  of 
exposing  the  surface  of  his  copiier-qilate  to  the  action  of  diluted  acid 
(used  iu  biting  in  the  lines  of  the  etching)  to  secure  a  complementary 
tone  or  tint. 

“The  principle  adopted  is  working  up  from  the  highest  lights  and 
finishing  with  the  deepest  shades.  It  was  found  necessary  to  stop 
out  the  lights  in  the  primitive  method,  and  a  varnish  was  used — like 
etching  ground — to  protect  these  parts  from  the  active  biting  of  the 
aqua-fortis.  This  may  have  led  to  the  principle  of  evenly  covering 
the  iilate,  and  to  the  final  discovery  that  a  protective  varnish  could 
be  so  applied  as  to  dry  on  the  plate  iu  a  fine  network  of  interstices. 
Resin  finely  powdered  answers  this  requirement  very  readily,  a  fine 
shower  of  resin  evenly  powdered  over  the  plate  giving  a  regular  and 
superficial  dust  of  snowlike  appearance.  The  copper  is  then  heated, 
and  the  minute  dust-like  grains  partially  run  into  cue  another  and 
adhere  to  the  surface,  leaving  delicate  surrounding  spaces  uncovered 
between  the  fused  grains ;  and  a  plate  so  prepared,  being  exposed  to 
a  mordant  acid,  is  bitten  iu  all  those  jjarts  uni^rotected  by  the  resinous 
network.  A  plate  so  bitten  would  print  a  uniform  granulated  surface 
extending  over  the  entire  picture;  those  parts  desired  to  remain 
white  are  stopped  out  with  a  varnish,  and  the  biting  gradually  pro¬ 
ceeds,  rcstopping  and  repainting  through  the  intermediate  tints,  until 
the  deepest  darks  are  alone  exposed  to  the  action  of  the  acid.  And 
when  the  necessary  depth  of  incision  is  reached  the  plate  is  finished — 
as  regards  biting — the  copper  cleaned,  and  an  im23ressiou  taken.  This 
is  much  darker  than  is  required,  but  the  finer  gradations  and  the 
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blending  and  softening  of  tints  and  tones  are  accomplished  by  bnrnisli- 
ing,  working  now  the  contrary  theory — accentuating  the  darks  and 
working  up  to  the  broader  lights.  At  least  twenty  distinct  stages  of 
stopping  out  and  biting  are  desirable  to  give  a  finished  residt.  Sub¬ 
sequently  a  liquid  ground  was  introduced  to  take  the  place  of  the 
powdered  resin. 

“Though  the  art  varied  in  the  hands  of  different  practitioners, 
who  probably  had  their  distinctive  methods  of  working,  the  aqua- 
tinters  of  the  eighteenth  century  showed  a  preference  for  grains  of 
so  fine  a  textiire  that  they  simulate  the  most  delicate  washes,  and  in 
the  skies  and  lighter  parts  the  grain  is  not  easily  distinguishable. 
The  credit  of  the  introduction  of  aquatinting  has  been  assigned  to  a 
Trench  artist,  St.  Xon,  who  communicated  the  art  to  Jean  Baptiste 
le  Prince,  a  gifted  painter  and  engraver,  who  died  in  1783.  Madame 
Catharine  Prestal,  .a  German  artist  C)f  exceptional  talent,  productal 
some  admirable  works  in  this  manner,  which  to  this  day  must  be 
regarded  as  specially  successful  examples  of  tlie  jirocess.  In  a  MS. 
note  to  Theodore  Fielding's  treatise  on  ‘Engraving’  it  is  suggested 
that  the  lion.  Charles  Greville  introduced  the  art  to  our  shores. 
Paul  Saubly,  R.A.,  born  at  Nottingham  in  17'2o,  is  alleged  to  have 
been  the  first  English  artist  who  attempted  this  style  of  engraving, 
lie  showed  notable  artistic  ability  in  the  piractice  of  aquatintiug,  and 
brought  the  art  to  great  perfection  iii  his  Welsh  sketches  (177o),  the 
scries  of  the  '  Carnival  in  Rome,’  and  particularly  in  his  later  publica¬ 
tion  of  ‘  Views  in  the  Encampments  in  the  Parks,’  1780.  W.  Ellis, 
bi>rn  in  17I-’i,  also  a(|uatinted  jilates  after  Paul  Saubly,  from  whom 
he  Tuay  have  received  instructions  in  the  art,  which  he  practised  with 
considerable  success.  Samuel  Aiken  carried  the  art  to  great  perfec¬ 
tion  ;  he  was  also  a  capable  draughtsman  and  designer.  His  ‘Views  in 
Great  Britain  and  Ireland,’  and  his  ‘  Views  in  North  Wales,’  1798, 
are  examples  of  his  proficiency.  With  Francis  Jukes,  another  aqua- 
tinter  of  much  distinction,  S.  Aiken  executed  numerous  admirable 
facsimiles  of  drawings  by  Thomas  Rowlandson,  which  appeared  l)e- 
tween  1784  and  1800.  Merke,  Wright,  Stadler,  and  Schultz,  with 
other  aquatintei’s,  found  employment  with  Rudolph  Ackermann,  J.  R. 
Smith,  and  publishers  of  Rowlandson’s  generation.  Thomas  Malton, 
both  a  draughtsman  and  engraver,  largely  practised  aquatinting,  and 
in  this  method  reijroduced  his  '  Picturesque  Tour  through  Loudon 
and  Westminster,’  and  his  drawings  of  Oxford.  Three  Ilavells — R., 
D.,  and  John — were  also  skilful  artists  in  this  branch,  as  was  the  artist 
J.  Hassell,  who  executed  various  iiicturesque  tours  and  guides.  Theo- 
ilore  Fielding,  the  elder  brother  of  the  better  known  Copley  Fielding, 
was  also  distinguished  in  the  art  of  aquatinting,  as  was  Newton  Field¬ 
ing,  who  taught  the  fainily  of  Louis  Philippe.  T.  Sutherland,  born 
1785,  carried  the  art  still  farther,  and  his  works  stand  in  the  highest 
estimation.  J.  Clarke,  once  a  corporal  of  Light  Dragoons,  abandoned 
the  sword  for  art,  and  he  too  became  a  proficient  aquatiuter ;  he  died 
in  1801.  Another  J.  Clarke  executed  aquatintiug  early  in  the  present 
century,  and  reproduced  numerous  plates  for  Thomas  McLean  be¬ 
tween  1820  and  1830,  after  the  drawings  of  Henry  Aiken.  Nearly 
all  Rowlandson’s  book  illustrations  between  1810  and  1820  wore 
executed  in  this  luanuer,  as  were  a  large  numl)er  of  the  early  works 
of  I.,  R. ,  and  George  Cruikshank  between  1812  and  1835.  The  in¬ 
numerable  sporting  designs  of  Henry  Aiken  were  for  the  most  part 
reiirodueed  by  this  method,  and  Theodore  L.ane’s  illustrations  were 
executed  in  similar  fashion.  J.  Baily  engraved  after  George  Morland 
in  aijuatint ;  E.  Duncan,  the  well-known  water-colour  painter,  was 
also  an  expert  arpiatiutor,  and  in  the  early  jjart  of  his  career  ]U'oduced 
a  large  numlter  of  aquatint  plates  which  are  remarkable  for  their  fine 
finish.  Charles  Turner,  A.E.,  used  aquatint  with  marked  success  ; 
in  this  manner  he  engraved  the  early  iiumbers  of  the  great  J.  M.  W. 
Turner’s  ‘Liber  Studiorum,’  imitating  with  much  truth  the  master’s 
brilliant  lights  and  reflections.  F.  C.  Lewis,  a  pupil  of  Stadler,  pro¬ 
duced  much  work  distinguished  for  refinement  and  delicacy  ;  his 
hnportant  series  of  one  hundred  reproductions  in  aquatint  after 
the  drawings  of  Claude  are  familiar  to  most  lovers  of  art.  R.  G. 
Reeve  was  one  of  the  most  accomplished  aquatinters  of  the  present 
century,  and,  though  long  retired  from  the  practice  of  his  ]irofe.ssion, 
is  still  in  the  flesh  at  the  advanced  age  of  eighty-six  ;  his  pupil,  Henry 
P-apprill — after  nearly  sixty  years  of  excellent  work  in  the  same  field 
— still  remains  to  show  the  excellences  of  the  art,  and  it  is  to  his 
assistance  that  I  am  indebted  for  finishing  in  delicate  aquatint  the 
etchings  executed  by  me  to  illustrate  the  ‘  Reminiscences  of  Captain 
Gronow.’  Tlicue  were,  early  in  the  present  century,  7na.ny  capable 
aquatinters:  J.  Hill,  Avho  tinted  the  jilates  for  Rowlandson  and 
Wigstead’s  ‘Tour  to  North  and  South  Wales’  (1800),  and  ‘  Views  in 
the  Parks’  (1780)  ;  this  artist  later  emigrated  to  America.  G.  Hunt, 
who  also  worked  in  the  ,s]iorting  branch — chiefly  after  Aiken — was 


the  predecessor  of  a  long  g.  neratiou  of  his  namesakes,  some  of  whom 
still  practise  the  art.  There  were  the  three  Rosenbergs  (F.,  R. ,  and 
L. ),  alt  excellent  artists;  H.  Pyall,  M.  Dubourg,  J.  Gleddah,  G. 
A.  Turner,  J.  R.  Mackrell,  and  others,  whose  period  was  between 
1820  and  1835.  The  cheaper  and  more  expeditious  lithographic  ai’t 
seems  to  have  superseded  aquatintiug  about  that  date,  and  it  has— 
with  the  few  exceptions  mentioned  —  apparentl}^  sunk  into  almost 
complete  desuetude.  Alfred  Ashley  many  years  later  perfected  the 
art  of  aquatintiug  on  steel,  long  surrounded  with  technical  difficulties. 
Of  the  capabilities  of  aquatint  for  the  successful  reproduction  of 
water-colour  drawings,  besides  Turner’s  '  Liber  Studiorum  ’  and 
Claude’s  ‘Liber  Veritatis,’  no  better  examples  exist  than  the  fac¬ 
simile  studies  executed  after  sketches  by  David  Cox,  Peter  de  Wint, 
John  Varley,  and  Copley  Fielding  ;  these  were  for  the  most  part 
the  work  of  the  veteran  R.  G.  Reeve.” 


REVIEW.S. 

It  would  have  been  wiser  if  ]\Ir.  Wyke  R.vyliss,  the 
newly-elected  President  of  the  Royal  Society  of  Rritish 
Artists,  had  rested  on  his  freshly-won  laurels  and  not  chal¬ 
lenged  public  opinion  in  the  held  of  art-criticism,  for  his 
'''' Enchanted  Idand  ”  (W.  II.  Allen  and  Co.)  will  scarcely  add 
to  his  reputation.  The  hrst  series  of  essays  which  gives  the 
name  to  the  book  is,  to  use  a  favourite  word  of  IMr.  Rayliss’s, 
somewhat  occult,  and  the  connection  of  its  subject  or  sub¬ 
jects  with  its  title  is  of  the  slenderest.  Its  style,  horvever, 
if  not  too  correct,  is  vigorous  and  sometimes  eloquent,  and 
will  no  doubt  attract  many  readers.  We  cannot  help  ex¬ 
pressing  a  regret  that  Mr.  Bayliss  should  have  reprinted  his 
careless  essay,  which  has  already  ajipeared  in  pamphlet 
form,  entitled  “  Decline  or  Progress.”  It  professes  to  be  a 
criticism  upon  a  paper  on  the  “  Decline  of  Art,”  contributed 
l.)y  Professor  Palgeave  to  the  JS ineteenth  Century.  Though 
we  by  no  means  endorse  Professor  Palgrave’s  views,  we 
must  say  a  word  of  protest  against  IMr.  Bayliss’s  method 
of  criticism.  Not  content  with  disputing  Professor  Pal- 
grave’s  conclusions,  he  seeks  to  prove,  by  a  series  of  parallel 
passages,  that  the  professor  has  plagiarised  from  a  book 
published  some  years  ago  by  himself.  The  parallel  pas¬ 
sages  are  entirely  unconvincing.  It  is  true  that  both 
Professor  Palgrave  and  Mr.  Bayliss  have  made  use  of  the 
commonplace  definitions  of  art,  that  they  have  both  quoted 
Phidias,  IMichael  Angelo,  and  the  rest,  as  marking  epochs 
in  art-history  ;  but  this  by  no  means  justifies  the  charge  of 
l)lagiarism.  There  are  certain  assertions  to  which  no  one 
has  a  prescriiitive  right.  A  historian  is  not  a  plagiarist 
because  he  says  William  the  Conqueror  came  to  England  in 
lG6(i,  and  by  this  time  it  is  oi)en  to  any  critic  to  say  that 
“  the  fine  arts  are  the  expre.ssion  of  their  age,”  or  that  the 
“Greeks  created  the  Beautiful.”  In  attempting  to  convict 
another  of  inaccuracy,  Mr.  Bayliss  has  himself  committed 
some  extraordinary  blunders.  He  tells  us,  for  instance,  that 
Ecopus  was  one  of  the  sculptors  “  who  may  have  worked 
with  Phidias  upon  the  Parthenon.”  But  as  the  rvork  by 
which  Rco])US  is  best  known  was  executed  nearly  a  century 
after  the  Parthenon  was  completed,  this  is  scarcely  possible. 
Then,  again,  he  discusses  the  style  and  method  of  Poly- 
cletus  with  a  certain  familiarity,  luit  he  makes  a  mistake 
of  two  hundred  and  fifty  years  in  dating  his  activity ! 
After  this  Mr.  Wyke  Bayliss  cannot  be  regarded  as  an 
authority  on  Greek  art.  Would  a  critic  be  accepted  who 
told  us  that  IMichael  Angelo  was  a  friend  and  contempo¬ 
rary  of  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds  1 

An  accomiilished  young  lady,  “C.  J.  Pf.”  (“in  society” 
known  as  Miss  Ffoulkes),  has  offered  to  those  who  may 
be  l)ound  for  Saxony  her  )ieatly-printed  and  compact 
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volume,  “  Ilandhoolc  of  the  Italian  Schools  [of  Painting] 
in  the  Dresden  Gallery  ”  (W.  H.  Allen  and  Co.).  It  is, 
with  a  few  neither  new  nor  valuable  illustrations,  prac¬ 
tically  a  catalogue  raisoniie  and  critical,  compounded  of 
(1)  the  author’s  observations  at  first  hand  ;  (2)  excerpts 
from  the  official  catalogue  of  Dr.  Woermann  (an  admirable 
member  of  the  so-called  scientific  school  of  Cerman  writers 
on  pictures)  ;  (3)  passages  borrowed  from  the  clashing 
opinions  of  the  amateur  who  signed  his  books  “  Lermo- 
lieft’,”  and  has  since  revealed  himself  under  the  name  of 
Signor  Morelli  ;  (4)  parts  of  texts  by  MM.  Crowe  and 
Cavalcaselle  in  their  histories  of  painting  in  Italy  and 
North  Italy  severally,  and  in  their  lives  of  Titian  and 
Raphael  respectively  ;  and  (5)  smaller  fragments  found  in 
various  ways,  and  in  works  more  or  less  valuable  than  those 
of  our  fourth  group,  more  solid  and  modest  than  the  dicta 
of  “  Lermolieff,’’  and  as  exact  as  the  dissertations  of  Dr. 
Woermann. 

It  is  one  of  the  curses  of  that  popularity  rvliich  art 
now  experiences,  that  all  sorts  of  persons  pour  out  their 
opinions  about  pictures  (sculpture  and  architecture  suffer 
less,  and  music  least  of  all),  while  only  a  very  small 
percentage  of  those  eager  men,  and  still  fewer  ladies, 
of  the  pen,  have  any  other  qualifications  for  the  office 
than  susceptibility  to  pictorial  impressions,  ready  fingers, 
and  real  courage.  The  number  of  lately  published  rub¬ 
bishy  texts  due  to  male  and  female  amateurs,  and  called 
handbooks  to  public  galleries,  is  deplorable  and  remark¬ 
able.  Of  this  crowd,  however.  Miss  Ffoulkes’s  volume  is 
by  no  means  the  most  unwelcome  ;  its  greatest  fault  is 
manifest  in  the  extraordinary  muddle  of  good,  bad,  and 
indifferent  authorities  she  has  been  induced  to  quote  for  the 
bewilderment  of  the  reader.  Had  she  been  fully  qualified 
to  criticise  pictures  with  authority,  beyond  that  which 
is  due  to  the  privileges  of  a  sincere  dilettante,  she  would 
have  known  the  value  of  criticisms  at  large,  and  self-asser¬ 
tions  based  on  courage  and  fancy,  and  strengthened  by 
diligent  studies  of  photographs  and  books.  For  example, 
it  signifies  little  that  “Lermolieff  pronounced”  a  certain 
“Madonna”  to  be  a  school-piece,  unless  sounder  opinions 
concur.  What  does  it  matter  if  the  same  gentleman  thinks 
that  Francia  was  never  “under  the  influence  of  Perugino 
and  Raphael  ”  1  The  truth  is  a  commonplace  that  Francia 
was  a  man  of  genius,  a  little  hide-bound  no  doubt;  and 
that  he  could  not  at  one  time  have  escaped  being  affected 
by  Perugino  (who  was  only  four  years  his  senior),  and  at 
another  time,  even  in  this  age,  by  the  swiftly  developing 
genius  of  the  Urbinate,  are  matters  manifest  to  students. 
That,  technically,  Francia  had  nothing  to  learn  from  Raphael 
or  his  master,  is  a  fact  as  demonstrable  as  the  converse, 
which  is  that  Railbolini — who  was  more  than  fifty  years 
old  and  had  painted  some  of  his  masterpieces  before 
Raphael  had  made  a  mark  of  any  kind — was  well  qualified 
to  instruct  that  young  genius  himself,  who  rightly  declared 
that  Francia’s  Virgins  were  the  most  beautiful  and  devout 
he  knew,  in  poetic  as  well  as  technical  matters.  Francia 
had  painted  the  Bentivoglio  i\Iadonna  in  1499,  five  or  six 
years  before  Raphael  had  ventured  upon  the  An  side!  altar- 
piece  now  in  the  National  Gallery,  which  has  more  of 
Francia  than  of  Perugino,  or  even  of  Viti. 

Apart  from  the  defects  of  her  selection  of  authorities, 
some  lack  of  condensation  in  her  numerous  criticisms, 
and  the  superabundance  of  minor  details  and  common¬ 
places — such  as  the  statement  on  jx  127,  that  the  Dove  is 
the  emblem  of  the  Holy  Spirit — only  jiraise  is  due  for 
the  young  lady’s  very  comprehensive  compilations  on  the 
Dresden  Gallery. 


N0TAP,1LIA. 

Mr.  W.  L.  Wylue’s  election  to  the  vacant  Associateship 
of  the  Royal  Academy  is  of  the  popular  sort,  although  he 
has  thus  been  passed  over  Mr.  Albert  Moore,  l\fr.  Alfred 
Hunt,  Mr.  Parsons,  Mr.  Waterlow,  and  others  with  ecpial 
claim  to  recognition.  It  is  now  six  years  since  he  won  his 
last  great  distinction,  when  his  “Toil,  Glitter,  Grime,  and 
Wealth,  on  a  Flowing  Tide,”  made  much  stir  in  the  Academy, 
and  secured  purchase  at  the  hands  of  the  President  and 
Council  as  administrators  of  the  Chantrey  llequest.  In 
1884  we  published  a  full  account  of  Mr.  Wyllie’s  artistic 
life  and  work.  Since  that  time  he  has  continued  his  work 
with  astonishing  industry,  not  only  in  oil-painting,  but  also 
in  water-colour,  etching,  and  black-and-white.  In  the  last- 
named  department,  more  particularly,  he  has  shown  much 
activity  in  the  capacity  of  Special  Art  Correspondent  for 
the  illustrated  journals.  The  most  extraordinary  thing  in 
respect  to  the  election  is,  however,  the  fact  that  at  the  last 
Royal  Academy,  Mr’.  Wyllie’s  work  was  rejected.  Without 
questioning  the  judgment  of  the  Academy  on  that  occa¬ 
sion,  we  nray  ask  on  what  grounds  Mr.  Wyllie’s  claims  to 
Academic  distinction  have  been  heard  with  favour  ? 

Referring  to  our  art  note  in  a  recent  number  on  the 
presentation  of  the  Fayouni  portraits,  Dliss  Amelia  B. 
Edwards,  the  Hon.  Secretary  of  the  Egypt  Exploration 
Fund,  draws  our  attention  to  the  fact  that  Mr.  DIartyn 
Kennard  was  not  the  sole  donor  .of  the  works  in  question. 
Certain  ones  of  them  (as  will  be  seen  by  Mr.  Forbes- 
Robertson’s  article  this  month)  were  purchased  by  Sir 
Frederick  Burton  from  Mr.  Flinders  Petrie,  the  discoverer 
of  the  portraits  ;  while  what  is,  perhaps,  the  finest  of  the 
whole  series — the  head  of  a  middle-aged  man — was  the  gift 
of  Mr.  Jesse  Haworth,  of  Bowdon. 

There  is  little  doubt  but  that  the  appeal  of  the  Holl 
Memorial  Committee  to  the  public  for  funds  will  meet  with 
a  hearty  response.  All  who  are  interested  in  English  art 
will  feel  how  deep  is  the  country’s  debt  to  the  deceased 
painter ;  and  most,  it  is  to  be  hoped,  will  come  forward,  so 
that  a  worthy  memorial  may  be  raised  to  his  honour.  It  is, 
perhaps,  to  be  regretted  that  the  opportunity  has  not  been 
seized  to  raise  a  monument — not  merely  a  portrait-statue, 
but  a  fine  symbolical  sculpture — to  him  iu  the  city  which 
gave  him  birth  ;  but  the  present  proposal  is  one  which 
merits  support.  It  is  suggested  that  an  important  tablet 
be  placed  in  the  crypt  of  St.  Paul’s  Cathedral,  where  Rey¬ 
nolds,  West,  Turner,  Barr3L  Fuseli,  Opie,  Dance,  and  other 
famous  Academicians  now  rest  side  by  side  ;  and,  with 
the  balance,  to  buy  such  porti’aits  from  his  brush  of 
eminent  Englishmen  as  may,  at  the  time,  be  available. 

The  Knighthood  of  the  Legion  of  Honour  has  been 
awarded  to  MM.  Dantan,  Raffaelli,  Georges  de 
Dramard,  and  Becker,  artists  ;  to  M.  Thierry,  archi¬ 
tect  ;  and  to  M.  Emile  Bergerat,  the  art-critic.  M. 
Pascal,  the  architect,  has  been  raised  to  the  rank  of 
“Officer.” 

The  Royal  Society  of  Painter-Etchers  has  concluded 
arrangements  with  the  Royal  Society  of  Painters  in  Water¬ 
colours,  whereby  it  becomes  permanently  established  in 
the  gallery  of  the  latter  bodjx  Exhibitions  of  the  works 
of  the  “original  engravers”  will  henceforth  be  regularly 
held  in  Pall  Mall  East,  the  first  being  Bet  down  for  March 
next. 
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One  of  the  most  notuhle  figures  in  Frencli  art  has 
pas.serl  away  in  the  person  of  i\[.  Alexandrk  (!.\banel, 
wlio  died  on  the  23rd  of  January  at  the  age  of  sixty- five. 
Tlie  story  of  his  life  lias  already  been  told  in  these  pages,* 
so  that  repetition  is  unnecessary.  An  artist  at  once  ex- 
([uisitely  graceful  and  vigorou.s,  the  apostle  in  his  time  of 
what  might  be  called  “  reformcil  tradition,  a  painter  of 
history  and  portraiture,  Oalianel  stood  worthily  beside 
Gerome,  both  in  aim  and  execution.  In  these  days,  when 
nervous  excitement  and  sensation-mongering  arc  accepted 
as  virility  and  power,  Cabanel  has  done  yeoman’s  service  ; 
he  and  his  art  have  stood  as  a  living  protest  against  all 
“  crazes  in  art  ”  of  whatever  kind  they  might  be.  It  is  true 
that  with  advancing  age  his  art  somewhat  declined,  but 
his  work  in  that  direction  was  already  done,  while  the 
greatest  of  all  his  claims  to  the  gratitude  of  the  artistic 
world — claims  that  never  can  be  forgotten — were  growing 
to  the  day  of  his  death.  We  refer  to  his  position  as  a  suc¬ 
cessful  teacher,  a  department  in  which  no  living  man  could 
compete  with  him.  and  in  which,  as  a  couse(pience,  he  was 
without  a  rival.  The  list  of  his  pupils  who  have  risen  to 
eminence  is,  indeed,  of  prodigious  length.  Himself  the 
]iupil  of  Picot,  he  transmitted  many  of  his  master’s  views 
to  those  who  placed  their  artistic  education  in  his  hands ; 
l:)ut  his  greatest  merit,  due  to  the  largeness  of  his  views, 
lies  in  the  variety  of  temperaments  with  which  he  dealt 
successfully,  lie  possessed  the  secret  of  leading  men  of 
the  utmost  diversity  of  character  and  feeling  along  the 
path  to  eminence,  instilling  right  principles  while  not  only 
leaving  the  individuality  of  the  pupil  intact,  but  fostering 
and  directing  it.  The  “  recompenses  ”  of  Cabanel  include 
the  following  ; — Pihx  de  Rome,  1845  ;  second-class  medal, 
1852  ;  first-class  medal  and  admission  to  the  Legion  of 
Honour,  1855  ;  Member  of  the  Institut  de  Prance,  1863  ; 
medals  of  honour,  1865  and  1867  ;  “rappel”  of  the  medal 
of  honour,  1878  ;  Officer  of  the  Legion  of  Honour,  1864, 
and  Commander,  1884. 

Mr.  James  SwiNTr)X — an  artist  all  but  unheard-of  by 
the  rising  generation — who  has  just  died,  at  the  age  of  sixty- 
eight,  was  for  twenty  years  the  portrait-painter excellence 
of  fashionable  feminine  beauty  in  England.  He  began  to 
exhibit  in  1844,  and  for  thirty  years  onwards  his  works 
were  continuously  seen  at  the  Royal  Academy,  the  Society 
of  Rritish  Artists,  and  the  British  Institution,  to  which 
exhibition  he  contributed  nearly  a  hundred  works.  His 
chief  fault — with  his  sitters,  however,  considered  his  prin¬ 
cipal  merit — was  his  power  of  flattering  his  subject  while 
retaining  the  likeness  ;  while  to  all  he  imparted  the  same 
expression  of  grace  and  “  linked  sweetness.”  His  male 
liortraits  lack  virility ;  indeed,  they  usually  impress  the 
spectator  with  the  charmingly  ladylike-ness  of  the  sitter. 
11  is  brush  recorded  many  of  the  most  prominent  beauties 
of  the  day ;  but  since  1874  he  ceased  i)ainting. 

i\I.  Eugene  Antoine  Lavieille,  contemporary  with 
.Mr.  Swinton  in  respect  both  to  birth  and  death,  was  a  pupil 
and  friend  of  Corot,  spending  much  of  his  time,  too,  in  the 
company  of  Daubigny,  Millet,  Rousseau,  and  Chintreuil. 
A  landscape-painter  of  considerable  power  and  originality, 
he  was  most  esteemed  tor  his  night  scenes,  his  “  Nuit- 
d'Oetobre,’’  painted  in  1880,  lieing  purchased  for  the 
Luxembourg.  He  obtained  medals  in  1849,  18(i4,  mid  187o, 

*  The  Magazine  of  Art,  1886,  p.  271. 


and  was  admitted  to  the  Legion  of  Honour  eight  years 
later.  Among  his  chief  works  are  “  Au  Rocher  Besnard,” 

“  La  Maison  Rouge,  au  Berreux,”  “  Au  Libero,”  “  Crue  de  la 
Corbionne,”  “  Automne,”  and  “  Les  Sablons.” 

IM.  Pierre  Edmond  Hkdouin,  the  eminent  painter  and 
engraver,  was  born  in  Boulogne,  curiously  enough  in  the 
same  year  as  the  two  afore-mentioned  artists.  The  pupil 
of  Delaroche  and  Hanteuil,  he  entered  the  Beaux- Arts  in 
1838,  and  from  1842,  the  date  of  his  fir.st  appearance,  when 
he  exhibited  “A  Shepherd  of  Picardy,”  he  ])roduced  a 
prodigious  quantity  of  work.  Very  rarely,  indeed,  was  he 
absent  from  the  exhibitions,  portraits,  figure-subjects  of  many 
countries,  landscapes,  and  “  decorative  work,”  engaging  his 
brush,  while  his  etchiug-needle  was  seldom  idle.  No 
subject,  and,  apparently,  no  style,  came  foreign  to  him  ;  he 
etched  after  Raeburn  and  Chattertou  with  as  much  ease 
as  after  Bida,  Millet,  iMeissonier,  and  Madame  Henriette 
Brown.  He  illustrated  jMoliere,  Sterne,  Rousseau,  and 
many  another  classic  author,  ami  provided  the  decorative 
paintings  for  the  fu/jer  of  the  Theatre  Fran^xis  and  else¬ 
where.  His  “  Gleaners  of  the  Chambaudoin,”  exhibited  in 
1857,  is  in  the  Luxembourg.  He  received  medals  in  1848 
and  1855, a  “rappel”  in  1857,  and  was  created  Knight  of  the 
Legion  of  Honour  in  1872.  Oidy  last  year  he  received  the 
Medal  of  Honour  for  engraving.  His  ma.ster[>iece  is  un- 
doulitedly  his  series  of  illustrations  to  Moliere. 

M.  Andre  Gastaldi,  a  history-painter  and  a  scholar  of 
considerable  renown,  has  died  in  his  native  city  of  'rurin  at 
the  age  of  seventy.  He  studied  in  Paris,  and  Ijecame  the. 
husband  of  iMlle.  Lescuyer,  the  artist.  He  painted  in  the 
“grand  style,”  suVjects  such  as  “  Barbarossa”  chiefly  oc¬ 
cupying  his  pencil.  Till  quite  lately  he  was  Director  of  the 
Academy  of  Turin.  He  was  a  student  of  highly  philosophic 
temperament ;  he  loved  to  paint  for  the  sake  of  painting, 
and  never  permitted  himself  to  be  tempted  from  the  course 
of  study  he  had  laid  down  by  the  hope  of  sales.  Latterly 
he  had  devoted  himself  to  the  task  of  re-discovering  and 
re-establishing  the  ancient  process  of  painting  “  a,  la  cire," 
and  is  understood  to  have  made  considerable  progress 
with  his  researches.  He  was  a  member  of  the  Legion  of 
Honour  and  many  other  orders. 

One  of  the  Inst  of  the  genuine  race  of  caricaturists  has 
gone  with  Signor— or  ought  ive  not  rather  to  say,  Mr.? — 
Carlo  Pellegrini.  “  ‘Ape  ’  of  Vanitii  Fair,'’  who  died  on 
the  22nd  of  the  month,  was  the  natural  successor  of  Gillray, 
Rowlandson,  and  Cruikshank,  his  art  partaking  far  more  of 
their  feeling  than  that  of  our  latter-day  humourists.  He 
was,  if  we  may  so  express  it,  Gillray  tempered  largely  with 
the  milk  of  human  kindness — a  satirist  who,  while  merci- 
le.ssly  gibbeting  personal  peculiarities,  substituted  genial 
humour  for  the  bitterness  which  once  was  considered  the 
essential  poison  of  the  social  and  political  caricaturist. 
Pellegrini  was  a  Capuan  by  birth,  and  came  to  England  a 
penniless  political  refugee  at  tlie  age  of  twenty-five,  after 
he  had  fought  for  “  United  Italy,”  a  volunteer  in  the  ranks 
of  Garibaldi’s  army.  He  soon  found  his  vocation,  however, 
and  fame,  wealth,  and,  above  all,  a  circle  of  firm  friends, 
more  than  reconciled  him  to  the  country  of  his  adoption. 
In  serious  portraiture,  to  his  great  chagrin,  he  failed  ;  but 
his  genius — for  it  was  nothing  else — in  catching  the  cha¬ 
racteristics  of  a  face  and  figure,  and  reproducing  them 
with  irresistible  humour,  if  with  scathing  truth,  was  of 
.such  an  order  that  his  memory  deserves  to  be  enshrined 
with  those  of  the  greatest  of  his  class. 
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THE  PROPOSED  “  CAMPO  SANTO  ”  AT  WESTMINSTER. 

Many  years  ago  the  Prince  Consort  suggested  that,  to 
save  Westminster  Abbey  from  being  overcrowded  with 
statues,  a  cloister  or  chapel  should  be  built,  in  which 
monuments  might  be  erected  in  honour  of  the  illustrious 
dead.  From  time  to  time  this  admirable  scheme  has  been 
revived  and  then  again  been  allowed  to  drop.  Sir  Gilbert 
Scott  lent  it  the  weight  of  his  authority  ;  and  Mr.  Shaw 
Lefevre,  whose  interest  in  the  architecture  of  London  is 
uncontested,  has  displayed  the  keenest  interest  in  it.  And 
now  tliere  is  every  indication  that  the  plan  will  be  carried 
into  effect.  Even  the  details  of  the  scheme  are  settled,  and 
Parliament  will  shortly  be  asked  to  sanction  “  the  erection 
and  maintenance  of  a  National  Memorial  Chapel.”  If  this 
sanction  be  given,  the  cloister  will  probably  be  built  to  the 
east  of  the  College  Gardens,  and,  roughly  speaking,  will  ex¬ 
tend  from  Henry  VII. ’s  Chapel  to  Great  College  Street.  If 
by  the  erection  of  the  proposed  chapel  our  incomparable 
Abbey  is  saved  from  further  desecration  and  mutilation, 
the  gain  will,  indeed,  be  great.  It  is  hopeless  to  attempt 
to  repair  the  harm  which  ignorance  and  vanity  have  in¬ 
dicted  upon  Westminster.  The  Abbey  has  too  long  been 
made  a  museum  of  bad  statues  for  us  to  expect  it  ever  to 
recover  the  full  measure  of  its  lost  beauty  ;  but  it  will  be, 
at  any  rate,  a  relief  to  have  a  guarantee  that  its  ruin  will 
stop  here.  That  Westminster  Abbey  is  not  a  fit  receptacle 
for  stone  colossi  is  now  happily  acknowledged.  As  Mr. 
Morris  has  admirably  put  it,  “it  is  a  poor  reward  for  a 
man’s  past  services  to  privilege  him  to'share  in  the  degra¬ 
dation  of  a  true  monument  of  bygone  ages.”  But  is  the 
proposed  “  Campo  Santo  ”  the  only  alternative  1  Are  we 
sure  that  in  planning  the  new  chapel  no  violence  will  be 
done  to  the  ancient  fabric  1  We  ought  at  least  to  be 
satisfied  on  the  latter  point  before  any  steps  are  taken. 
Why  should  not  the  monuments  of  the  future  be  placed  in 
St.  Paul’s  Cathedral  1  The  arches  of  St.  Paul’s  are  on  a 
larger  scale  than  those  of  the  Abbey,  and  larger  statues  might 
be  placed  beneath  them.  Besides,  the  interior  of  St.  Paul’s 
is  somewhat  bleak  and  bare,  and  stands  in  need  of  some 
sculpturesque  decoration.  We  make  this  suggestion  the 
more  confidently  that  we  recognise  that  English  sculpture 
has  a  brilliant  future,  and  that  no  English  church  is  ever 
likely  to  be  desecrated  in  the  future  with  the  enormities 
which  have  proved  the  unhappy  ruin  of  Westminster  Abbey. 

Before  leaving  the  subject  of  the  “  Campo  Santo,”  we 
would  remind  our  readers  of  the  admirable  suggestion  once 
made  by  Mr.  G.  F.  Watts,  K.A.  This  artist,  it  will  be 
remembered,  was  anxious  that  a  memorial  building  should 
be  erected,  not  to  commemorate  the  brilliant  achievements 
of  statesman  or  poet,  but  to  record  the  many  deeds  of  un¬ 
obtrusive  “  week-day  ”  heroism  which,  amid  the  excitement 
of  modern  life,  are  only  too  soon  forgotten.  In  such  an  open 
gallery  as  this  would  be  recorded  the  heroism  of  the  girl  who 
lost  her  own  life  in  carrying  three  children  from  a  burning 
house ;  or  the  devotion  of  the  Mississippi  boatman,  who, 
like  Jim  Bludso,  held  the  nose  of  the  burning  barge  to  the 
bank  until  all  save  himself  escaped.  It  was  in  Hyde  Park 

/5S2 


that  Mr.  Watts  proposed  to  place  this  democratic  “  Campo 
Santo.”  Might  not  the  Government  take  this  humbler 
scheme  into  consideration  when  they  discuss  the  more 
ambitious  proposal  at  Westminster!  While  St.  Paul’s  still 
affords  rooms  for  statues,  the  necessity  of  the  new  building 
in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  Abbey  is  hardly  established. 
But  the  advantage  of  a  chapel  wherein  deeds  of  simple 
devotion  and  unselfishness  should  be  registered,  not  to 
glorify  an  individual,  but  to  inspire  others  with  a  lofty 
example,  needs  only  to  be  hinted  to  be  at  once  recognised. 


THE  U.SE  OF  THE  “  STUMP.” 

Mr.  Eichmond,  in  his  admirable  speech  at  the  Liverpool 
Congress,  put  the  case  against  the  drawing  of  Academy 
studies  in  a  manner  which,  we  trust,  will  convince  the 
professors.  “Can  we  think,”  says  Mr.  Richmond,  “of 
Giotto  or  Michelangelo  drawing  away  for  days  without  one 
single  motive  to  prompt  them,  but  to  copy  something  with 
a  stump  on  a  sheet  of  white  paper  1  Can  we  see  Sandro 
Botticelli  losing  his  time  neatly  finishing  a  dreary  drawing 
of  a  naked  life-guardsman,  in  order  to  obtain  a  premium  or 
medal!  Emphatically  we  answer  ‘No  !’”  The  practice  of 
finishing  elaborately-shaded  drawings,  which  has  so  long 
been  in  vogue  in  England,  if  it  does  not  drive  art  students 
to  despair,  must  almost  inevitably  prevent  them  from  ac¬ 
quiring  any  facility  in  representing  the  human  form  in 
action.  The  stump  teaches  neither  painting  nor  drawing. 
If  the  student  aspires  to  paint,  why  can  he  not  use  the 
brush !  If  he  is  aiming  at  draughtsmanship,  will  not  the 
pencil-point  enable  him  to  obtain  a  mastery  over  line 
which  the  stump  would  never  give  him !  In  fact,  as  Mr. 
Richmond  happily  put  it,  the  stump  is  “  a  kind  of  middle¬ 
man  whom  we,  with  all  our  hearts,  desire  to  get  rid  of.” 
Much — too  much,  perhaps— has  been  said  of  late  about 
art  education.  The  majority  of  those  who  have  written  or 
spoken  on  the  subject  have  only  advocated  vague  theories 
or  new  systems,  difficult  of  attainment.  But  here  is  a 
thoroughly  practical  suggestion,  put  as  clearly  and  forcible 
as  possible.  If  art  education,  instead  of  being  mechanical 
and  monotonous,  is  to  encourage  the  student,  and  to 
develop  what  skill  and  intelligence  there  is  in  him,  the 
first  stei>  in  advance  that  should  be  taken  in  our  schools  is 
the  abolition  of  that  pernicious  middle-man,  the  stump. 


RECENT  EXHIBITIONS. 

The  series  of  water-colour  sketches  illustrating  the 
Queen’s  Navy,  which  have  been  exhibited  at  the  Fine  Art 
Society,  were  made  by  Mr.  W.  L.  Wyllie,  A.R.A.,  while 
representing  the  Graphic  at  the  naval  manoeuvres.  They 
display  all  the  vigour  of  colour  and  draughtsmanship 
which  we  have  learned  to  expect  in  all  that  accomplished 
painter’s  work.  His  rendering  of  the  sea  is,  no  doubt, 
mannered,  but  it  is  always  effective  ;  and  he  can  put  on 
paper  the  crowd  and  bustle  of  a  man-of-war’s  deck  with 
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unrivalled  skill  and  energy.  But  perhaps  IMr.  ^A'yllie  is 
most  to  he  congratulated  on  the  fact  that  he  has  in¬ 
vested  the  hard,  clumsy,  uncompromising  iron  ship  rvitli 
a  picturesqueness  which  we  might  still  overlook  after  a 
hundred  visits  to  Chatham  Dockyard.  This  is  no  mean 
achievement,  hut  that  Mr.  AVyllie  has  etiected  it  no  one 
will  doubt  who  looks  at  his  drawing  of  the  “  Hero  and 
Devastation  on  the  broad  Atlantic,'’  or  even  his  “  Chatham 
Dockyard.” 

Mr.  James  AVebb’.s  pictures  and  sketches  made  “at 
home  and  abroad,”  which  have  been  on  exhibition  at  Air. 
AfcLean’s  Gallery,  are  of  very  varying  merit.  Some  of 
them,  the  sketches  of  Holland,  for  instance,  are  full  of 
int(‘rest ;  while  others,  especially  those  which  represent 
English  landscape  under  a  bright  sun,  seem  hard  in  draw¬ 
ing  and  weak  in  colour,  d’hroughout  it  will  be  noticed 
that  Air.  Webb  is  more  skilled  in  dei)icting  storm  than 
calm  ;  and  that,  while  his  daylight  studies  are  too  often 
out  of  tone,  his  sunset  and  night  effects  are  able  and 
vigorous. 

Air.  E.  AI.  AYimperis,  a  series  of  whose  drawings  have 
been  exhibited  at  Alessrs.  Dowdeswells’  Gallery,  belong-s 
in  sympathy  to  the  old  school  of  English  water-colour. 
Ills  work,  which  is  always  admirable,  has  many  points  of 
resemblance  to  that  of  the  earlier  masters  in  this  medium. 
Air.  Wim[)eris  has  an  evident  feeling  for  the  quieter 
aspects  of  nature,  and  displays  an  extraordinary  skill  in 
the  rendering  of  distance.  How  admirably,  for  instance,  is 
a  wide  expanse  of  country  represented  in  the  drawing  en¬ 
titled  “The  Ridge  of  a  Noble  Down”!  In  his  choice  of 
sulqects  the  artist  is  entirely  happy.  The  breezy  Sussex 
Downs,  with  their  corn-fields  and  hay-waiirs,  their  “wind¬ 
blown  willows,”  their  mill-ponds,  pools,  and  rivulets,  afford 
abundant  material  for  the  pencil  of  the  cunning  draughts¬ 
man.  Air.  AVimperis  does  them  justice,  save  in  one  im¬ 
portant  particular — he  is  not  a  great  colourist.  His  draw¬ 
ings  all  have  a  cold,  steely-blue  look  about  them  ;  they  seem 
as  though  they  were  made  on  a  bright  cold  day  in  Alarch, 
and,  with  few  exceptions,  they  suggest  what  most  English- 
meu  would  readily  forget — a  biting  east  wind.  On  the 
other  hand  they  possess  many  of  the  qualities  of  freedom 
and  atmosphere  which  have  immortalised  the  name  of 
David  Cox. 

The  collection  of  water-colour  drawings  by  Air.  P.  J. 
Naftel,  R.AAaS.,  which  has  been  exhibited  at  the  Fine  Art 
Society’s  rooms  in  Bond  Street,  illustrates  for  the  most 
part  Sark  and  North  AA^ales.  Never  have  the  rugged 
beauties  of  Sark  been  more  vividly  expressed  in  colour  as 
in  these  delightful  sketches  of  Air.  Naftel’s.  He  has  painted 
the  rocky,  almost  inaccessible  island  with  all  the  glowing 
tints  of  autumn  upon  it.  In  some  of  his  drawings — in  that 
called  “  Sunset,  Beau-Regard,  Sark,”  for  instance — he  proves 
himself  a  colourist  of  the  highest  merit.  Yet  Air.  Naftel’s 
work  varies  considerably  in  quality.  In  “  Creux  Harbour, 
Sark,”  and  one  or  two  other  drawings,  the  cliffs  are  not  quite 
satisfactorily  realised  ;  and  in  one  sketch  at  least — “  On 
the  Thames  at  Twickenham ’’—the  treatment  sadly  lacks 
freedom.  However,  the  number  of  failures  is  small,  and  a 
great  majority  of  Air.  Naftel’s  drawings  possess  much  charm 
of  colour,  draughtsmanship,  and  atmospheric  effect. 

It  may  well  be  doubted  whether  a  gallery  devoted 
entirely  to  the  display  of  works  by  amateurs  confers  any 
benefit  on  the  community.  If  it  is  good  that  such  a  gallery 


should  exist,  then  no  doubt  “The  Nineteenth  Century  Art 
Society,”  which  has  l)een  holding  its  spring  exhibition,  has 
its  uses.  The  spacious  galleries  in  Conduit  Street  are  hung 
with  a  large  number  of  curiously  naive  canvases,  which 
display  an  infinite  amount  of  patience  with  little  or  no 
trace  of  technical  knowledge.  As  is  invariably  the  case 
with  amateurs’  work,  the  water-colours  are  better  than  the 
oil-paintings,  and  one  or  two  respectable  etchings  are 
exhibited.  An  e.xception,  however,  must  be  made  in  the 
case  of  Airs.  AIurray-Cookesley,  whose  work  is  often 
thoroughly  acceptable. 

From  many  points  of  view  Air.  AIortimer  AIenpes’ 
great  dry-point  of  Fr.vn.s  H.vls’  masterpiece,  the  “Banquet 
of  the  Officers  of  the  Archers  of  Saint  Adrian,”  is  a  notable 
work.  It  is  the  largest  dry-point  in  existence  ;  indeed, 
dry-point  has  been  rarely  employed  except  in  works  of  a 
small  size,  or  as  a  means  of  re-touching  an  etched  plate. 
Theadvantage  of  dry-point  is  that  it  results  in  a  cleanness  and 
precision  of  line  which  an  etching  with  its  increased  freedom 
often  lacks.  Of  this  precision  Air.  AIenpes  has  taken  full 
advantage ;  he  has  even  emphasised  the  fineness  of  his 
line  by  scraping  the  bur  from  his  i)late.  Delicate  as  Air. 
AIenpes’  plate  is  in  detail,  neither  freedom  of  liandling  nor 
depth  of  colour  is  sacrificed  in  it.  It  is  perhaiis  a  little 
early  to  say  that  the  etcher  has  successfully  rendered  in  his 
plate  the  colour  of  Frans  Hals’ picture  ;  but,  judging  from 
the  promise  of  those  2)arts  of  the  work  which  are  finished, 
it  is  safe  to  ^u’ophesy  that  when  the  plate  is  comifieted  it 
wall  prove  that  Air.  AIenpes  has  interpreted  the  values 
of  his  original,  as  well  as  the  details  of  the  modelling, 
with  rare  skill.  The  etcher  has  decided  to  print  all  the 
proofs  with  his  own  hand,  that  nothing  may  lie  left  to 
chance  ;  aud  all  those  interested  in  art  will  look  forward 
with  pleasure  to  the  time  when  the  last  touch  is  i)ut 
to  this  great  dry-point.  In  choosing  Frans  Hals’  monu¬ 
mental  “  Banquet  ”  for  translation  on  coiqjer.  Air.  Alenjies 
has  displayed  both  courage  and  wisdom.  It  would  be 
difficult  to  name  a  work  which  more  severely  taxed  the 
resources  of  the  engraver,  and,  at  the  same  time,  so  amiily 
repaid  all  the  care  and  skill  that  was  devoted  to  its 
interpretation. 

The  exhibition  of  jihotographs  which  have  already  won 
jirizes  or  medals  has  been  held  at  the  Fine  Art  Society’s 
rooms.  The  excellence  of  the  photographs  here  exhibited 
is  striking  evidence  of  the  great  advance  which  has  been 
made  in  the  making  of  “  sun-pictures  ”  during  the  last  few 
years.  From  being  the  mere  idle  fashion  of  an  hour, 
jihotography  has  become  indispensable,  both  to  the  man  of 
science  and  the  artist.  This  latest  exhibition  has  once 
more  demonstrated  the  superiority  of  the  platinotype 
process.  Air.  H.  H.  Cameron’s  portrait  of  Air.  G.  F.  AVatts, 
R.A.,  has  secured  the  prize-medal  and  the  title  of  the 
“Cham])ion  Photograifii  ”  —  a  triumiJi  that  is  honestly 
won. 

As  usual  the  directors  of  the  Glasgow  Institute  have 
supplemented  their  disi)lay  of  current  art  by  a  selection  of 
pictures  by  deceased  artists,  and  by  other  works  that  are 
already  familiar  to  the  London  public.  Among  these  are 
Air.  AA^histler’s  portrait  of  his  mother,  which,  however, 
will  leave  for  Paris  before  the  close  of  the  exhibition ;  Sir 
John  AIillais’  “Lord  Salisbury;”  Air.  AA''atts’s  smaller 
])icture  of  “  Diana  and  Endymion  ;  ”  Air.  Burne-Jones’s 
“  Brazen  Tower,”  and  his  water-colour  of  “  The  Bath  of 
Venus; ’’and  Air.  Logsdail’s  “St.  Alartin’s-in-the-Fields.” 
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Among  the  examples  of  the  art  of  the  past  are  several  small 
and  not  very  characteristic  Constables,  two  fair  Patrick 
Nasmyths,  and  a  Bonington,  delicate  in  tone,  but  with¬ 
out  the  painter’s  full  potency  of  colouring.  The  foreign 
l)ictures  include  an  excellent  Millet,  “  La  Laveuse,”  an 
important  Van  Marcke  cattle  piece,  and  a  “Mare  and 
Foal  ”  by  Rosa  Bonheur,  no  less  remarkable  for  its  delicate 
treatment  of  the  landscape  background  than  for  its  accom¬ 
plished  rendering  of  the  animals.  The  Scottish  Acade¬ 
micians  are  well  represented — Mr.  W.  E.  Lockhart  by  his 
delicate  and  learned  “Glaucus  and  Nydia ;  ”  Mr.  W.  D. 
]\IcKay  by  his  “Noonday  Rest;”  Mr.  W.  M'Taggart  by 
two  exceedingly  fresh  and  boldly  touched  coast-scenes  ;  Mr. 
Laavton  WiNCiATE  by  his  “  Winter  Twilight,”  distinguished 
by  the  ex(iuisite  tone  of  its  clear  evening  sky  and  the  sen¬ 
sitive  and  expressive  draughtsmanship  of  its  tree-boughs ; 
and  Mr.  George  Reid  by  his  firmly-handled  and  charac¬ 
teristic  portrait  of  ex-Lord  Provost  John  Ure.  Among 
the  Glasgow  landscape-painters  ]\Ir.  A.  K.  Brown  has  an 
important  and  harmonious  rendering  of  “  Sundown  Mr. 
P.  Macgregor  Wilson  is  at  his  best  in  a  spacious  canvas 
showing  a  beach  bathed  in  the  full  light  of  “A  Summer 
Day;”  and  Mr.  A.  Frew,  in  his  “Passing  Clouds,”  depicts 
with  considerable  power  a  rocky  summit,  with  its  storm- 
contorted  trees  lying  open  to  the  sky.  Mr.  A.  Roche  also 
appears  as  a  vigorous  landscape-painter  in  his  “  Hill  Top;” 
but  his  most  important  picture  is  a  scene  from  the  history 
of  “  The  Good  King  Wenceslas,”  which  combines,  in  a  curious 
but  not  unattractive  fashion,  the  quaint  old-world  figures 
of  the  saintly  monarch  and  his  page,  with  a  snow-clad  river- 
bank  and  a  grey  wintry  sky  treated  with  all  the  modern 
care  for  tone  and  relation.  Mr.  A.  Guthrie  shows  a  fine 
pastel  head  of  a  purple -draped  child  ;  but  his  gallery  portrait 
of  a  seated  lady — a  far  more  ambitious  work — has  less  of 
care,  harmony,  and  delicacy.  Mr.  Austen  Brown,  working 
markedly  under  the  influence  of  Millet,  sends  two  interesting 
and  effective  pictures  of  field-labourers,  strong  in  handling 
and  rich  in  colour.  Mr.  William  Kennedy  paints,  with  a 
certain  rude  power,  but  with  no  sense  of  grace  or  beauty, 
the  return  of  a  captured  “  Deserter  ”  under  a  military 
escort.  The  display  of  sculpture  has  considerable  interest 
and  variety,  Messrs.  Hamo  Thornycroft,  Onslow  Ford, 
Kellock  Brown,  and  other  London  artists  being  repre¬ 
sented  in  this  department,  as  well  as  such  Scottish  sculp¬ 
tors  as  Messrs.  George  Webster,  J.  M.  Rhind,  W.  B. 
Rhind,  and  John  Mosshan. 

The  Bewick  Club,  a  society  which  was  formed  at  New¬ 
castle-upon-Tyne  some  five  or  six  years  ago,  and  which  has 
had  an  unexpectedly  prosperous  career,  held  its  annual 
exhibition  last  month,  and  rvas  fortunate  in  securing  pic¬ 
tures  from  Mr.  John  Pettie,  Mr.  Phil  Morris,  Henry 
Moore,  A.R.A.,  Mr.  Alfred  Hunt,  Mr.  Albert  Goodwin, 
Mrs.  Jopling-Rowe,  Miss  Clara  Montalba,  Messrs. 
Alfred  Parsons,  Walter  Crane,  Geo.  Clausen,  Otto 
Weber,  Yeend  King,  Walter  Langley,  and  many  other 
artists  of  reputation.  There  was  a  good  show  of  local 
work,  the  Club  including  among  its  members  Mr.  Charles 
Mitchell,  of  “  Hypatia  ”  fame,  Mr.  H.  H.  Emmerson,  kir. 
Robert  Jobbing,  Mr.  John  Surtees,  Mr.  Ralph  Hedley, 
and  others  who  are  known  through  the  London  exhibitions. 
Many  attempts,  extending  over  the  greater  part  of  the 
century,  have  been  made  to  form  art  associations  and  to 
hold  annual  exhibitions  in  Newcastle,  but  the  Bewick  Club 
has  been  more  successful  than  any  of  its  predecessors,  per¬ 
haps  because  it  started  more  Jiumbly.  The  late  T.  kl. 
Richardson,  father  of  the  well-known  member  of  the  Royal 
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Water  Colour  Society,  went  to  the  length  of  l)uilding  an 
Academy  of  Arts  in  Newcastle,  ljut  it  has  long  fallen  from 
its  high  estate,  and  is  now  used  as  a  sale-room  for  furuiturc, 
books,  and  pictures.  The  last  attempt  to  found  an  annual 
exhibition  on  the  grand  scale  was  made  in  the  seventies, 
and  was  abandoned  after  a  trial  of  three  or  four  years. 
Then  the  artists  took  the  matter  in  hand  for  themselves, 
founded  a  life-school,  eventually  established  the  Bewick 
Club,  and  have  since  held  a  series  of  very  attractive  annual 
exhibitions,  culminating,  for  the  present,  in  that  which  was 
opened  at  the  beginning  of  February.  The  Bewick  Club 
seems  to  have  “come  to  stay.” 


REVIEWS. 

The  twelve  illustrations  to  “  The  Minor  Poems  of  Milton  ” 
(Seeley  and  Co.)  have  been  produced  with  much  labour  by 
Mr.  H.  M.  Palmer,  and  are,  as  nearly  as  he  has  been  able 
to  make  them,  facsimile  reproductions  in  black-and-white 
of  his  father’s  water-colour  drawings.  Samuel  Palmer, 
R.W.S.,  was  one  of  the  last  of  the  school  of  poetic  landscape- 
painters.  He  believed  in  subject  and  in  composition,  and 
he  was  a  true  Englishman  in  his  feeling  for  colour.  He 
may  be  said  almost  to  have  imbibed  IMilton  “with  his 
mother’s  milk,”  since  he  had  a  nurse  as  well  as  a  mother 
who  talked  and  read  the  poet  to  him.  To  us  there  is  some¬ 
thing  almost  unuatural  in  the  idea  of  a  nursemaid  reading 
such  a  classic  as  Milton  ;  but  Palmer’s  nursemaid  not  only 
read  but  knew  him  by  heart.  Thus  the  hold  the  poet  had 
upon  the  artist,  and  the  sympathy  of  the  artist  for  the  poet, 
is  to  be  explained ;  and  so  it  is  that  Palmer’s  illustrations  do 
really  illustrate  “Lycidas,”  “L’Allegro,”  and  “11  Penseroso.” 
Black-and-white  can  never  do  justice  to  Samuel  Palmer’s 
colour,  for  he  was,  above  all,  a  colourist ;  but  Mr.  A.  H. 
Palmer  has  been  very  successful  in  his  difficult  task.  The 
illustrations  are  a  mixture  of  heliogravure  and  etching,  and 
are  most  delicate  and  subtle  in  their  tones ;  they  are  also 
charmingly  printed.  We  regret  we  cannot  say  the  same 
for  the  text.  It  is  too  bad  that  in  a  choice  book  like  this 
there  should  be  scarcely  a  page  that  does  not  run  off  from 
black  at  the  top  to  grey  at  the  bottom — an  unpardonable 
sin  in  the  eyes  of  a  good  printer. 

Mr.  Ernest  Laav’s  second  volume  of  ‘‘‘'The  Ilistorn  of 
Ham-pton  Court  Palace^’  (G.  Bell  and  Sons)  continues  his 
record  during  Stuart  times.  It  is  curious  that  we  should 
have  had  to  wait  so  long  for  a  really  good  and  trustworthy 
work  on  so  obviously  interesting  a  subject,  but  ilr.  Law’s 
book  almost  reconciles  us  to  the  delay.  He  manifestly  has 
the  instinct  of  the  historian  ;  he  dips  into  ancient  archives 
with  keen  enjoyment,  and  revels  in  appendices.  One  of  the 
most  interesting  chapters  in  the  book  deals  with  the  oft- 
quoted  sale  of  King  Charles’s  magnificent  collection  of 
pictures,  and  with  the  less-known  disposal  of  the  splendid 
tapestry  that  was  one  of  the  glories  of  the  Palace.  The 
three  hundred  and  thirty-two  pictures,  we  are  reminded, 
Avere  valued  at  £4,675  16s.  6d.,  Avhile  ten  pieces  of  Arras, 
Avoven  Avith  Biblical  subjects,  Avere  priced  as  high  as  £8,260; 
and  these  ten  pieces  constituted  but  a  portion  only  of  the 
textile  treasures.  In  point  of  illustration  the  reproductions 
of  ancient  prints  are  remarkably  good,  but  the  numerous  pen- 
and-ink  clraAvings  of  “architectural  bits,”  though  useful  as 
suggestions  merely,  are  quite  uiiAvorthy  of  the  book  and  its 
manner  of  production.  It  is  to  be  hoped  that  the  next 
volume,  Avhich  is  to  bring  the  history  of  the  Palace  up  to 
date,  Avill  be  provided  with  an  index  to  the  whole ;  the 
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value  of  the  present  work  is  much  impaired  by  tlie  absence 
of  such  means  of  reference. 

Noav  that  Mr.  Outeam  Tristram  and  Ins  collaborators, 
IMr.  Herbert  Railton  and  Mr.  Hugh  Thompson,  have 
issued  in  volume  form  their  “  Coachitvj  Days  and  Coaching 
Ways'’  (Macmillan  and  Co.),  ive  are  better  able  to  judge  of 
the  general  ])lan  of  the  work  than  when  we  reverted  to 
them,  with  favourable  comment,  at  the  time  of  their  serial 
publication.  This  handsome  and  beautifully-produced 
book  entirely  realises  its  object  — the  charm  of  old-world 
flavour  aud  old-world  humours  is  brought  before  us  with 
startling  and  most  welcome  truth.  Never  ivere  co-artists 
more  thoroughly  attuned  to  each  other  than  are  Mr.  Railton 
and  Mr.  Thompson — both  of  them  with  consummate  know¬ 
ledge  of  the  resources  of  the  pen.  The  architectural  instinct 
of  the  former,  and  the  facility  and  humour  of  the  latter  in 
his  scenes  by  the  way,  are  always  pleasing.  It  must  be 
confessed  that  Mr.  Thompson,  avIio  combines  some  of  the 
most  charming  (pialities  of  Randolph  Cahlecott  aud  iMr. 
E.  A.  Abbey  in  his  work,  is  not  always  absolutely  irreproach¬ 
able  in  his  drawing,  but  the  faults  are  few  and  the  merits 
many,  while  his  acquaintanceship  with  horseflesh  appears 
as  close  as  with  the  broader  humours  of  life  and  character. 

“  Di'!if/ion  in  Recent  Art,"  by  IMr.  R.  T.  Forsyth,  il.A. 
(Abel  Tfeywood  aud  Co.),  tells  us  a  good  deal  about  religion, 
but  very  little  about  art.  It  is  one  of  those  intensely 
earnest  books  in  which  art  is  looked  upon  from  a  profoundly 
sentimental  point  of  view.  Mr.  Forsyth  seems  to  us  to  read 
oages  and  pages  of  admiraVile  sermonising  into  the  pictures 
of  ^Messrs.  Eo.ssetti,  Rurne  Jones,  Watts,  and  others,  the 
truth  of  which  the  artists  themselves  would  probably  be 
the  last  persons  in  the  world  to  acknowledge.  Colour, 
light  and  shade,  line — all  those  qualities  which  may  be 
summed  up  in  the  one  word  “  paint” — have  no  real  attrac¬ 
tion  for  IMr.  Forsyth  ;  he  is  always  anxious  to  reach  the 
“ensoulment  of  passion,”  which  he  says  Rossetti  paints  ;  or 
the  “  pas.sion  of  the  soul  ”  as  represented  by  Burne  Jones. 
We  must  acknowledge  that  for  us  these  epigrams  have  no 
meaning  ;  they  seem  subtly  designed  to  produce  a  fatal 
misunderstanding  on  artistic  matters.  As  might  be  ex¬ 
pected  in  one  whose  views  on  art  are  somewhat  hysterical, 
IMr.  Forsyth  makes  many  statements  which  he  would  find 
it  very  difficult  to  justify.  After  what  process  of  reasoning, 
for  instance,  did  he  come  to  the  conclusion  that  “our 
modern  Christian  minds  understand  the  principles  of 
Greek  art  better  than  the  Greeks  ever  did”'?  This  looks 
very  like  preposterous  nonsense.  The  only  evidence  that 
can  be  adduced  of  our  appreciation  of  the  principles  of 
Greek  art  is  the  fact  that  we  write  and  talk  a  great  deal 
about  them,  which  the  Greeks  did  not.  But  surely  the 
understanding  of  principles  is  proved  in  their  application. 
Can  we  apply  the  principles  of  Greek  art?  Of  course  not  ; 
we  can  only  discourse  eloquently  upon  them.  If  we  did 
understand  all  that  Mr.  Forsyth  says  we  do,  then  it  is  to 
our  eternal  shame  that  we  surround  ourselves  with  build¬ 
ings,  statues,  and  pictures,  in  which  the  principles  of  Greek 
and  every  other  art  are  incontinently  violated.  The  most 
conclusive  proof  that  the  author  of  the  remarkable  volume 
before  us  cares,  not  for  art,  but  for  “  views,”  lies  in  his 
estimating  Mr.  Lewis  IMorris  more  highly  than  the  Greek.s. 
“The  Epic  of  Hades”  i.s,  no  doubt,  a  respectable — nay, 
a  blameless  work  ;  but  the  most  ardent  admirer  of  Mr. 
Lewis  Morris  should  recognise  that  the  Agamemnon  of 
Hlschylus  has  merits  which  we  look  for  in  vain  in  these 
modern  “  tales  of  mythic  Greece.” 


NEW  ENGRAVINGS. 

The  publication  of  a  really  notable  etching  is  a  rare 
event.  Many  artists  have  turned  from  the  brush  to  take  up 
the  needle  and  copper-plate,  or  have  taken  to  working  with 
both  brush  and  needle,  so  that  the  number  of  etchings  pro¬ 
duced  is  now  very  large.  Of  these  it  is  necessarily  true  that 
the  bad  etchings  far  outnumber  the  good,  which  come  to 
us  with  about  the  frequency  of  angels’  gifts.  “A  Alill  on 
the  Yare’’  by  John  Crome  ;  etched  by  William  Hole, 
A.R.S.A.,  and  published  by  Shepherd  Brothers,  is  one  of 
the  few  that  are  quite  notable.  The  advocates  of  a  severe 
line,  as  the  only  true  mode  of  etching,  will  possibly  have 
much  to  object  against  the  plate,  for  it  is  full  of  tone  ;  but 
it  is  tone,  not  the  work  of  the  i)rinter  but  of  the  etcher. 
It  is  certain  that  too  often  the  best  part  of  an  etching  is 
what  is  put  into  it  by  the  printer  ;  and  although  this  plate 
is  magnificently  treated  in  this  respect,  the  credit  for  all  its 
arti.stic  quality  belongs  to  Mr.  Hole.  He  has  had  a  fine 
subject  to  deal  with  in  this  picture  by  Grome,  so  broad  in 
its  masses,  so  luminous  in  its  light,  so  rich  in  its  depth  ; 
but  the  etcher’s  aim  was  not  simply  to  etch  the  light  and 
shade  of  the  picture  but  to  imitate  the  very  surfaces  of  it, 
aud  he  has  succeeded  in  a  remarkable  manner.  The  rich 
creamy  im])asto  of  the  iiaint,  with  its  irregular  hills  and 
dales  that  the  warm  glazings  have  passed  over  or  sank  into, 
and  the  crevices  of  which  have  held  the  dirt,  may  all  be 
felt.  Now,  whether  this  should  be  the  aim  of  an  etcher 
is  an  open  question  Avhich  we  are  not  about  to  discuss.  It 
was  the  aim  of  Mr.  Hole,  and  he  has  accomplished  his 
aim  with  what  amount  of  labour  and  pains  only  those  can 
know  who  study  the  etching  and  who  understand  some¬ 
thing  of  an  etcher’s  methods. 

“/a  Love,”  by  IMarcus  Stone,  R.A.  ;  reproduced  in 
photogravure  and  published  by  the  Berlin  Bhotographic 
Company.  A  very  good  photogravure  plate  of  a  very 
pretty  picture,  perhaps  the  prettiest  of  the  pretty  pictures 
painted  by  Mr.  Stone.  The  two  dainty  figures  in  Directoire 
costume  in  a  quaint  garden  will  be  remembered  by  visitors 
to  last  year’s  Academy.  It  is  the  fashion  to  rail  at  pretty 
pictures  as  it  is  certainly  largely  the  fashion  to  paint  ugly 
ones,  but  hlr.  Marcus  Stone’s  prettiness  is  always  welcome 
to  visitors  to  the  Academy,  and  this  ))hoto-engraving  is 
capable  of  giving  pleasure  to  all  who  welcome  his  pictures 
in  the  annual  exhibition  at  Burlington  House. 

We  have  received  from  Florence  a  copy  of  a  chromo¬ 
lithograph  of  one  of  Fra  Angelico’s  angels,  the  well-known 
red-robed  figure,  with  the  trumpet  on  a  gold  ground.  It  is 
published  by  Schmidt  of  Florence,  and  is  very  well  repro¬ 
duced,  so  well  in  fact  as  to  come  into  competition  with  the 
coi)ies  in  oil  and  water  colours  which  are  met  with  in  the 
shop  windows  in  all  the  chief  streets  of  the  city  of  the 
arti.st-monk. 


OBITUARY. 

We  have  to  record  the  death  of  Mr.  Michael  Mul- 
READY,  the  son  of  the  famous  William  Mulready,  R.A. 
Michael  Mulready  belonged  to  a  highly  artistic  family,  for  his 
mother  and  brothers  wielded  the  brush,  as  well  as  his  father. 
He  himself  began  to  exhibit  pictures  as  early  as  1830,  Avhen 
he  was  not  much  more  than  twenty-one  years  of  age,  and 
between  that  date  and  1851  he  contributed  to  the  Academy 
and  other  principal  exhibitions  twenty  canvases,  the 
majority  of  Avhich  were  portraits.  For  the  last  eight-and- 
thirty  years  he  had  relinquished  the  practice  of  art. 


ART  IN  APRIL. 


MR.  WYKE  JSAYLISS’S  “ENCHANTED  LSLAND.” 

With  respect  to  our  review  ou  Mr.  Wyke  Bayliss’.s 
^''Enchanted  Island”  iu  a  recent  number,  we  have  received 
the  following  protest  from  the  author  ; — 

“In  your  review  of  ‘  The  Enchtaited  Island'  you  say  that  ‘Mr. 
Bayliss  has  himself  committed  some  extraordinary  blunders.  He 
tells  us,  for  instance,  that  Scopus  (sic)  was  one  of  the  sculptors  who 
may  have  worked  with  Phidias  upon  the  Parthenon.  But  as  the 
work  by  which  Scopus  (sic)  is  best  known  was  executed  nearly  a  cen¬ 
tury  after  the  Parthenon  was  completed,  this  is  scarcely  possible. 
Then  again  he  discusses  the  style  and  method  of  Polycletus,  but  he 
makes  a  mistake  of  two  hundred  and  fifty  years  in  dating  his  activity. 
After  this  Mr.  W  yke  Bayliss  cannot  be  accepted  as  an  authority  on 
Greek  art.  Would  the  critic  be  accepted  who  told  us  that  Michael 
Angelo  was  a  friend  and  contemporary  of  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds  ?  ’ 

“The  charges  you  bring  against  me  are  so  serious  that  I  must 
take  the  unusual  course  of  asking  you  to  publish  my  refutation  of 
them.  Happily,  they  are  as  groundless  as  they  are  serious. 

“  (1)  And  first,  with  regard  to  the  possibility  that  Scopas  (S/cdiraj) 
— for  I  suppose  you  mean  Scopas,  though  for  some  private  reason 
which  I  know  not  you  write  Scopus — may  have  taken  part  under 
Phidias  in  the  decoration  of  the  Parthenon.  From  what  source  you 
derive  your  dates,  again,  I  know  not.  But  Dr.  Smith  in  his  Classical 
Dictionary  says  that  the  Parthenon  was  completed  b.c.  438,  and  that 
all  its  works  were  under  the  superintendence  of  Phidias.  Dr.  Smith 
says  also  that  Scopas  flourished  from  b.c.  395  to  b.c.  350.  Now  from 
395  to  438  is  only  forty-three  years  :  Phidias  died  b.c.  432.  If  Scopas 
flourished  within  forty  years  of  the  death  of  the  great  sculptor,  is  it 
too  much  to  suggest  the  possibility  that  as  a  young  man  he  may  have 
worked  under  the  master  ‘i 

'  ‘  But  that  is  not  all.  If  you  turn  from  Dr.  Smith  to  Lemprifere 
you  will  find  that  Scopas  lived  about  450  years  before  Christ — that  is 
twelve  years  before  the  dedication  of  the  Parthenon.  It  is  not  for 
me,  writing  simply  as  an  artist,  to  detennine  between  these  classical 
authorities :  and,  unfortunately,  the  opinion  of  your  critic  that  they 
are  both  wrong  by  nearly  a  century  was  not  accessible  to  me  when  I 
wrote  'The  E)teh.antecl  Island.'  But  I  am  quite  sure  that  it  is  not 
just  to  attempt  to  ‘tomahawk  ’  me  because  your  critic  has  found  a 
mare’s  nest. 

“  (2)  Then  with  regard  to  Polycletus.  It  is  difficult  to  believe 
that  your  reviewer  has  really  read  the  passage  he  criticises,  or  rather 
caricatures.  My  argument  is  that  the  stormy  period  that  followed 
the  building  of  the  Parthenon,  until  Greece  finally  submitted  to  Rome, 
embraced  the  lives  of  the  most  distinguished  of  the  Greek  sculptors, 
from  Phidias  to  Polycletus.  And  I  gave  the  dates  of  the  lives  of  these 
men  as  recorded  in  Lempriere.  I  am  aware  that  Dr.  Smith  and  L?m- 
priere  again  differ — the  one  placing  Polycletus  as  the  contemporary 
of  Phidias,  the  other  dating  his  life  as  b.c.  232.  The  earlier  of  these 
dates  is  the  better  for  my  argument ;  but  I  gave  the  later,  because 
even  taking  it  at  that  my  argument  holds  good.  Does  this  justify  the 
attack  your  critic  has  made  upon  me  ?  Can  a  reviewer  be  accepted 
who  states  that  an  author  describes  Michael  Angelo  and  Sir  Joshua 
Reynolds  as  friends  and  contemporaries,  when  he  says  nothing  of  the 
sort,  but  only  that  the  space  of  two  centuries  embraced  the  lives  of 
both  of  them  ? 

“For  the  rest  of  your  criticism  I  have  not  a  word  to  say.  The 
author  who  sends  his  book  for  review  invites  the  free  expression  of 
opinion.  I  would  only  express  my  sympathy  with  you,  and  my  regret 
that  you  should  have  had  the  pain  of  speaking  so  severely  of  a  'work 
a  great  part  of  which  appeared  originally  in  your  own  columns.” 

Mr.  Baylis.s  is  perfectly  right  in  saying  that  the  charges 
we  brought  a.gainst  him  are  serious  ;  but  that  they  are  ground¬ 
less  cannot  for  an  instant  be  admitted.  If  Mr.  Bayliss  finds 
any  solace  in  thinking  that  we  wrote  “Scopus”  for  “some 


private  reason,”  he  is  very  welcome  to  that  small  comfort. 
It  is,  however,  an  obvious  misprint,  and  can  have  no  possible 
bearing  on  the  question.  We  will  take  the  two  points  of 
dispute  in  order  ; — 

(1)  With  regard  to  the  po.ssibility  “  that  Scopas  waf>  one 
of  the  sculptors  who  may  have  woi'ked  with  Phidias  on  the 
Parthenon,”  we  put  our  contention  mildly  out  of  defer¬ 
ence  to  Mr.  Bayliss.  M'^e  urged  that  Scopas,  being  in  the 
plenitude  of  his  powers  nearly  a  century  after  the  com¬ 
pletion  of  the  Parthenon  (namely,  in  350  B.c.),  could  not 
have  worked  with  Phidias  on  that  temple.  This  appears 
quite  convincing  to  us,  but  Mr.  Bayliss  is  not  so  easily 
satisfied.  There  are,  however,  several  other  reasons  which 
may  be  adduced  to  justify  our  statement.  In  the  first 
place,  Scopas  did  not  set  foot  in  Athens  until  376  B.c.,  sixty 
years  after  the  completion  of  the  Parthenon  ;  and  in  the 
second— and  this  perhaps  is  enough  in  itself  even  for  Mr. 
Bayliss — he  was  born  about  412  b.c.,  or  twenty-five  years  after 
the  great  temple  of  Athene  was  finished.  These  dates  are  not 
“  the  opinion  of  our  critic  ;  ”  they  are  derived  from  Urlich’s 
“Skopas  Leben  und  Werke,”  and  Overbeck’s  “  Geschichte 
der  Griechischen  Plastik,”  to  which  works  we  appeal  with 
confidence  from  Mr.  Bayliss  and  Lempriere.  And  here  we 
must  express  our  astonishment  that  a  writer  on  art  who 
desires  to  be  taken  seriously  should  seek  his  dates  and  facts 
in  a  volume  which,  though  vastly  amusing,  carries  the  same 
weight  as  “Mangnall’s  Questions,”  or  “The  Child’s  Guide  to 
Knowledge.”  Innocence  may  be  pushed  too  far.  We  did  not 
attempt  to  “  tomahawk”  ISIr.  Wyke  Bayliss  because  we  had 
found  “  a  mare’s  nest,”  but  because  in  trying  to  convict 
another  of  inaccuracy  he  had  blundered  himself.  “  Could 
Professor  Palgrave,”  wrote  IMr.  Bayliss,  “in  a  museum  of 
Greek  statues,  without  reference  to  the  names  upon  the 
pedestals,  discriminate  the  touch  of  Scopas  from  that  of  the 
other  sculptors  who  may  have  worked  with  Phidias  upon 
the  Parthenon  1  Until  he  can  do  that  he  has  not  himself 
mastered  half  the  question  upon  which  he  writes— he  can  at 
the  best  only  speak  second-hand.”  Can  Mr.  Bayliss  speak 
first-hand  1 

(2)  With  regard  to  Polycletus,  Mr.  Bayliss  was  quite 
puzzled.  Dr.  Smith  gave  one  date,  and  our  old  friend 
Lempriere  another.  We  should  have  thought  that  the 
suspicions  of  anyone  who  regarded  the  study  of  Greek  art 
as  better  than  a  pastime  for  schoolgirls  would  have  been 
aroused  by  this  discrepancy.  But  Mr.  Bayliss,  with  a  self- 
denial  which  is  rare  in  these  days,  took  Lempriere’s  date 
— not  because  he  thought  it  was  correct,  but  apparently 
because  it  was  the  worse  for  his  argument !  Had  Polycletus 
been  anything  more  to  him  than  a  name,  he  might  have 
known  that  he  was  born  about  482  B.c.,  was  not  many 
years  younger  than  Phidias,  and,  like  him,  was  a  pupil  of 
Ageladas.  These  facts  he  might  have  gleaned  from  Over¬ 
beck’s  “  Geschichte  der  Griechischen  Plastik,”  or,  indeed, 
from  any  reputable  textbook.  It  is  just  as  serious  an  error 
to  give  the  date  of  Polycletus  as  232  b.c.,  as  it  would  be  to 
say  that  Michael  Angelo  and  Sir  Joshua  Eeynolds  were 
contemporaries.  With  regard  to  our  author’s  last  state¬ 
ment,  we  need  scarcely  say  that  the  essay  in  which  these 
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lilunders  occur  did  not  ai'i^ear  in  our  columns  ;  it  would 
not,  indeed,  have  been  admitted,  'riiero  is  one  i>assiige  in 
“  77<e  Enchanted  Eland'’  to  which  we  desire  to  call  INlr. 
Eayliss's  attention  ;  ho  will  find  it  on  page  192  “  Tiicre  is 

as  much  cant  iu  vVrt  as  there  is  in  Eeligion.  Tn  Eeligion  it 
takes  the  form  of  the  assumption  of  a  virtue  one  does  not 
possess  ;  in  Art  it  takes  the  form  of  tlic  assumption  of  a 
L-nnicledfie  one  does  not  ])nsspss.'’ 

I'XllllilTloXS  OF  'I'HK  MONTH. 

The  exhibition  at  the  Eoyal  Institute  of  Painters  in 
Water  (V)lours  is  an  entirely  eharacteristic  one.  Few 
artists  whose  work  we  are  accustomed  to  see  ou  the  walls 
are  unrepresenteil.  'The  jilace  ot  honour  is  assigned  to  the 
President’s  “  Ecpiiina,”  which  is  highly  finished  and  ex¬ 
cellent  in  colour  and  texture.  Mr.  F.  .T.  (  ) ukcokv’s  “  Sound 
nf  Oars"  re)n-esents  one  of  tho.se  river-.scenes  which  this 
artist  knows  .so  well  how  to  dp])ict  ;  the  girl  in  the  hammock 
is  admirably  drawn  and  po.se<l,  but  the  work,  which  is  of  ex¬ 
traordinary  delicacy,  lacks  .some  of  the  In-illiance  which  gave 
such  a  charm  to  “.Marooned.”  Of  ^Mr.  Tj.\N(!Ley’s  pathetic 
drawings,  the  sim|ilest  and  liest  bears  the  in.scri})tion  — 

“  ( )li,  for  tlie  tench  of  a.  vanished  h.aiid. 

And  the  sinnul  of  a,  voice  tliat  is  still.” 

llis  “Disaster:  Scene  in  a  Clornish  Fhshing  Village,”  at¬ 
tempts  to  express  too  much,  and  so  fails  to  interest  us. 
.losEF  Lshaels  .sends  two  of  his  rugged  low-toned  drawings, 
and  it  is  to  be  regretted  that  they  could  not  have  been 
given  a  better  |)osition,  as  they  are  among  the  notable 
things  of  the  exhibition.  iMr.  IIathukeo.’.s  “  Deck  (^luoits” 
is  strongly  and  vigorously  drawn,  and  is  alive  with  atmo¬ 
sphere  and  sunlight.  There  is  the  usual  number  of  humo¬ 
rous  jiictures  by  Messrs.  Itor.MAN,  Nash,  (1i;een,  and 
Dokdon  Erowne.  Tn  this  not  very  interesting  class,  Mr. 
(Ireen’s  “What’s  the  demd  Totall  ”  bears  away  the  )>alm. 
“The  Year  f)f  the  Piose  is  Erief ’’  is  a  .skilfully-painted 
]>ortrait  by  'P  (loTcii,  the  still-life  in  the  background 
being  particularly  well  studied.  Mi’.  IP  -T.  S’I'ocks  con¬ 
tinues  his  studies  in  allegory  witli  a  re.sult  which  is  neither 
]iictorial  nor  decorative.  Of  the  other  tigure-pictures,  there 
is  not  much  to  be  said.  In  landscape,  the  exhibition  is  as 
strong  as  usual,  idr.  PIast  sends  five  drawings,  ail  of  them 
charming  in  etl'ect  and  full  of  atmosphere,  d'he  best  seems 
to  us  to  be  “The  Waking  of  the  Day,”  iu  which  the  grey 
light  of  early  dawn  is  most  skilfully  rendered.  iMr.  1Tai:i!V 
Dine  is  strongly  reiircsented,  his  seven  drawings  all  reiiay- 
ing  the  most  careful  study.  “Durham:  an  ( ictober  After¬ 
noon,’’  by  this  artist,  is  undoubtedly  one  of  the  most  power¬ 
ful  drawings  in  the  exliibition.  The  sunny  Italian  drawings 
of  Mr.  PIdwin  Eale,  which  bear  the  mark  of  being  genuine 
outdoor  sketches,  are  without  exception  delicate  in  hand¬ 
ling,  and  artistic  in  effect.  Mr.  Cotman  will  add  to  his 
reputation  with  his  “Croyland  Abbey”  and  “St.  Ives,”  and 
there  is  some  excellent  work  by  Messrs.  Ai.ean,  Walton, 
PlowiN  II.WES,  and  Arthur  Severn,  while  Me.ssr.s. 
Axlmonier,  Kniuiit,  Goff,  Wimperis,  IP  (P  Hine,  and 
Lessore  contribute  intere.sting  drawings. 

The  Eoyal  Society  of  Painter-Pitchers  are  to  be  con¬ 
gratulated  on  having  foumi  a  fixed  habitation,  and  also  on 
having  got  together  an  admirable  exhibition  of  etching.s. 
Indeed,  we  do  not  think  that  a  better  opportunity  has 
ever  i»resentcd  itself  of  studying  the  Plnglish  develop¬ 
ment  of  this,  in  some  respects,  the  most  interesting  branch 
of  the  engraver’s  art.  The  feature  of  the  exhibition  is 
the  collection  of  etchings  by  the  President  of  the  Society, 


Mr.  SEY]\rouR  11  ADEN.  Tlicse  arc  about  a  hundred  and 
fifty  in  number,  and  give  us  an  excellent  idea  of  the 
achievements  of  this  accoupilished  etcher,  who  has  always 
been  content  to  obtain  his  effects  legitimately  by  gradation 
and  tone  and  not  only  by  line.  Mr.  Strano’s  frankly  ugly 
work  will  no  doulit  attract  much  attraction,  and  it  deserves 
to  do  so.  Plach  one  of  his  ]ilatcs  is  well-nigh  perfect  from 
a  technical  iioint  of  view,  and  if  he  does  blind  himself  to  the 
ha|)pier,  more  beautiful  side  of  life,  we  can  scarcely  conpilain. 

I  lis  greatest  fault  is  a  too  .slavish  adherence  to  the  style  and 
Jiicthods  of  Diirer  and  the  other  old  masters  of  engraving. 
Mr.  IMoin’iMER  Menpes’  “  (lajitive  Persian  ”  is  a  good  iiiece 
of  work,  and  far  suiierior  to  his  “:\Ii.ss  Ada  Eehan,”  which 
seems  to  us  to  fail  both  as  a  ])ortrait  and  an  etching.  AVe 
do  not  deny  for  an  instant  that  Mr.  Walter  StCKERT  shows 
himself  freijuently  an  able  draughtsman,  and  sometimes 
an  artist,  but  we  do  not  think  that  he  is  justified  in  ex¬ 
hibiting  to  the  world  stray  leaves  from  his  sketch-books. 

II  is  “  'riiirty-one  Email  Plates  ”  may  be  interesting  to  their 
author  as  reminiscences  of  travel,  but  he  should  scarcely  have 
permitted  himself  to  hang  them  in  an  imiiortant  exhibition. 
Air.  P'rank  Ehort’s  three  )ilates  will  add  immensely  to  his 
rejnitation,  and  are,  indeed,  among  the  best  things  in  the 
whole  collection.  “  Wrought  Nails  ”  is  a  veritable  master¬ 
piece.  'I’he  (ptaintly-couceivcd  and  daintily-executed  book- 
]ilates  by  Air.  G  AV.  Siierrorn  de.serve  mucli  praise,  as  do 
the  charming  “  1  )esigns  for  Fairy  'rales  ”  by  Airs.  A”erecker 
Hamilton.  Alessrs.  Alfred  East,  Goff,  AATlfrid  Eall, 
P:.  and  F.  Slocomre,  Spread,  and  Axel  TTak;  are  all  \vell 
represented,  and  the  exhibition  is  satisfactory  as  showdug 
that  the  laborious  method  of  treating  etching  as  though  it 
were  an  easier  form  of  line  engraving  is  being  superseded 
by  the  freer  method  followed  by  Eembrandt  and  the  gieat 
masters  of  fhe  (a'aft. 

At  the  rooms  of  the  Fine  Art  Society  there  has  been  an 
interesting  exhibition  of  AVatcr-Golour  Drawings  by  artists 
of  the  Dutch  .school.  Of  all  the  modern  schools,  the  Dutch 
has  iierhaps  the  most  strongly-marked  characteristics. 
AVith  the  excejitiou  of  the  wonderfully  imaginative  work  of 
AIati'iiew  AIaris,  whose  shadowy,  half-drawn,  yet  fascinat¬ 
ing  “  Walk  ”  strengthens  his  claim  to  be  called  the  Dutch 
Rossetti,  all  the  drawdngs  exhibited  here  might  be  recog¬ 
nised  at  once  as  belonging  uncompromisingly  to  the  Dutch 
school.  In  the  majority  of  the  ])ictures  we  notice  the 
silvery  ha/.e  which  gives  so  great  a  charm  to  the  landscape 
of  Holland,  and  that  determined  jirefereuce  for  a  rainy  atmo¬ 
sphere  to  the  effect  of  vivid  sunlight  which  is  characteristic 
of  the  art  of  the  dwellers  iu  the  land  of  dykes  and  fogs.  Ey 
.Iames  AIarts  there  are  two  cxcpiisite  drawings,  the  Ixetter 
of  xvhich,  “I’lie  Towing-jiath,”  is  truthful  in  colour  and 
admirable  in  feeling.  IP  AAP  AIesd.vu’s  pictures  of  “Troll- 
hiittan”  and  the  “North  Sea”  are  .somewhat  ■\vearisome : 
while  J.  Eosboom’.s  architectural  studies,  interesting,  no 
doubt,  as  carrying  on  the  tradition  of  Saenredam,  APan 
Deelen,  and  De  AAMtte,  are  not  among  the  most  charming- 
works  in  the  exhibition.  Ey  .Tosepii  Israels,  jierhaps  the 
mirster  of  the  school,  there  is  only  one  work,  entitled  “At 
( 'Imrch,”  but  this  is  in  every  way  worthy  of  him.  At  the  same 
time,  a  casual  glance  round  the  room  will  tell  us  how  great 
his  intluence  has  been  ou  his  contemporaries.  'Phis  is  not 
only  observable  in  the  work  of  his  immediate  pujuls,  such 
as  Artz,  but  in  that  of  the  whole  school.  Among  the  other 
noticeable  drawings  should  be  mentioned  examples  by 
AAA'Ussenrrucu,  Eastert,  P'.  P.  ter  AlEtxLEN,  Artz,  H.  -P 
VAN  DER  Weele,  and  AIauve,  though  the  last-named  artist 
is  not  well  reju’esented. 
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yVinong  the  oil-paintings  at  Air.  McLean’s  gallery  liave 
been  exhibited  a  considerable  number  of  meritorious  can¬ 
vases.  Sir  J.  E.  Millais’  “  J )uckling.s ”  will  no  doubt 
attract  attcntign,  but,  in  spite  of  the  ease  and  vprve  with 
whicli  it  is  executed,  it  cannot  be  regarded  as  a  favourable 
specimen  of  the  artist’s  work.  There  are  two  excellent  sea¬ 
scapes  by  Air.  Edwin  Ellis,  the  better  of  the  two  being 
“  On  the  Cornish  Coast.”  Air.  J.  MacAViiirter’s  “Autumn 
in  the  Iliglilands,”  a  study  of  birch-trees,  witli  which  we 
confess  ourselves  .somewhat  wearied,  is  unpleasing  in 
colour;  and  Air.  Albert  AIoore’s  “Alarigolds”  is  not 
worthy  of  him.  A  sound  piece  of  work,  however,  is 
Air.  Henry  AIoore’s  “Summer  Squall  off  Nase  Head, 
Cornwall;”  and  Air.  Birket  Foster’s  “Strasburg”  is 
well  composed  and  interesting  in  execution.  There  are, 
beside.s,  canvases  -by  Alessrs.  Seymour  Lucas,  Pettie, 
Peter  Graham,  and  Briton  Riviere.  But  it  is  the 
foreign  pictures  which  claim  the  most  notice.  AIunkacsy’s 
“Love  and  Song”  is  cleverly  manipulated,  and  has  a  great 
deal  of  charm.  “The  Cape  of  Antibes,”  by  Jules  Breton, 
is  a  good  example  of  this  painter  ;  and  C.  Hartmann’s 
“  Caught  in  the  Act,”  thougli  somewhat  trivial  in  con¬ 
ception,  is  good  in  tone  and  undoubtedly  clever  in 
techniciue. 

The  exhibition  of  AVater-Colour  Drawings  which  has 
been  held  at  Alessrs.  Agnew’s  galleries  is  of  some  importance. 
It  includes  much  that  is  masterly  as  well  as  a  good  deal 
that  is  indifferent ;  but,  singularly  enough,  no  attempt  has 
been  made  to  hang  the  drawings  intelligently.  Ancient  and 
modern  jostle  one  another  on  the  walls.  Next  to  De  Wint 
or  David  Cox  we  find  AIax  Ludby  and  Weatherbee; 
while  by  the  side  of  WTlliam  Hunt  is  to  be  seen  Airs. 
Allingham.  The  result  of  this  want  of  method  is  that  the 
task  of  studying  the  exhibition  is  distracting.  It  is  diffi¬ 
cult  to  turn  one’s  attention  suddenly  from  a  drawing  finished 
yesterday  to  a  classical  work  by  Turner  or  De  Wint  ;  and 
it  is  a  positive  shock  to  see  a  highly-coloured  cow  by  Sidney 
Cooper  sandwiched  between  a  Normandy  Inn  by  Prout, 
and  a  sketch  near  Bettws-y-Coed  by  David  Cox.  How¬ 
ever,  there  is  a  great  deal  that  is  excellent  in  the  exhibi¬ 
tion  ;  and,  while  it  is  evident  that  most  stress  has  been  laid 
on  the  older  masters  of  English  water-colour,  full  justice  is 
done  to  many  more  recent  painters. 

The  gratitude  of  all  those  interested  in  art  is  due  to 
Alessrs.  Boussod,  Valadon,  for  getting  together  a  delight¬ 
ful  exhibition  of  pictures  by  Corot.  Several  of  them 
are  really  admirable  examples  of  the  great  master  of  Bar- 
bizon,  and  an  excellent  o^iportunity,  whicli  may  not  recur, 
is  afforded  us  of  studying  the  French  Romanticist.  All 
the  pictures — there  are  twenty-one  of  them — are  marked 
by  intense  poetic  feeling  and  an  unerring  appreciation  of 
atmosphere.  They  are  low  in  tone,  but  exquisitely  har¬ 
monious.  Perhaps  the  best  are  “  Le  Lac  de  Garde,”  “  La 
Danse  des  Nymphes  ” — both  of  them  from  the  collection  of 
Air.  J.  S.  Forbes — and  “  L’Arbre  Brise,”  which  belongs  to 
Air.  Alexander  A'oung. 

Air.  A.  Ludovici’s  Sketches  of  London  Life,  which  have 
been  exhibited  at  Alessrs.  Dowdeswells’,  are  singularly  un¬ 
equal  in  merit.  Some  deserve  the  highest  praise  for  their 
admirable  tone  and  skilful  draughtsmanship,  while  others 
— notably  half-a-dozen  of  the  Henley  series — are  worthy 
of  Air.  AVhistler  at  his  worst.  It  is  with  the  streets  and 
theatres  that  Air.  Ludovici  is  most  successful.  He  gives 
us  admirably  truthful  representations  of  Trafalgar  Sijuare 
and  Covent  Garden,  and  none  knows  better  than  he  how  to 
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set  on  paper  the  many  incidents  cunncctod  with  the  Panto¬ 
mime  llehear.'^al  at  Drui-y  Lane.  Some  of  his  portraits  and 
single  figures,  if  a  little  hard,  possess  considerable  charm 
and  grace.  “Waiting  for  the  Carriage,”  for  instance, 
demands  our  attention  for  its  excellence  of  pose  and  teck- 
'niqw,. 

In  the  same  galleries  there  has  been  exhibited  a  series  of 
drawings  by  Air.  C.  E.  Hern,  illustrating  the  churches  of 
London.  'I’liey  are  for  the  most  iiart  careful  and  con¬ 
scientious,  but  they  lack  freedom  of  style,  and  are  too  often 
somewhat  cheap  in  effect.  The  artist  seems  to  have  grasped 
the  architectural  details  of  many  of  the  churches  with  con¬ 
siderable  siicce.ss,  but  in  striving  to  be  ])icturesque  he  has 
sometimes  arrived  at  a  certain  falseness  of  colour  and 
a  “  prettiness  ”  more  suitable  to  a  Christmas  card  than  a 
serious  water-colour  drawing.  Among  the  best  of  his  works 
are  “  St.  Paul’s  Cathedral,  from  Blackfriars,”  which,  however, 
conspicuously  fails  in  its  foreground,  and  “The  Church  of 
the  Oratory,  Brompton.” 

At  Ale.ssrs.  Dowdeswells’,  too,  has  been  shown  a  collection 
of  drawings  of  the  Austrian  and  Italian  Tyrol  by  Air.  B.  J. 
AI.  Donne.  This  artist  is  among  the  most  noteworthy  of 
those  who  busy  themselves  with  painting  Alpine  .scenery. 
But  his  work  only  affords  additional  evidence  of  the  fact  that 
snow-clad  mountains  are  no  fit  subject  for  the  pencil.  The 
atmosphere  which  surrounds  them  is  so  clear,  their  outlines 
are  so  hard,  that  they  are  robbed  of  all  picturesqueness.  And 
so  it  is  quite  a  relief  to  turn  from  Air.  Donne’s  drawings  of 
the  Gross-GIockner  and  the  Alatterhorn  to  his  pictures  of 
the  quaint  wayside  calvaries  and  villages  of  the  Tyrol. 
These  he  renders  with  skill  and  feeling. 

The  sixtieth  exhibition  of  the  Royal  Hibernian  Academy 
now  open  in  Dublin  is  the  best  which  has  been  held  for  a 
number  of  years  back.  Alost  of  the  Academicians  and  Asso¬ 
ciates  are  represented,  and  from  Englatid  and  Scotland  the 
contributions  are  not  only  as  numerous  as  usual,  but,  in 
many  cases,  decidedly  above  the  average.  “The  Last 
Watch  of  Hero,”  by  Sir  Frederick  Leighton,  R.A.,  and 
“The  Pool  of  London,”  by  Air.  Vicat  Cole,  have  been 
sent  on  loan.  The  President,  Sir  Thomas  Jones,  has 
several  portraits  of  great  merit ;  but  the  most  striking, 
and  the  mo.st  charming,  portrait  in  the  collection  is  one  of 

“  Madam  H - by  Air.  George  Hare.  Aliss  Purser 

has  a  fine  study  of  the  youthful  Lord  Castlereagh,  and 
Air.  R.  T.  AIoynau  has  sent  a  masterly  portrait  of  a  well- 
known  litterateur,  Air.  Philip  Bagenal.  Of  the  Acade¬ 
micians,  Air.  CoLLES  AVatkins  takes  the  first  place,  with 
three  powerful  landscapes,  one  entitled  “The  Heart  of  the 
Alountains”  being  a  centre  of  attraction;  Air.  Alfred 
Grey  has  several  fine  cattle  pieces,  Air.  Osborne,  Sen., 
a  number  of  cleverly-painted  animal  studies,  and  Air. 
AValter  Osborne  several  excellent  paintings  of  peasant 
life  in  the  Richard  Jefferies  district  under  the  AViltshire 
Down,  treated  with  much  feeling.  Air.  A^incent  Duffy 
has  two  or  three  Irish  landscapes  painted  with  his  usual 
power,  and  Alessrs.  Edwin  Hayes  and  Augustus  Burke 
sea  pieces  and  bits  of  A^enice.  As  usual,  the  lady  artists, 
AIi.ss  Sophia  Holmes,  Aliss  Rose  Leigh,  Aliss  CuRREvq 
Airs.  AVebb  Robinson,  and  a  number  of  others,  have  taken 
a  prominent  position. 


REVIEW.S. 

The  “J/uftMcf  (V Archeologie  Orientate,”  hy  AI.  Ernest 
Babelon,  and  “  L' Architecture  Grec'ine,”  by  AI.  A^.  L.vloux 
(Paris  ;  Alaison  Quantin),  are  the  latest  publications  of  the 
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Quantin  series,  and  will  take  rank  among  the  most  useful 
which  have  appeared.  The  range  taken  by  the  first  may 
seem  to  be  rather  wide,  but  it  is  of  great  advantage  to 
have  attached  to  the  descriptions  of  ChahUeau,  Assyrian, 
and  Persian  arts  a  resume  of  the  other  contemporaneous 
and  succeeding  styles,  such  as  the  Jewish,  Phoenician,  and 
Assyrian  developments — developments  which  were  greatly 
inriuenced  by,  if  they  do  not  owe  their  origin  to,  the  greater 
empires  in  Mesopotamia  and  Persia,  and  which  alone  by 
themselves  were  not  of  sutfieient  im[>ortauoe  to  have  re¬ 
quired  a  special  volume.  By  a  cai'etul  collation  of  i\ressrs. 
Perrot  and  C'hipiez’s  works  M.  Babelon  has  succeeded  in 
giving  a  better  chronological  account  ot  ChahUeau  and 
Assyrian  arclneology  than  will  be  found  in  those  works 
where  speculative  and  imaginary  designs  (interesting  in 
their  w.iy)  are  mixed  up  with  actual  records  in  a  way  that 
is  frerpiently  very  perplexing.  The  latest  discoveries  of 
M.  Dieulafoy  at  Su.sa  are  included,  and  add  a  new  chapter 
to  the  history  of  Pei'sian  art.  In  the  Jewish  section  M. 
Babelon  accepts  the  dates  and  restorations  of  M.  de  Voguc% 
and  refutes,  we  are  glad  to  see,  the  impossible  theories  of 
M.  de  Saulay,  who  vaiidy  endeavoured  to  prove  that  Greek 
architecture  owed  its  origin  to  Jewish  sources.  The  illus¬ 
trations,  though  small,  are  quite  sufticient  to  render  the 
descriptions  more  intelligible  and  interesting,  and  the  oidy 
exception  we  should  be  inclined  to  take  is  in  the  restoration 
of  the  gates  of  Balawat,  which  in  the  woodcut  given  looks 
like  a  moderu  garden  gate. 

i\l.  V.  Lidoux’s  treatise  on  Greek  architecture  is  perhaps 
the  best  resuiiie  which  has  appeared  on  the  subject.  The 
hi'st  illustration  of  the  earliest  type  of  Cyclopean  masonry 
gives  a  much  more  real  representation  of  the  rough-and- 
ready  methoil  adopted  in  building  a  fortification  wall  than 
those  drawn  in  Blouet’s  and  Banuie’s  works,  and  throughout 
the  book  M.  Laloux  seems  to  have  treated  the  subject  from 
a  fresh  and  original  point  of  view,  and  to  have  introduced 
a  series  of  illustrations— such  as  the  various  methods  sug¬ 
gested  to  admit  light  to  the  Greek  temples,  parallels  of  the 
best  exami)les  of  the  Greek  Doric  and  Ionic  orders,  and 
sections  and  details  of  the  marlde  roofs  of  Greek  temples 
— which  serve  to  render  the  subject  more  intelligible  to 
students  and  to  the  general  reader.  It  is  jierhaps  to  be 
regretted  that  M.  Laloux  was  unable  to  avoid  giving 
Vitruvius’s  story  of  the  origin  of  the  Corinthian  capital 
(invented  by  the  Egyptians  one  thousand  years  earlier), 
followed  by  an  illustration  of  Callimachus’s  capital  in  ques¬ 
tion,  which  disproves  it.  We  are  astonished  also  to  see 
included  as  Greek  the  capital  of  the  Temple  of  Jupiter 
Olympius.  Whilst  M.  Laloux  writes  up  to  date  and  gives 
us  tlie  latest  discoveries  in  Olympia,  Mycenae,  and  Pergamos 
(with  good  illustrations),  he  is  evidently  unaware  that  Mr. 
Penrose  has,  by  the  most  careful  measurements  made  in 
1886,  quite  upset  the  decastyle  theory,*  has  clearly  shown 
that  the  Temple  of  Jupiter  Olympius  at  Athens  was  octa- 
style,  and  that  Vitruvius’s  description  has  been  incorrectly 
interpreted. 


OP.ITUAllY. 

Professor  E.  Muller  has  died  at  the  age  of  eighty-seven 
at  Cassel,  where  he  directed  the  Art  Schools  up  to  the  last. 
He  was  a  i)ainter  of  historical  subjects,  and  was  awarded 
the  Kniglitship  of  the  Legion  of  Honour  in  1867  for  the 

*  See  “ 'I'rausactioiis  of  Royal  Institute  of  British  Architects," 
Vol.  IV.  (New  Series),  p.  80. 


service  he  rendered  to  the  Paris  Universal  Exhibition  in 
that  year.  His  “  Death  of  Saint  Elizabeth”  figured  in  that 
exhibition. 

i\lr.  PiiiLir  H.  Delamotte,  a  sound  artist,  and  long 
known  as  Professor  of  Drawing  at  King’s  College,  London, 
was  born  in  1822.  Although  au  exhibitor  at  the  Royal 
Academy  of  architectural  drawings,  he  is  chieliy  known  for 
his  numerous  books  and  criticisms  on  art  and  art  subjects — 
such  as  photography,  glass-painting,  and  water-colour.  His 
last  book,  a  new  edition  of  his  work  on  water-colour  painting 
— an  excellent,  though  rather  old-fashioned,  treatise — was 
review'ed  in  these  pages  but  a  few  months  ago. 

j\L  Auuuste  Anatasi,  a  landscape-painter  of  a  high 
order,  was  born  in  1820.  He  was  the  pupil  of  Iielaroche 
and  Corot  successively,  and  soon  justified  the  hopes  of 
his  masters.  In  1848  and  1865  he  obtained  second-class 
medals  for  painting,  and  in  1852  a  third-class  medal  for 
litliograi)hy.  The  forest  of  Fontainebleau,  the  environs  of 
Paris,  the  landsca]ie  of  Holland,  monuments  of  Rome,  and 
Italian  hills,  provided  him  with  his  principal  themes.  His 
“Terrace  of  the  Villa  Pamphili,”  painted  in  1864,  is  now  in 
the  Luxembourg  ;  and  other  works  from  his  brush  hang  in 
several  ])rovincial  museums  of  France.  A  few  years  ago  M. 
Anatasi  fell  blind,  and  a  sum  of  four  thousand  pounds  was 
raised  by  artist-friends,  by  means  of  contributing  works  to 
a  sale  for  his  benefit.  This  capital,  which  is  untouched,  is 
bequeathed  by  the  painter  to  the  Acad(imie  des  Beaux-Arts. 

Mr.  Samuel  Carter  Hall,  who  has  just  died  at  the 
age  of  eighty-eight,  had  amidy  earned  the  thanks  of  the 
art-world  for  the  ]Juck  and  energy  with  which  he  sought 
to  improve  the  taste  of  the  public  through  the  medium  of 
tho  A  rt  Journal,  which,  from  its  frmndation  in  1849  down 
to  1881),  when  he  resigned  his  post,  he  edited  with  spirit, 
undeterred  by  all  adverse  circumstances.  His  taste  may 
not  have  been  of  the  highest  order ;  but  to  have  succeeded 
in  raising — as  he  certainly  did — the  popular  feeling  for  and 
interest  in  art  to  the  level  of  his  own,  was  an  achievement 
which  redounds  enormously  to  his  credit,  and  claims  for 
his  memory  the  respect  and  gratitude  of  the  community. 

We  have  also  to  record  the  death  of  M.  Adolphe 
JouRD.VN,  pc«rc-]iainter,  who  had  obtained  medals  in  the 
Salons  of  1864,  1866,  and  1869  ;  of  M.  Castelli,  an  artist 
who  worked  much  in  black-and-white  for  the  French 
journals  ;  of  M.  LEvisquE,  an  able  professor  of  the  art  of 
glass-painting — for  which,  indeed,  he  had  been  created  a 
Knight  of  the  Legion  of  Honour  ;  of  M.  Leopold  Massard, 
the  engraver  (and  son  of  a  still  more  famous  father — Plrbain 
(Massard),  who  constantly  exhibited  in  the  Salon  from  1845 
onwards,  and,  besides  medals  in  1866  and  1 874,  obtained  the 
Legion  of  Honour  in  1880  ;  of  M.  FEurrERE  des  Forts,  the 
eminent  sculiitor,  who.se  “Abel  dead”  will  be  remembered, 
and  who  obtained  medals  in  1864,  1866,  and  1867,  as  well  as 
at  the  exhibition  of  the  latter  year  ;  of  the  sculptor  Signor 
D’Amore,  who  recently  poisoned  himself  at  Palermo;  of 
Professor  Alexander  von  Kotzebue,  the  battle-painter  of 
Munich,  and  pupil  of  Horace  Vernet  ;  of  Herr  IVilhelm 
Preyer,  the  still-life  painter  of  Diisseldorf ;  of  (Mr.  Henry 
H.  Lines,  the  talented  landscape-painter  of  Birmingham, 
whose  early  friendshij)  with  Constable — a  piece  of  material 
good  fortune  for  him — was  always  one  of  his  happiest 
memories  ;  and  of  Mr.  John  Godfrey,  the  line-engraver, 
some  of  wdiose  best  landscape  work  was  published  in 
“Picturesque  Europe.” 
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THE  NATIONAL  GALLERY  IN  1888. 

The  annual  report  of  tlie  Director  of  the  National  Gal¬ 
lery  for  the  year  1888  has  recently  been  published,  and 
contains  many  interesting  and  encouraging  statements.  In 
spite  of  the  partial  withdrawal  of  Government  aid,  no  less 
than  forty-six  pictures  have  been  accpiired  during  the  year 
by  purchase,  gift,  or  becjuest,  in  addition  to  a  large  col¬ 
lection  of  copies  of  works  by  Velas(iuez  and  Rembrandt.. 
This  is  a  cheering  fact,  and  it  shows  us  in  a  striking  manner 
how  much  we  in  England  owe  to  private  munificence.  We 
have  from  time  to  time  described  to  our  readers  the  new 
pictures  which  have  been  hung  in  the  Gallery,  and  we  need 
say  nothing  more  upon  the  subject  now.  That  the  National 
Gallery  is  keenly  appreciated  by  the  public,  that  it  exists 
not  for  the  benefit  of  a  few  connoisseurs,  but  for  the  instruc¬ 
tion  and  recreation  of  the  many,  is  proved  by  the  average 
number  of  visitors,  not  far  short  of  3,000,  who  daily  pass  its 
turnstiles.  This  is  unmistakable  evidence  of  the  usefulness 
of  the  institution,  and  should  be  enough  in  itself  to  induce 
the  Government  to  resume  its  annual  grant,  which  for  some 
years  has  been  suspended. 


ANIMALS  IN  MOVEMENT. 

Mr.  Eadward  Muybridge’s  researches  into  the  locomo¬ 
tion  of  animals  are  worth  the  consideration  of  every  artist. 
For  years  Mr.  Muybridge  has  been  collecting  facts  with 
regard  to  the  movements  of  horses  and  other  quadrupeds 
by  means  of  instantaneous  photography.  He  is  able,  as 
the  result  of  his  discoveries,  to  bring  a  serious  indictment 
against  a  large  number  of  sculptors  and  painters.  We 
cannot  help  thinking,  however,  that  with  the  eagerness  of 
a  specialist  he  overrates  the  importance  of  his  subject.  If  it 
has  only  been  possible  to  analyse  the  movements  of  the 
horse  by  means  of  elaborate  photographic  apparatus,  it  is 
rather  hard  to  blame  Durbb  for  being  ignorant  of  the  true 
significance  of  the  gallop.  Artists,  after  all,  are  more  con¬ 
cerned  with  appearances  than  with  realities,  and  if  they 
draw  horses  as  they  .seerw,  blame  can  hardly  attach  to  them. 
Rosa  Bonheur,  who  has  devoted  many  years  to  the  ob¬ 
servation  of  animals,  has  missed  certain  facts,  which  have 
only  been  revealed  by  instantaneous  photography  ;  but  we 
cannot  agree  with  Mr.  Muybridge  that  her  work  has  been 
seriously  impaired  thereby,  any  more  than  we  can  accept 
his  assertion  that  the  majesty  of  Verocchio’s  great  statue 
of  Colleone  depends  on  the  fact  that  the  artist  under¬ 
stood  how  the  horse  walked.  It  is  interesting  to  note 
that  Meissonier  and  the  Elgin  marbles  are  as  accurate  as 
Verocchio,  that  Dlirer  always  draws  his  horses  WTong,  and 
that  the  majority  of  sporting  pictures  display  an  extraordi¬ 
nary  lack  of  appreciation  of  the  manifold  movements  of  the 
horse.  Mr.  Muybridge,  in  his  lecture  at  the  Royal  Insti¬ 
tution,  pointed  all  this  out  with  a  great  deal  of  humour, 
and  illustrated  his  lecture  with  a  series  of  most  valuable 
photographs,  as  well  as  that  most  fascinating  of  scientific 
toys — the  zoopraxiscope. 
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EXHIBITIONS  OF  THE  MONTH. 

The  exhibition  which  has  been  held  Iiy  the  New  Eng¬ 
lish  Art  Club  at  the  Dudley  Gallery  attains  a  high  and 
uiiiforin  level  of  excellence.  There  are  few  bad  works 
on  the  walls,  and  the  majority  of  the  pictures  exhibited 
are  painted  by  men  who  have  cast  off  the  hide-bound  tra¬ 
ditions  of  the  schools,  and  realise  that  the  chief  merit  of  a 
picture  lies  not  in  its  subject,  but  in  some  new  arrangement 
of  line  or  combination  of  colour.  What  we  imagine  to  be 
the  place  of  honour  is  occupied  by  a  very  able  portrait  of  a 
lady  by  Mr.  Greiffenhagen.  Its  colour  and  pose  were  no 
doubt  suggested  by  Mr.  Whistler’s  work,  but  it  is  painted 
with  more  sincerity  and  sobriety  than  its  model.  Mr.  Wil¬ 
son  Steer’s  “  Sofa  ”  is  no  doubt  one  of  the  most  challenging 
canvases  in  the  exhibition.  It  is  simple  in  composition, 
and  though  we  are  convinced  of  its  want  of  truth  as  a 
study  of  gaslight  with  a  glimmer  of  the  day  seen  through 
the  window,  we  are  bound  to  say  that  as  a  piece  of  decora¬ 
tion,  in  the  strictest  sense  of  that  word,  it  is  acceptable. 
“St.  Martin’s  Summer”  and  “A  IMorning  Walk,”  by  ]\Ir. 
Sargent,  are  evidently  painted  under  the  direct  inspiration 
of  Claude  Monet,  but  they  are  none  the  worse  for  that. 
We  must  confess  to  finding  them  somewhat  unpleasing  in 
colour,  but  we  acknowledge  their  veracity  and  their  infinite 
cleverness,  and  they  scintillate  with  sunlight.  Mr.  Fr.vncis 
Bate’s  “  I  like  him  ! — but  he  loves  me  !  ”  wdiich  might 
well  have  been  better  hung,  is  good  in  tone  and  refined  in 
colour.  “  Bathers,”  by  Mr.  Tuke,  is  a  w’ell-conceived  open- 
air  study,  the  flesh-painting  being  particularly  fine.  Space 
will  not  allow  us  to  do  more  than  refer  to  i\Ir.  Starr’s 
“  Portrait  of  Andre  Raffalovitch,  Esq.,”  M.  Blanche’s 
surpi’isingly  faithful  still-life  in  “Baby’s  Breakfast,”  Mr. 
Clausen’s  capable  “  Portrait,”  and  the  characteristic  can¬ 
vases  of  Messrs.  Bernhard  Sickert,  Fred  Brown, 
whose  “ Bathing  Boys”  is  entirely  admirable,  Christie, 
Guthrie,  and  Stanhope  Forbes.  The  majority  of  the 
landscapes  are  low  in  tone,  and  show  us,  or  hide  from  us, 
the  earth  wrapt  in  mist  and  darkness.  Mr.  Roussel’s 
“Evening  in  June,”  for  instance,  is  a  sort  of  monotint, 
with  a  large  spot  of  purple  in  the  middle.  One  of  the  best 
pictures  in  the  gallery  is  a  small  canvas  entitled  “  Even¬ 
tide,”  and  largely  reminiscent  of  Corot,  by  Mr.  A.  Roche. 
Mr.  Arthur  Tomson’s  pastel,  “  Moonrise  on  the  iMarsh — 
Picardy,”  is  an  amazingly  successful  transcript  from  nature, 
and  has  a  quiet  charm  of  colour  wdiich  is  beyond  praise. 
“  A  Village  Street,”  by  Mr.  Edward  Stott,  is  one  of  the 
pleasantest  things  this  artist  has  ever  exhibited,  though 
we  find  it  difficult  to  accept  the  lemon-coloured  puddle  in 
the  foreground.  The  movement  of  the  ivaves  is  so  ad¬ 
mirably  rendered  in  Mr.  Nelson  Daavson’s  “  In  from  the 
Dogger  Bank,”  that  we  the  more  regret  the  fact  that  the 
boat,  which  by  the  way  really  is  coming  in,  seems  too 
small  and  narrow  for  the  scale  of  the  picture.  Messrs. 
Walton,  Lindner,  Mann,  Muhrmann,  Hubert  Vos, 
whose  “Docks  Extension  at  Ostend”  is  among  the  good 
things  of  the  exhibition,  Goodall  and  Laidley,  all  do 
themselves  justice,  while  the  pastels  of  iMiss  Aem.strong 
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and  Mrs.  AvUTOX,  and  the  charming  siU’er-points  of  iMr. 
CtKorge  Tho.mpsox,  sliould  not  be  overlooked. 

INfessrs.  Dowdc-swelLs,  in  conjunction  with  iMessrs.  Ituck 
and  Ueiil,  have  given  the  peo[)le  of  London  sncli  an  oppor¬ 
tunity  as  has  never  before  been  attbnled  them  of  studying 
the  works  of  the  “Romantic”  painters  of  France  and 
liollaml.  We  owe  an  immense  debt  of  gratitude  to  them 
for  having  gathered  together  for  ns  a  collection  of  ]>ictnres 
by  the  mastei's  of  the  greatest  school  that  the  nineteenth 
century  has  known.  There  are  no  less  than  twenty-two 
examples  of  the  aid  of  Di.vz,  that  brilliant,  if  unequal, 
colourist,  who  attacked  all  subjects  with  such  marvellous 
fancy  and  vigour.  It  is  to  be  regretted  that  one  or  two 
canvases  from  his  hand,  which  we  could  well  have  spared, 
found  a  place  on  the  walls.  “The  Fortune-Teller,”  for 
instance,  may  lie  characteristic,  but  it  is  characteristic  of 
Diaz’s  worst  manner.  On  the  other  hand  in  the  silvery 
“Fontainebleau,"  and  in  the  magnificent  “Sunset,”  we 
see  Diaz  at  his  best.  The  pictures  by  Oorot,  the  com- 
jdetest  artist  of  the  whole  school,  would  alone  repay  weeks 
of  study  ;  they  have  evidently  been  chosen  with  the  utmost 
care,  and  show  us  every  phase  of  the  achievement  of  the 
master  of  Rarbizon.  'I'hey  display  the  dignified  simplicity 
of  style,  the  beauty  of  line,  and  the  refinement  of  colour 
winch  invest  his  work,  as  j\Ir.  Henley  rightly  says  in  his 
catalogue,  “  not  only  with  the  magic  of  supreme  accomplish¬ 
ment,  but  a  sense  of  the  unseen  as  well.”  Then  there  are 
nine  canvases  lay  that  restless  experimentalist,  Theodore 
lioussE.vu,  as  well  as  eight  admirable  examples  of  .Teax- 
FuAxqois  Millet.  The  last  named  artist,  who  gave  the 
rugged  peasants  of  his  own  land  a  distinction  of  pose  and 
line  which  suggests  to  us  the  heroes  of  ancient  Greece,  has 
never  liefore  been  so  well  seen  in  England.  Idere  is  Ids 
great  work,  “  The  Wood-tSawyers,”  and  a  sketch  of  Grbville, 
which  is  altogether  Rembrandtesque  in  its  mystery.  “  La 
Rergere”  is  perhaps  less  satisfactory,  but  “Allaut  Travail- 
ler  ”  displays  some  of  Millet’s  greatest  qualities.  Graceful 
in  drawing  and  not  unpleasing  in  colour  is  “  L’Amour 
^hdnqueur,'’  which  wars  painted  while  Millet  was  yet 
under  Correggio’s  influence.  We  have  only  sjiace  to  note 
that  Daubigny,  Troyox,  Dupre,  .Tacijue,  Moxticelli, 
Del.vcroix,  and  Courbet  are  all  adequately  represented. 
Among  the  works  of  Dutch  painters  are  to  be  seen 
excellent  examples  of  Israels,  Rosboom,  M.vuve,  ami 
Mesdag,  but  far  and  away  the  most  interesting  are  the 
pictures  by  the  Maris  brothers.  The  half  a  dozen  can- 
va.ses  by  Matthy.s  Maris  will  be  a  revelation  to  many. 
The  harmony  of  colour  and  wealth  of  fancy  which  distin¬ 
guish  this  artist’s  work  suggest  not  Holland  but  fairyland, 
not  the  present  time  but  a  golden  age  that  never  was  or  will 
be.  Rut  it  is  the  work  of  J.acobus  IMaris  which  deserves 
the  most  attention.  He  indeed  must  be  regarded  as  one 
of  the  greatest  of  living  landscape-painters.  His  treat¬ 
ment  of  nature  is  always  truthful,  and  yet  unfailingly 
decorative,  and  his  works  have  ever  a  distinct  mark  of 
individuality.  He  has  studied  the  French  Romanticists, 
yet  he  has  followed  them  not  slavishly,  and  adds  a  per¬ 
sonal  touch  to  everything  he  paint.s.  A  few  examples  of 
Gerome,  Ingres,  and  .Meissonier  are  included  in  the  ex¬ 
hibition — why,  it  is  dillicult  to  understand,  unless  it  be  to 
])rove  how  immeasuraldy  superior  is  the  Romantic  school 
in  every  artistic  quality  to  the  schools  of  clas.sicism 
and  literalness.  The  worst  picture  in  the  gallery  is  un¬ 
doubtedly  Geronie’s  “  Rex  Tiliicen,”  which  jiossesses  no 
merit  but  that  of  a  false  accuracy,  and  the  surface  of 
which  is  polished,  as  though  the  artist  were  ashamed  of 


jiaint  and  brushes.  An  admirably  written  catalogue  from 
the  jien  of  Mr.  AV.  E.  Henley,  whose  monumental  Edin¬ 
burgh  catalogue  iiroved  him  to  be  second  to  none  as  an 
authority  on  the  French  Romantic  school,  greatly  enhances 
the  interest  of  the  exhibition. 

It  is  quite  a  curious  experience  to  find  oneself  in  a 
gallery  lull  ot  w.iter-colour  dr.iwings  by  George  Catter- 
MOLE.  This  distinguished  draughtsman  has  only  been 
dead  about  twenty  years,  and  yet  his  style  and  method 
seem  to  belong  entirely  to  the  iiast,  and  might  well  entitle 
him  to  rank  with  the  old  masters.  Our  gratitude  is  due  to 
Messrs.  Vokius  for  having  brought  together  an  interesting 
collection  of  the  works  of  this  energetic  painter  of  figures 
in  water-colour.  To  assign  a  definite  place  to  him  in  the 
liistory  of  art  would  be  difficult.  He  was  not  always  suc¬ 
cessful  as  a  colourist,  and  it  must  be  admitted  that  though 
everything  he  touched  was  distinguished  by  a  certain  rude 
vigour,  his  finished  pictures  are  deficient  in  tone,  and  too 
often  ineffective.  Indeed,  his  preliminary  sketche.s,  of 
which  several  are  to  be  seen  in  the  present  exhibition,  po.ssess 
(pralities  which  we  sometimes  look  for  in  vain  in  his  more 
laboured  productions.  He  rarely  jiainted  landscape  pure 
and  simple,  but  when  he  did  so  he  gave  evidence  that  he 
fully  appreciated  the  work  of  his  greit  contemiioraries  in 
that  branch  of  art.  ^Yo  cannot  help  seeing  in  one  or  two 
of  his  drawings  the  intliience  of  Turner.  AVhatever  were  the 
failings  of  George  Oattermole,  it  is  undoubted  that  he  was 
one  of  the  founders  of  the  great  school  of  English  water- 
colourists,  and  that  his  work  has  exercised  a  decided  in¬ 
fluence  on  the  present  generation  of  [laiuters. 

The  exhibition  at  the  French  Gallery  falls  this  year  below 
its  average.  It  is  distinguished  from  its  predecessors  by  the 
display  of  a  large  number  of  sketches  by  Herr  Heffner. 
These,  if  more  interesting  than  his  more  finished  pro¬ 
ductions,  suffer  in  an  eipial  degree  from  his  mannerism  of 
colour  anil  treatment.  Mrs.  .1.  E.  Reniiam  Hays  “Floren¬ 
tine  Procession,”  which  occupies  a  place  of  honour,  and 
which  re(]uires  more  than  a  page  of  text  to  elucidate  it, 
may  be  very  good  literature,  but  it  is  entirely  lacking  in 
pictorial  quality.  .1.  V.  Kramer’s  “Descent  from  the 
Cross’’  is  amliitious  in  conception,  but  it  is  too  academical 
to  be  convincing.  On  the  other  hand,  there  are  two 
Corots,  two  interesting  Diiprbs,  and  an  admirable 
“Harvest  Moon”  by  C.  F.  Daubigny.  Then  there  is  a 
masterpiece  in  miniature  l\y  Meissonier,  entitled  “  Le 
Rieur;”  a  very  strong  study  in  reds  and  browns  by 
Munkacsy,  called  “A  Pharisee;”  two  e.xcellent  ex- 
anqiles  of  the  art  of  Josef  Israels ;  and  a  delightful 
canvas  by  Mauve.  I’or  the  rest,  the  gallery  contains 
a  good  deal  that  is  commonplace,  and  not  a  little  that 
is  had. 

It  is  difficult  to  see  Avhy  there  should  lie  a  Society  of 
Lady  Artists  at  all.  Ladies  have  always  received  impartial 
treatment  from  the  hanging  committees  of  the  older  artistic 
societies,  and  it  seems  unnecessary  that  tliey  should  hold 
exhibitions  Avhicli  represent  no  school,  no  creed,  and  only 
ditl'er  from  their  neighbours  in  the  fact  that  all  the  pictures 
they  contain  are  painted  by  “  lady  artists.”  The  thirty- 
fourth  exhibition  of  the  society,  Avhich  has  been  held  re¬ 
cently,  contains  a  great  deal  of  commonplace  work,  but  very 
little  that  is  really  clever  or  striking.  Miss  Clara  Mont- 
alba’s  “  Old  M’atch  Tower,  Amsterdam,”  is  a  dashing  piece 
of  landscape,  and  two  sketches  by  Miss  Hilda  ISIontalba 
should  not  escape  notice.  Two  of  the  most  interesting 
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pictures  in  tlie  wlioie  gallery  arc,  in  our  judgment,  those  by 
Miss  Reiitiia  Newcombe.  This  artist’s  “In  the  Orchard” 
is  a  genuinely  sincere  out-of-doors  sketch,  and  is  full  of 
atmosphere  and  sunlight.  So  good  is  it,  that  we  cannot 
help  feeling  a  little  regret  that  it  is  somewhat  mannered, 
and  painted  too  much  under  the  influence  of  the  Newlyn 
school.  For  the  rest  we  would  call  attention  to  Miss 
Kindon’s  “  Free  Seats,”  the  drawings  of  Mrs.  and  Miss 
Naftel,  and  to  two  small  canvases  by  Miss  Pash. 

Among  the  most  prominent  figure-pictures  of  this 
spring’s  exhibition  of  the  Royal  Scottish  Academy  are 
Mr.  Robert  Gibb’s  vigorous  and  effective  battle  piece, 

‘  Alma— Advance  of  the  42nd  Highlanders,”  a  work  com¬ 
pleted  last  autumn  ;  and  Mr.  C.  Martin  Hardie’s  scene  in 
that  “  Child-Garden  of  Queen  Mary  ”  at  Inchmahome,  about 
which  the  late  Dr.  .John  Brown  has  written  so  charmingly. 
But  the  main  strength  of  the  Scottish  figure- painters  is 
devoted,  frequently  under  clearly-seen  French  inffuence,  to 
the  portrayal  of  rustic  subjects  ;  and  of  such  ivork  Mr. 
Austen  Brown’s  “  Scanty  Pasture  ”  is  a  forcible  example, 
a  picture  loaded  in  its  impasto,  trenchant  in  its  brush- 
work,  powerful  in  its  colour.  Mr.  G.  0.  Reid  shows  keen 
observation  of  humble  life,  effective  grouping,  and  narrative 
dexterity  in  his  homely  interior  with  figures,  “  The  Cate¬ 
chising  ;  ”  and  Mr.  Robert  McGreuor,  one  of  the  most 
recently  elected  Academicians,  has  several  of  his  low-toned 
subjects  of  cottagers  and  cottage  children,  of  which  one  of 
the  slightest,  but  perhaps  the  most  accomplished  and 
artistic,  is  that  entitled  “  Going  to  Work.”  Other  effective 
painters  of  rustic  life  are  Mr.  A.  C.  Sinclair,  Mr.  R.  Noble, 
Mr.  G.  D.  Armour,  and  Mr.  Payton  Reid.  In  the  depart¬ 
ment  of  landscape  Mr.  I^PTaggaet  sends  a  large  and  vivid 
transcript  of  wave  and  sky  and  shore,  in  “  Machrihanish 
Bay  ;”  Mr.  Lawton  Wingate’s  small  subjects  are  spirited 
in  handling,  and  distinguished  by  the  most  exipiisite  fresh¬ 
ness  and  purity  of  tone  ;  and  Mr.  J.  C.  Noble  renders, 
with  keen  force  of  colouring,  and  much  sense  of  the  change 
and  motion  of  nature,  various  sea-pieces  studied  from  the 
Berwickshire  coast.  The  finest  landscape  of  the  exhibition, 
however,  the  most  quietly  accomplished  and  impressive  of 
them  all,  is  Mr.  George  Reid’s  view  of  “  Montrose,”  a  work 
low  in  tone,  but  most  satisfying  in  composition,  and 
brilliant  in  the  concentration  of  its  lighting.  Mr.  Otto 
Leyds  shows  a  half-length  of  the  Hon.  Mrs.  Cheape, 
which,  in  the  thoroughness  of  its  modelling  and  in  the 
delicacy  of  its  flesh-painting,  is  something  of  a  surprise  to 
those  who  know  the  artist  only  through  his  average  work  ; 
and  Mr.  Robert  Gibb  is  at  his  best  in  a  dignified  and  well- 
posed  portrait  of  Sir  Arthur  Halkett.  Various,  already 
exhibited,  works  by  London  painters  supplement  the  pro¬ 
ductions  of  local  talent. 

The  Irish  Fine- Art  Society  has  now  changed  its  name 
to  the  Water-Colour  Society  of  Ireland,  and  the  first 
exhibition  in  Dublin  under  the  new  regime — the  thirty- 
first  altogether — has  been  remarkably  successful.  Most  of 
the  best  work  was  sent  by  lady  members.  Miss  Fanny 
CuRREY,  Miss  Ottara,  Miss  Rose  Barton,  and  others 
having  quite  a  number  of  excellent  studies  upon  the  walls. 
There  was,  strange  to  say,  comparatively  little  flower  paint¬ 
ing,  landscape  of  a  somewhat  ambitious  kind  taking  the 
front  rank.  Miss  Naftel,  A.R.W.S.,  had  a  charming  little 
figure  study,  Mr.  Naftel  a  larger  work,  and  Mrs.  Naftel 
one  of  the  best  studies  in  the  gallery,  while  the  President 
and  Mr.  Bingham  McGuinness  represented  the  Royal 
Hibernian  Academy. 
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The  super)}  form  in  whicli  Me.ssns.  Samp.son  Low  and  Co. 
have  re-issued  “  The  Comple<U  Angler”  worthily  celebrates 
tlie  hundredth  edition  of  Walton  and  Cotton’s  immortal 
work.  Finely  bound  and  excellently  printed,  admirable  in 
all  its  appointments  and  ably  edited  by  ilr.  R.  B.  Marston, 
those  two  imposing  volumes  are  ap[)ropriately  illustrateil 
with  a  series  of  fifty  photogravures  by  two  of  the  must 
eminent  and  intelligent  photographers  living.  Dr.  Emerson 
has  fully  illustrated  the  Lea,  and  Mr.  Bankart  the  Dove 
and  its  confluents,  and  nothing  could  be  more  interesting 
to  the  student  of  photography  than  to  observe  the  different 
way  and  siiirit  in  which  each  has  approached  his  suVqect. 
The  pictures  obtained  by  both,  though  different  in  their 
resultant  characteristics,  agree  in  this,  that  nearly  without 
exception  they  discover  genuine  artistic  feeling — we  might 
almost  say  an  unerring  instinct — in  the  oiierator.  Dr. 
Emerson  has  dealt  solely  with  the  (juiet  pastoral  scenery  of 
the  River  Lea,  selecting  his  subjects  with  especial  regard 
to  pictorial  possibilities,  and  evincing  consummate  know¬ 
ledge  of  the  capabilities  of  the  camera.  iMore  than  this, 
he  has  evidently  worked  with  the  tool  upon  his  plates  with 
the-object,  successfully  achieved,  of  softening  some  of  the  un¬ 
compromising  effects  of  photography  ;  and,  further,  he  has 
been  wise  in  selecting  dull  days  fur  his  work,  nlien  lights 
are  subdued  and  shadows  soft.  iMr.  Bankart,  on  the  other 
hand,  is  more  frankly  photographic,  but  the  scenes  he  shows 
us  are  always  more  romantically  picturesque  than  those  on 
the  Lea,  and  present  one  long  series  of  fascinating  subjects. 
Nothing  better  of  their  kind  have  ever  been  issued.  An 
admirable  photogravure  by  the  Typographic  Etching  Com¬ 
pany  of  Huysman’s  portrait  of  Walton  in  the  National 
Gallery  forms  the  frontispiece  to  the  first  volume,  and 
another,  very  nearly  as  good,  of  Cotton,  by  Sir  Godfrey 
Kneller,  precedes  the  second.  Numerous  little  Yvoodcuts 
of  river  scenery,  charmingly  drawn  by  Mr.  Carless,  are 
dotted  throughout  the  text,  but  M.  Stankow.ski  has  hardly 
done  them  full  justice  in  the  engraving.  Altogether  this 
“  Lea  and  Dove  Edition  ”  must  be  counted  among  the 
most  delightful  books  of  the  year. 

The  Rev.  W.  J.  Loftie,  who  has  gained  a  great  reputa¬ 
tion  as  an  historian  of  London,  Old  and  New,  will  certainly 
add  to  his  fame  by  his  “  Kensington,  Picturesque  and 
Historical”  (Field  and  Tuer).  The  number  of  his  facts  is 
enormous,  but  they  are  methodically  arranged  and  excel¬ 
lently  and  most  pleasantly  marshalled.  We  have  tested  a 
number  of  his  statements  and  found  them  extraordinarily 
free  from  error,  for  such  minor  slips  as  ascribing  to  ilr. 
Burges,  the  architect,  full  Academic  rank  can  hardly  be 
said  to  count.  What  faults  there  are  are  chiefly  faults  of 
omission.  Of  Mr.  Luker’.s  three  hundred  illu.strations  and 
their  reproduction  by  “process”  it  is  difficult  to  speak  too 
highly ;  our  readers  will  doubtless  recall  to  mind  the 
selection  of  them  which  appeared  in  these  pages  a  few 
months  ago.  The  half-dozen  Yvhich  have  been  coloured  by 
hand,  however,  are  complete  failures  ;  the  crude  colour 
irregularly  laid  on  and  the  coarse  tooling  in  the  skies  are 
so  objectionable  that  they  would  have  utterly  destroyed 
the  appearance  of  a  less  charming  book  than  this. 

The  first  half-yearly  volume  of  IM.  Bing’s  ^‘‘Artistic 
Japan  ”  (Sampson  Low,  Marston,  Searle,  and  Rivington)  is 
a  princely  Yvork.  Nothing  can  exceed  the  beauty  of  its 
illustrations.  The  coloured  plates,  ex<piisitely  reiiroduced 
by  M.  Gillot,  could  scarcely  be  better,  and  the  cuts 
inserted  in  the  text  are  arranged  Yvith  such  an  artistic 
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daintiness,  tliat  it  is  a  pleasure  merely  to  turn  over  the 
jiages  of  the  hook.  Among  the  pictures  are  to  be  found 
several  examples  of  Hokusai’.s  ver-satile  art.  His  drawing 
of  birds  and  flowers  is  almost  unsurpassed  ;  his  skill  in  land¬ 
scape  is  amply  attested  by  his  “View  of  Fujiyama,”  given 
in  Part  Oh,  while  the  humour  and  spirit  with  which  he  has 
depicted  a  crowd  wading  through  a  slush  of  melting  snow  in 
his  “  Street-Scene  on  a  New-Year’s  Day”  is  quite  remarkable. 
Rut  perhaps  the  most  brilliant  drawing  in  the  whole  volume 
is  the  “  Flight  of  Tomtits.”  The  artist  has  set  before  us  the 
birds  on  the  wing,  in  a  few  strokes  of  wonderful  euergy  and 
precision.  IM.  Ring  half  apologises  for  the  impressionism 
of  this  able  work,  but  we  feel  sure  that  the  staunchest 
opponents  of  the  “revolutionary”  school  of  art  would 
accept  it  without  question.  Tiie  representations  of  brocaded 
stutf,  pieces  of  ]iorcclain  and  metal-work  should  prove  of 
the  utmost  value  to  designers  and  craftsmen  of  all  sorts, 
d’lie  letterpress  is  unpretentious,  but  entirely  to  the  point. 
]\I.  Ring  himself  leads  off  with  a  well-written  introduction, 
in  which  he  says  of  the  Japaue.se  artist,  “  He  is  at  once  an 
enthusiastic  poet,  moved  by  the  spectacles  of  nature,  and 
an  attentive  and  minute  oliserver  of  the  intricate  mysteries 
which  lurk  in  the  infinitely  little.”  d'his  seems  to  us  no 
less  true  than  epigrammatic.  IM.  (Jonse  follows  with  an 
article  on  “The  Japanese  as  Decorators.”  He  argues,  and 
everyone  will  agree  with  him,  that  the  Japanese  “have 
carried  picturesque  treatment  of  line  and  colour  further  tliau 
any  other  race.”  The  (juaint,  symbolic  architecture  of  the 
land  of  the  Jlikadir  is  lucidly  described  by  IM.  Ditampier, 
who  not  inaptly  compares  the  wooden  houses  of  Japan  to 
honhoniu'eres.  Rut  perhaps  the  most  interesting  article  of 
all  is  M.  Edjiond  de  Goxcourt’s  story  of  a  “Travelling 
Writing-Set.”  We  are  told  how  this  delightful  toy  came 
into  the  possession  of  the  author,  and  how  he  discovered 
that  it  was  the  work  of  one  of  the  forty-seven  “  Ronius,” 
who  devoted  themselves  till  death  to  the  cause  of  avenging 
their  master,  Takumi. 

Hr.  Lewis  F.  Day’s  “Application  of  Ornament'’  (R. 
T.  Ratsford)  is  a  worthy  supplement  to  his  other  text¬ 
books  of  ornamental  design  which  have  already  been  noticed 
in  our  columns.  He  insists  rightly  and  clearly  upon  the 
conventional  treatment  of  forms  and  figures  used  in 
decoration.  The  necessity  of  repetition  in  design  renders 
naturalism,  even  in  flowers,  distressing,  and  it  is  well  that 
the  danger  of  literalness  should  be  pointed  out.  There 
are  one  or  two  statements  in  IMr.  Day’s  book  which  we 
cannot  endorse.  For  instance,  he  advances  the  opinion 
that  the  makers  of  Greek  vases  did  not  care  for  the  form 
of  the  vase  but  only  for  the  painting  upon  it.  This  is 
surely  erroneous  ;  the  most  marked  characteristic  of  Greek 
art  was  always  an  instinct  for  form.  Nor  can  we  agree 
with  him  that  style  is  only  a  thing  of  materials  and  tools. 
We  readily  admit  that  an  artist,  to  be  successful,  must  be 
guided  by  the  material  in  which  he  works  and  the  tools 
which  belong  to  his  particular  craft.  Rut  it  seems  to  us 
arguing  in  a  circle  to  say  that  the  scul[>ture  of  the 
Renaissance  resembled  that  of  ancient  Greece,  because  in 
both  cases  marble  was  the  material  used. 

There  are  few  periodical  publications  in  Europe  which 
for  combined  excellence  and  cheapness  can  compare  with 
the  “A’eue  MonatAiefte  cles  Dalieini”  (Daheim  Expedition, 
Leipzig).  The  three  numbers  before  us  are  capital  both 
in  text  and  illustration.  The  three  masterly  articles  upon 


Rcuilirandt  by  Professor  Kn.vckfuss  are  undoubtedly  the 
most  imiiortant  feature  of  the  magazine.  Illustrated  by 
a  large  number  of  remarkable  reproductions  of  etchings 
and  pictures  by  Rembrandt,  they  form  a  most  able  and 
scholarly  monograph  upon  the  great  Dutch  master.  The 
majority  of  the  illustrations  are  very  creditable  examples 
of  the  art  of  wood-cutting. 

The  album  issued  under  the  title  of  “Illustrations  of  the 
Yictejrian  Series,  and  other  Wall-Papers”  and  Co.) 

marks  a  very  distinct  advance  in  the  design  of  paper-hangings. 
With  these  india-proof  iiiqiressious  before  us  it  is  easier 
than  it  would  otherwise  be  to  appreciate  the  skill  and 
decorative  imstiuct  with  which  IMr.  F.  V.  Hart  has  designed 
his  “  Jubilee  Wall-Paper,”  so  full  of  cleverly-adapted  sym¬ 
bol,  Hr.  Walter  Crane  his  “Wood  Notes”  and  “Golden 
Age,”  Hr.  Lewis  Day  his  “  Medici  ”  and  “  Lucca,”  and  Hr. 
J.  D.  Sedding  his  “Jacobean”  and  “ Georgian ”  ])atterns. 
Without  going  so  far  as  to  record  our  absolute  approval 
of  all  of  them — so  much  depends  upon  individual  taste — we 
must  liear  witness  to  their  high  artistic  merits  and  their 
decorative  ipialities.  Hr.  William  IMorris  and  Messrs. 
Jeffrey  are  fa.st  educating  the  jniblic  up  to  understanding 
that  it  is  fur  preferable,  and  far  cheaper,  to  have  good 
pa[iers  on  the  walls  than  indifferent  picture.s. 


OBITUARY. 

AVe  regret  to  have  to  record  the  death,  at  the  age  of  a 
hundred  and  two,  of  Al.  CHevreul,  the  celebrated  chemist, 
to  whose  labours  in  the  department  of  colour,  scientifically 
and  materially  considered,  artists  and  art-workers  of  to-day 
are  so  much  indebted  ;  of  AL  Jobb^-Duval,  the  pupil  of 
Gleyre  and  Delaroche,  who  began  exhibiting  figure-subjects 
at  the  Salon  in  1841,  and  who  gained  a  medal  in  18.51,  a 
nippelm  1857  for  his  “Expulsion  of  the  Jews  from  Spain 
in  1492,”  and  admission  to  the  Legion  of  Honour  in  1861 ; 
of  the  engraver,  AI.  Portier  de  Reaulieu,  best  known  for 
his  rendering  of  Ribera’s  “  Adoration  of  the  Shepherds,” 
Lionardo  da  A'iuci’s  “St.  Anne,”  and  Corot’s  “Reverie;” 
of  the  A^ieniiese  artist,  Herr  Pettenkofen,  whose  ad¬ 
mirable  pictures  of  Hungarian  life  gained  him  the  personal 
esteem  and  friendshiii,  as  well  as  the  orders,  of  the  Emperor 
Francis-Joseph,  by  whom,  moreover,  he  was  ennobled  ;  of 
AI.  Charles  Donzel,  who  for  more  than  thirty  years  was 
a  constant  exhibitor  at  the  Salon,  attracting  attention  with 
his  “Rocks  of  Chauvau”  and  “Souvenir  of  Calvados,”  but 
more  particularly  with  his  water-colours  ;  of  AI.  Lalanne’s 
clever  pupil,  the  armless  painter-etcher  Noel  AIasson,  at 
the  age  of  thirty-five,  who,  since  1878,  has  been  e.xhibiting 
the  charming  and  delicate  landscape-etchings  he  executed 
with  his  artificial  hands  ;  of  Signor  AIarucelli,  the  sculptor 
of  Florence  (better  known  as  “Cainpino”),  whose  delicate 
chisel  contributed  largely  to  the  enrichment  of  the  facade 
of  the  Duomo — for  which  work  he  would  only  accept  a 
salary  of  fonr  shillings  a  day  ;  of  the  well-known  draughts¬ 
man,  AI.  Asselineau,  who  in  his  youth  was  attached  to  the 
Aladrid  Aluseuin  under  Aladrazzo,  and  whose  chief  work 
after  his  return  to  France  (where  he  has  died  at  the  age  of 
eighty-two)  was  the  illustration — under  A^iollet-le-Duc’s 
superintendence — of  Rarou  Taylor’s  “  AIoyen-Age  Pittor- 
esque  ;  ”  and  of  Signor  Allegro,  the  sculptor  and  archi¬ 
tect,  some  of  whose  best  -work  is  in  Genoa — the  place  of  his 
death. 


ART  IN  JUNE. 


ENGLISH  ART  AT  THE  PARIS  EXHHUTION,  188!). 

The  English  School  of  Painting  cannot  be  said  to 
be  well  represented  at  the  Paris  Centennial  Exhibition. 
When  one  remembers  the  contributions  at  the  former  in¬ 
ternational  exhiljitions  at  Paris,  the  i)resent  appears  to  be 
both  small  as  regards  number,  and  somewhat  wanting  in 
large  general  interest ;  but  after  wandering  through  the 
acres  of  French  pictures — many  of  them  old  accpiaintances 
— it  is  interesting  to  come  upon  the  small  group,  that  we 
at  once  recognise  as  still  more  intimately  our  fi'iends,  con¬ 
tributed  by  the  men  whose  work  we  know  so  well.  There 
is  great  dignity  and  great  refinement  about  many  of  these 
English  pictures  :  a  dignity  and  a  refinement  peculiar  to 
the  English  school,  with  its  reserve  as  to  subject  and  treat¬ 
ment.  The  picture  which  stands  out  most  strikingly,  as  the 
work  of  a  great  painter,  is  Mr.  Orchardson’s  “  Mariage 
de  Convenance — Alone!”  Unquestionably  there  is  no 
picture  in  the  whole  of  this  International  Exhibition  that 
is  finer  in  colour ;  it  is  doubtful  whether  any  picture 
even  competes  with  it.  Who  is  there  who  can  paint  such 
gorgeous  gloom — gloom  that  seems  filled  with  gold  and 
colour  1  The  gloom  of  the  HoLL,  which  hangs  next  to  it,  is 
a  mere  dull  smudge  of  brown  ;  and  brown  seems  to  do  duty 
for  colour  with  too  many  painters  where  anything  like 
depth  of  tone  without  blackness  is  aimed  at.  This  picture 
of  Orchardson’s  is  the  eye  of  the  English  collection,  and 
must  certainly  produce  its  effects  upon  the  French  painters 
who  care  to  go  and  study  the  works  of  the  Englishmen. 
Unfortunately  Frenchmen  will  not  study  much  the  works 
of  any  but  Frenchmen.  It  is  astounding  how  little  the 
Frenchman  knows  or  cares  about  what  is  going  on  else¬ 
where  than  in  Paris ;  but  if  he  will  take  the  trouble, 
even  he  may  learn  something  from  Mr.  Orchardson.  Sir 
Everett  Millais  and  Mr.  Hook  are  also  seen  to  great 
advantage.  The  two  have  managed  to  make  a  very 
charming  bit  of  hanging.  Millais’  portrait  of  Hook — very 
strong  and  robust,  but  not  perhaps  one  of  his  best  portraits 
— makes  a  centre,  and  is  supported  on  either  side  by  two 
very  fine  sea-scapes  by  Hook  himself,  these  being  flanked 
on  one  side  by  Millais’  “  Cherry  Ripe,”  and  on  the  other  by 
his  “Cinderella” — pictures  which  we  appreciate  none  the 
less  because  we  have  seen  them  in  popular  reproductions. 
Millais’  portrait  of  Mr.  Gladstone  also  hangs  here.  It  is 
the  standing  figure  which  is  so  ■well  known,  and  which 
is,  without  question,  the  better  of  the  Gladstone  portraits 
painted  by  him,  and  possibly,  for  insight  into  character 
and  masterly  treatment,  one  of  the  best  portraits  ever 
painted  by  anybody.  Mr.  Fildes  holds  his  own  very 
well  with  his  “  Venetians,”  a  photogravure  plate  of  which 
was  recently  published  in  The  Magazine  of  Art,  and 
with  his  large  subject  picture  of  “  The  Return  of  the 
Penitent,”  which  is  entirely  English  in  feeling,  and  painted 
in  a  manner  which  belongs  entirely  to  the  artist.  Mr. 
Riviere  is  not  well  represented  by  his  one  picture,  “  Let 
Sleeping  Dogs  Lie;”  but  Mr.  Burne-Jones  with  his  “King 
Cophetua  and  the  Beggar  Maid,”  and  Mr.  Watts  with 
his  “  Mammon,”  “  Hope,”  “  The  Three  Graces,”  and  other 
works,  lift  the  tone  of  the  exhibition  to  a  very  high  level. 
Mr.  OuLESS  shows  his  “Cardinal  Manning,”  and  that 


is  enough  to  keep  his  reputation  safe;  and  .Mr.  Alma 
Tadema  sends  his  “  Women  of  Amifliissa,”  and  one  or  twe 
of  his  charming  little  pictures  of  women  and  sea  and 
marble  and  flowers.  The  sea  belongs  to  no  nation,  but 
Mr.  Moore  paints  it  in  a  way  that  makes  one  feel  it 
belongs  to  England.  Sir  Frederick  Leighton  does  not 
do  himself  justice  with  his  single  exhibit  of  impoi  tance, 
the  “Caiitive  Andromache,”  but  there  is  no  need  to  con¬ 
tinue  a  mere  list  of  exhibits.  The  great  and  .striking 
fact  that  comes  home  to  one  after  examining  this  English 
collection  is,  that  the  British  painters  who  uphold  the 
reputation  of  our  .school  are  the  men  who  have  not  gone 
to  France  for  their  artistic  training.  Good  as  they  are, 
they  make  no  mark  in  this  English  gallery,  compared 
with  the  men  whose  names  we  have  mentioned.  It  may 
be  that  one  has  seen  so  much  French  work  in  the  other 
galleries,  finer  than  these  artists  give  us,  that  we  are 
unable  to  appreciate,  to  the  extent  they  deserve,  the  good 
qualities  contained  in  these  pictures  ;  but  the  fact  remains, 
nevertheless,  that  their  French  training,  with  all  that  is 
to  be  said  in  its  favour,  does  not  enable  these  young 
painters  to  take  the  prominent  position  for  which  a  French 
art-training  is  supposed  to  qualify  an  artist.  The  reputa¬ 
tion  of  the  English  school  is  upheld  in  France  to-day  by 
the  men  who  are  distinctly  British,  not  by  virtue  of  birth 
only,  but  because  their  tastes,  their  feeling,  their  modes  of 
expression  have  never  been  subordinated  to  the  teaching  of 
men  whose  taste  and  feeling  and  modes  of  expression  are 
not  British,  and  which  can  never  be  made  to  adapt  them¬ 
selves  to  minds  that  think,  to  souls  that  feel,  and  to  hands 
that  work  iu  ways  peculiar  to  the  English  people. 


THE  CHANTREY  PURCHASES. 

The  President  and  Council  of  the  Royal  Academy  have 
purchased  the  following  works,  now  in  the  exhibition, 
under  the  terms  of  the  Chantrey  Bequest : — “  The  Chapel 
of  the  Charterhouse,”  by  Professor  Herkomer,  A.R.A.  ;  Mr. 
J.  Aumonier’s  “Sheepwashing  in  Sussex;”  Mr.  H.  A. 
Pegram’.s  bronze  relief,  “Ignis  Fatuus ;  ”  Mr.  John  M. 
Swan’s  “The  Prodigal  Sou  and  Mr.  H.  S.  Tuke’s  “All 
Hands  to  the  Pumps.”  Mr.  Herkomer,  to  whom  £2,200 
has  been  paid  for  his  work,  is  thus  honoured  for  the 
second  time,  as  his  “  Found  ”  was  ac(iuired  for  the  same 
collection  five  years  ago.  The  only  other  artist  whose 
pictures  have  twice  been  bought  is  Mr.  .Joseph  Clark.  Mr. 
Aumonier  has  had  long  to  wait  for  official  recognition,  and 
he  is  to  be  congratulated  on  its  having  come  at  last ;  for 
few  have  deserved  it  better.  Three  hundred  pounds  were 
paid  for  the  work.  IMr.  Pegram  is  a  young  sculptor  who 
has  but  just  emerged  from  the  Academy  schools,  where  he 
has  for  some  time  attracted  the  lively  interest  of  the  Presi¬ 
dent  and  visitors  by  his  remarkable  talent.  There  can  be 
no  question  but  that  he  is  destined  to  be  a  powerful  recruit 
to  the  brilliant  band  of  men  who  are  raising  English  sculp¬ 
ture  to  an  unprecedented  height  of  excellence — Alfred  Gil¬ 
bert,  Onslow  Ford,  Thomas  Brock,  W.  B.  Richmond,  Harry 
Bates,  Hamo  Thornycroft,  and  Sir  Frederick  Leighton 
himself. 
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ARTISTS  AND  HONOURS. 

Tlie  elevation  to  the  rank  of  baronet  of  Nr.  Joseph 
Edgar  Boehm,  Sculptor  in  Ordinary  to  the  Queen,  and  of 
Nr.  Arthur  William  Blomfield  to  that  of  knighthood, 
are  to  be  taken  as  compliments  to  those  arts  -which  have 
for  some  time  been  passed  over  by  royal  recognition.  In 
the  present  reign  no  fewer  than  nineteen  British  painters 
have  received  the  honour  of  kniglithood  or  of  baronetcy 
(not  including  iNr.  Watts,  who  declined  the  latter  dignity), 
while  but  two  architects  and  two  sculptors  had  been  re¬ 
cognised  before  this  year  of  Grace.  The  painters  are  as 
follows  ;  Allan,  Boxall,  Brierly,  Burton,  Callcott,  Douglas, 
Eastlake,  Gilbert,  Gordon,  Grant,  Harvey,  llayter,  Land¬ 
seer,  Leighton.  Linton,  Macnee,  iVIillais,  Baton,  and  Ross. 
'I'he  architects  are  Barry  and  Scott,  and  the  sculptors 
AVestniacott  and  Steell.  But  long  before  the  present  reign 
the  practice  of  conferring  knighthood  upon  skilful  artists 
was  often  resorted  to.  It  began  in  that  of  Charles  I., 
who  distributed  his  favours  exclusively  upon  foreigners  — as 
often  for  their  diplomatic  as  for  their  artistic  gifts.  Bal- 
tluLsar,  Gerbier,  Rubens,  and  Ahandyck  were  his  knightly 
creations.  Then  followed  Lely,  Kneller  (whom  George 
1.  made  a  baronet),  and  Aledina ;  Thornhill,  Reynolds, 
Bourgeois,  Lawrence,  Raeburn,  Shee,  and  AVilkie.  The 
architects  were  AVren,  Ahinbrugh,  Chambers,  AVyatville, 
Smirke,  and  Soane.  The  only  sculptor  who  received  a 
knighthood — which  he  took  in  preference  to  a  baronetcy — 
was  Chantrey.  Besides  these  there  were  two  engravers, 
Dorigny  and  Strange— the  latter  receiving  it  as  his 
sovereign’s  aiiology  for  the  unjust  conduct  of  his  Royal 
Academy.  Such  is  the  British  Legion  of  Honour,  and  in 
perusing  it  we  cannot  help  asking  ourselves  how  it  is  that 
official  recognition  goes  no  further  'I  The  Press,  its  members, 
and  all  its  ways,  however  lu’illiant  they  may  be,  and  how 
great  soever  may  be  the  power  they  wield  and  the  good 
they  effect,  do  not  exist  so  far  as  official  recognition  goe.s. 
True.  ATt  Literature  receives  far  higher  rewards  than  Art. 
AVhy  is  this  so  1  Assuming  that  honours  and  rewards  are 
compatible  with  the  dignity  of  Art,  is  it  not  rather  a  slight 
than  otherwise  to  relegate  its  professors  to  the  lower  grade! 

EXHIRITTON.S  OF  THE  MONTH. 

An  extremely  interesting  collection  of  pictures  by  AI. 
Claude  AIoxet  has  been  exhibited  at  the  Goupil  Galleries. 
The  work  of  this  exceedingly  adroit  impressionist  lias  never 
before  been  so  well  seen  in  London.  There  is  a  great  deal 
of  force  and  skill  displayed  in  his  earlier  sketche.s,  produced 
under  the  influence  of  Courbet,  but  it  was  Ids  brilliant 
visions  of  sunlight  that  attracted  the  most  attention.  The 
vivid  truthfulness  of  these  strikes  the  spectator  at  once. 
The  effect  produced  is  not  always  pleasant.  AVe  feel  that  if 
we  had  to  look  long  at  these  dazzling  impressions  we  should 
need  blue  spectacles  to  shield  our  eyes.  But  this  feeling 
is  in  itself  the  strongest  evidence  of  the  truth  and  power  of 
Nonet’s  work.  That  he  has  exerted  an  extraordinary  in¬ 
fluence  on  modern  art — English  as  well  as  French — is  un¬ 
doubted.  A  comparison  of  Alonet’s  “  Prairie  and  Figures” 
with  Air.  Sargent’s  clever  pictures  at  the  New  English 
Art  Club  showed  how  much  Mr.  Sargent  has  learnt  from 
the  great  imiiressionist. 

“A  Dedication  to  Bacchus,”  which  has  been  exhibited  at 
Air.  Lefe.vre’s  Gallery,  is  one  of  Air.  Alm.v-Tadema’s  most 
important  works.  In  our  eyes  it  does  not  possess  as  much 
grace  and  beauty  as  some  of  his  smaller  canvases — as  that, 
for  instance,  which  he  exhibits  at  the  Academy  this  year. 


But  it  is  more  serious  in  intention,  and  overcomes  far 
greater  difficulties  than  “The  Shrine  of  Venus.”  It  con¬ 
tains  a  very  large  number  of  figures,  which  are  arranged 
with  surprising  tact  and  skill  ;  indeed,  the  naturalness  with 
which  the  composition  holds  together  is  one  of  the  most 
noticeable  features  of  the  work.  The  subject,  a  iirocession 
to  the  shrine  of  Bacchus,  is  one  with  which  'no  one  is  so 
competent  to  deal  as  Air.  Alma-Tadema ;  the  place  is  a  city 
in  Southern  Italy,  the  age  that  of  the  Antonines.  Of  the 
extraortlinary  truthfulness  witli  which  the  marbles  are 
rendered  nothing  need  be  said.  No  less  commendable  are 
the  variety  of  pose  and  gesture,  the  harmony  of  colour  and 
the  beauty  of  the  types,  which  stamp  the  painter’s  latest 
work  as  a  masterpiece.  The  dancing  girl  in  the  centre 
of  the  composition  is  perhaps  the  most  graceful  figure  we 
remember  to  have  seen  from  the  hand  of  this  artist. 

In  the  same  gallery  is  exhibited  a  group  of  cattle  by 
Aide.  Ros.a  Bonheur.  It  is  painted  with  a  great  deal  of 
strength  and  energy,  but  the  general  effect  of  colour  is 
unpleasant,  and  the  landscape  is  conventional  and  hardly 
thought  out.  But  it  is  in  the  rendering  of  cattle  that 
Aide.  Bonheur’s  skill  lias  always  displayed  itself,  and  in 
this  she  has  succeeded  far  better  than  in  the  environment' 
of  moor  and  sky. 

Captain  Coleridge’s  water-colour  drawings  of  the  River 
Thames,  which  have  been  exhibited  at  the  galleries  of  the 
Fine  Art  Society,  are  pleasant  in  subject  and  sufficiently 
skilful  in  execution.  They  are,  however,  undistinguished 
in  style,  and  lack  breadth  and  freedom.  There  is  plenty 
of  material  in  the  reaches  of  the  upper  Thames,  in  the 
reedy  backwaters,  the  rushing  weirs,  and  undulating  mea¬ 
dows,  for  artistic  treatment,  but  CNptain  Coleridge  seems 
to  us  to  have  dallied  with  his  opportunity.  Until  his  feck- 
7iique  has  gained  in  force  and  individuality,  he  can  scarcely 
hope  to  render  his  drawings  interesting. 

In  the  same  galleries  there  has  been  shown  a  collection 
of  water-colour  drawings  by  Airs.  Allingham,  entitled  “  On 
the  Surrey  Border.”  Airs.  Allingham’s  work  is  by  this 
time  .so  well  known,  that  there  is  no  need  to  say  much 
about  it  here.  Her  most  recent  sketches  display  the  rich 
colour,  the  daintiness  of  drawing,  and  the  appreciation  of 
the  forms  of  flowers,  that  we  have  learned  to  expect  from 
her.  Such  drawings  as  “  Hillside  Cottage”  (17),  “  The  End 
of  the  Day”  (41),  “  Blackberrying ”  (44),  and  “The  AVorld” 
(.59),  are  entirely  characteristic  of  her  graceful  art.  It  is 
perhaps  unfortunate  that  she  should  have  been  content  to 
paint  the  same  subjects  over  and  over  again.  This  leads 
to  a  mannerism  which  cannot  fail  to  detract  from  the 
truth  and  value  of  an  artist’s  work. 

At  the  galleries  of  the  Fine  Art  Society,  too,  a  small 
collection  of  drawings  by  Aliss  Bertha  Patmore  has  been 
exhibited.  They  are  marked  by  neatne.ss  r)f  style,  and  ex- 
(piisitene-ss  of  touch,  and  careful  study  of  the  butterflies, 
dormice,  feathers,  and  other  objects  chosen  for  represen¬ 
tation.  But  by  far  the  best  of  them  are  the  illuminated 
title-pages,  designed  in  the  style  of  the  fourteenth  century. 
In  these  Aliss  Patmore  displays  admirable  taste  and  a  fine 
appi’eciation  for  decorative  effect. 

The  exhibition  of  photographs  by  Airs,  and  Air.  Cameron, 
which  has  been  held  at  106,  New  Bond  Street,  was  the 
most  important  of  its  kind  that  we  liave  yet  seen  in 
London.  The  most  .serious  objection  that  may  be  taken 
to  photographs  as  works  of  art  is,  that  in  them  all  details 
have  the  same  value.  It  is  the  business  of  the  artist,  in 
painting  a  picture,  to  omit  all  that  is  not  essential  to  the 
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liarmonising  effect  of  tlie  wliole.  But  tlie  sensitised  i)late 
is  incapable  of  any  reserve,  and  reflects  both  background 
and  foreground  with  a  uniform  minuteness  which  is  posi¬ 
tively  disagreeable.  That  jMrs.  Cameron  and  her  son  have 
succeeded  to  a  great  extent  in  mitigating  this  inartistic 
quality  in  photography  has  now  been  abundantly  proved. 
Their  exhibition  included  a  series  of  admirable  reproduc¬ 
tions  of  pictures  by  Mr.  G.  F.  Watts,  and  of  the  portraits 
of  the  House  of  Stuart  recently  exhibited  at  the  New 
Gallery,  as  well  as  photographs  of  poets,  men  of  science, 
and  others.  These  are  all  executed  with  a  keen  artistic 
sense,  and  it  may  now  be  taken  as  demonstrated  that 
photography,  if  handled  with  tact,  can  produce  results  of 
which  no  artist  need  be  ashamed. 


REVIEW.S. 

One  of  the  most  diligent  and  creditable  pieces  of  com¬ 
pilation  we  have  seen  is  Mrs.  C.  H.  Strahan’s  History 
of  French  Fainting'’  (Sampson  Low  and  Co.),  a  book 
which  purports  to  deal  with  the  subject  with  some  ful¬ 
ness  “  from  its  earliest  to  its  latest  practice,  including  an 
account  of  the  French  Academy  of  Painting,  its  Salons, 
schools  of  instruction,  and  regulations.”  Into  this  portly - 
and  handsomely-printed  volume  the  author  Fas  succeeded 
in  packing  an  extraordinary  amount  of  information,  col¬ 
lected  and  collated  from  scores  of  books  and  periodicals, 
and  subdivided  and  arranged  Avith  rare  intelligence  and 
skill — the  whole  being  neither  too  concise  nor  too  diffu¬ 
sive  for  its  purpose.  That  there  are  some  feAv  faults  in 
a  big  undertaking  such  as  this — errors  of  judgment  as  well 
as  printing — is  not  surprising,  but  they  are  hardly  of  a 
kind  likely  to  tell  against  the  great  usefulness  of  the  book. 
One  can  but  smile  at  the  misunderstanding  or  ignorance  of 
the  quality  and  condition  of  English  art  shown  by  most 
American  Avriters,  of  Avhich  the  author  gives  an  amusing 
example  Avhen  discussing  the  present  condition  of  French 
art.  She  says,  Avith  unconscious  conceit  and  a  poor  know¬ 
ledge  of  facts,  “  That  French  art  stands  high  in  the  estimate 
of  nations  is  evident  from  the  facts  that  America  eagerly 
gathers  French  pictures  at  any  price;  that  London  keeps  a 
permanent  gallery  of  Bore’s  work,  and  another  for  temporary 
exhibition  of  neAv  Avorks  of  French  artists,  an  appreciation 
Avhich  English  art  cannot  win  French  artistic  taste  to  re¬ 
ciprocate.  France,  indeed,  has  few  English  pictures  in  her 
galleries.”  This  is  not  the  first  time  a  lady-writer  has 
mixed  irp  cause  and  effect.  In  spite  of  little  defects  such 
as  these,  the  volume  is  admirably  arranged  for  reference, 
and  vastly  enhances  its  value  by  including  all  the  principal 
painters,  living  and  dead,  in  a  manner  combining  the  ad¬ 
vantages  of  the  running  history  and  biographical-dictionary 
methods.  The  story  of  their  lives,  anecdotes,  list  of  their 
Avorks,  criticisms  by  eminent  hands,  together  with  their 
artistic  relations  Avith  their  teachers  and  felioAv-painters, 
are  all  given  Avitli  sufficient  amplitude,  Avhile  the  Avhole 
body  of  artists  are  not  only  for  convenience’  sake  divided 
into  periods  of  the  century,  but  also  into  the  “  schools  ”  and 
by  the  subjects  Avith  Avhich  they  identified  themselves. 
In  fact,  it  is  a  volume  that  should  be  in  the  hands  of  every 
student  of  art-history. 

The  Henry  Irving  Shalcesjjeare”  (Blackie  and  Son),  the 
fifth  volume  of  Avhich  has  recently  made  its  appearance, 
contains  “All’s  Well  That  Ends  Well,”  “Julius  Caesar,” 
“  jMeasure  for  Measure,”  “Troilus  and  Cressida,”  and  “  Mac¬ 
beth,”  edited  primarily  by  Mr.  Frank  Marsh.vll,  and, 
generally,  by  Mr.  A.  A.  Evans,  IMr.  Oscar  Adams,  Mr. 


Arthur  Symons,  ami  Mr.  Wilson  Vurity.  All  the  features 
which  have  already  gained  for  this  issue  acceptance  as  “  the 
reader’s  Shakespeare  ”  are  retained — the  literary,  stage  and 
critical  histories  of  the  play.s,  the  maps,  the  copious  notes, 
and  the  lists  of  words  and  emendations.  In  the  illustra¬ 
tions  Mr.  Gordon  Broavne  keeps  up  the  spirit  and  fresh¬ 
ness  of  his  design  with  extraordinary  ability.  A  couple  of 
years  ago  it  Avas  sadly  proved  to  us  how  incapable  Avas 
tlie  Royal  Academy  as  a  body  to  cope  Avith  Shakespeare, 
and  make  his  heroines  living  and  interesting  realLsation.s. 
Mr.  Browne,  of  course,  makes  no  pretence  of  aiming  at  the 
highest  mark,  but,  keeping  steadily  within  the  limits  of 
his  manner  and  method,  he  succeeds  in  placing  before  the 
spectator  an  inexhaustible  series  of  pleasing  designs,  strik¬ 
ingly  well-drawn  for  the  most  part,  often  dramatic,  always 
facile  in  execution,  excelling  chiefly  in  his  translation  of 
dramatic  and  humorous  episodes. 

With  tlie  letterpress  of  the  “  Histoire  eh  VEcole  Navale  ” 
(Maison  Quantin,  Paris)  Ave  are  hardly  concerned.  It  Avill 
be  sufficient  to  remark  in  passing  that  the  subject  seems  to 
be  treated  Avith  considerable  care  and  detail.  It  is,  hoAv- 
ever,  Avithiii  our  province  to  say  something  of  the  illustra¬ 
tions  Avhicli  accompany  the  text  of  this  Avell-printed  volume. 
We  may  express  our  surprise  that  the  forty  plates  from 
the  pencil  of  M.  Paul  Jazet — Avhich,  though  they  may  be 
admirable  studies  of  costume  and  naval  architecture,  are 
distinguished  by  a  total  absence  of  artistic  merit — Avere 
alloAved  to  pass,  remembering,  as  Ave  do,  the  wonderful 
resources  at  the  command  of  the  great  French  publishing 
firm  by  whom  the  volume  is  issued. 

The  latest  addition  to  the  usually  admirable  “  Bihlio- 
theque  de  1’ Enseignement  des  Beaux-Arts”  (Maison  Quantin, 
Paris)  is  La  Sculpture  Antique’’  by  M.  P.  Paris.  It  is 
in  every  Avay  Avorthy  of  the  series  to  Avhich  it  belongs. 
Some  hundred  pages  are  devoted  to  the  discussion  of 
Egyptian,  Assyrian,  and  Phoenician  sculptors,  and  the  rest 
of  the  volume  deals  efficiently  with  the  sculptors  of  Greece. 
M.  Paris  very  Avisely  avoids  controversy  for  the  most  part, 
but  we  think  that  in  one  or  tAvo  cases  he  might  Avell 
have  deviated  from  this  plan.  For  instance,  in  discussing 
the  magnificent  Choiseul-Gouffier  Apollo  of  the  British 
Museum  he  does  not  set  forth  the  argument  against  its 
ascription  to  Kalamis  Avith  nearly  enough  force,  and  though 
there  is  no  need  to  dogmatise  and  call  the  A\mrk  the  statue 
of  a  pugilist,  Ave  do  not  believe  for  a  moment  that  its 
author,  whether  Kalamis  or  Pythagoras,  intended  it  to 
represent  the  god  of  music.  But,  after  all,  such  points  as 
this  are  rather  curious  than  important,  and  aa'c  recognise 
that  M.  Paris  has  performed  his  task  concisely  and  yet 
thoroughly.  Had  it  been  furnished  with  achronological  table 
and  an  index,  “La  Sculpture  Antique”  Avould  have  been  a 
useful  Avork.  The  illustrations,  if  not  artistically  reproduced, 
are  eminently  practical,  though  there  is  a  certain  lack  of 
freshness  in  them,  the  majority  having  already  appeared  in 
other  volumes  of  the  same  series. 

It  is  notorious  that  in  the  Avhole  round  of  sports  there  is 
none  Avhich  appeals  more  strongly  and  more  insidiously  to 
artists  than  the  gentle  craft  of  fly-fishing,  and  it  is  therefore 
Avith  the  greater  pleasure  that  Ave  welcome  l\Ir.  Frederic 
M.  Halford’s  masterly  “Dry  Fly-Fishing  ”  (Sampson  Loav 
and  Co.).  The  author  is  one  of  the  most  eminent  authorities 
on  the  art — practical,  unprejudiced,  and  of  vast  experience, 
known  to  all  tlie  fishing  Avorld  by  his  pseudonym  of 
“Detached  Badger.”  We  are  therefore  not  surprised  to 
find  that  so  complete  and  so  lucid  is  this  dissertation  on 
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fly-fisliiiig,  both  in  theory  and  practice,  and  in  all  branches 
connected  with  it,  that  he  may,  without  exaggeration,  be 
considered  the  Omega,  to  "Walton  and  Cotton’s  Alpha,  of  the 
articles  of  the  piscatorial  creed.  From  an  external  point  of 
view  the  volume  is  admirably  printed  and  “  ])roduced,”  but 
it  is  to  the  illustrations  that  we  would  call  special  attention. 
It  is  not  of  the  artistic  merit  in  the  plates  that  we  would 
speak — although  there  is  some  of  it — but  of  their  novel 
character.  Those,  for  example,  illustiating  the  chapter  on 
“flow  to  Cast” — maybe  a  dozen  or  more — arc  no  fancy 
pictures.  They  are  drawn  liy  Mr.  IMoul  from  an  elaborate 
series  of  instantaneous  photograjdis  taken  for  the  purpose 
by  Messrs.  Elliott  and  Fry,  and  for  the  first  time  we  are 
enabled  to  see  the  exact  position  of  the  fly  and  curves  of 
the  line  during  the  various  stages  of  the  cast — itself  a  re¬ 
velation  to  hy-tishers,  a  help  to  the  beginner  who  would  know 
what  his  tly  is  doing  after  it  left  his  sight,  a  l)oon  doubtless 
to  many  a  tishernian,  and  pregnant  with  suggestion  and 
hope  for  the  unpractised.  The  plates  in  illustration  of  the 
cha))ter  on  “Autopsy”  are  further  of  great  a.s.sistance. 


OBITU.4RY. 

The  art  of  scene-painting  has  lost  two  of  its  most  endnent 
English  professors  during  the  last  month  ;  men  who  not  only 
excelled  in  its  practice,  but  who  also  assisted — perhaps  more 
than  any  others  of  the  present  generation — in  its  develop¬ 
ment.  To  them  both  must  in  a  great  measure  be  awarded 
the  credit  of  having  placed  English  scene-painting  before 
that  of  any  in  the  world.  Mr.  WiLLi.vM  lioxBY,  better 
known  as  WTlli.vm  Roxey  Beverley,  was  without  question 
supreme  in  his  profession — which  could  hardly  be  said  of 
his  other  business,  theatre-managing.  Indeed,  his  lo.sses  in 
connection  with  that,  which  plunged  him  quite  recently  into 
ruin,  doubtless  hastened  the  venerable  artist’s  end.  As  we 
have  but  lately  presented  our  readers  with  some  account 
of  Mr.  Beverley’s  achievements,  we  will  not  again  recur 
to  them,  but  a  few  facts  are  called  for.  He  was  born  in 
Bichmond  in  1829,  and  though  intended  for  the  stage,  he 
speedily  make  his  mark  as  a  scene-painter  of  originality 
and  of  delightful  fancy.  Painting  was  his  forte,  and  he 
sturdily,  though  ineffectually,  opposed  the  advance  of  the 
“  set-scene.’’  He  excelled  chiefly  in  rendering  the  charm 
and  mystery  of  atmospheric  effects,  the  result  of  a  novel 
method  of  his  own  of  “going  over”  the  cloth  on  which  the 
previously-applied  distemper  was  still  wet.  Mr.  Beverley 
exhibited  twenty-nine  pictures  in  the  Royal  Academy  be¬ 
tween  1865  and  1880,  the  majority  of  them  being  sea¬ 
scapes  ;  but  water-colour  was  his  favourite  medium. '  His 
last  picture  seen  in  the  Academy  was  that  exhibited  in 
1880,  under  the  title  of  “  Fishing- Boats  Going  Before  the 
Wind:  Early  Morning.”  His  death  now  raises  Mr.  William 
Telbin  and  iMr.  Hawes  Craven  to  the  head  of  their  pro¬ 
fession. 

Six  days  after  Mr.  Beverley’s  death  at  Plampstead  there 
passed  away,  at  his  house  in  Blackwater,  Hampshire,  Mr. 
John  O  Conner,  on  the  23rd  of  May.  Mr.  O’Conner 
was  a  member  of  the  Royal  Institute  of  Painters  in  Water 
Colours,  and  as  much  esteemed  as  a  painter  in  oil  as  in 
water-colour  and  distemper.  Since  1853  and  up  to  quite 
recently  he  had  exhibited,  at  the  Academy  and  elsewhere, 
some  sixty  works,  but  failing  health  had  begun  to  weigh 
upon  his  hand,  although  he  remained  in  harness  almost 
up  to  the  last.  His  easel  pictures  had,  for  the  most  part, 
London  and  Italian  scenes  for  their  subjects. 

i\Ir.  “Walter  Goodall,  who  died  at  the  latter  end  of 
May,  was  the  son  of  Edward  Goodall,  the  engraver,  and  in 


common  with  his  brothers  Frederick  and  Edward,  he  in¬ 
herited  a  good  deal  of  artistic  talent,  which  he  devoted  to 
water-colour  painting.  In  1853  he  was  elected  an  Associate 
of  the  Royal  Society  of  Painters  in  Whiter  Colours,  and  in 
1861  was  advanced  to  the  full  rank,  and  from  that  time 
forward  he  was  one  of  its  most  active  members.  In  1852 
he  sent  three  figure-i)ictures  to  the  Academy,  but  apart 
from  these  he  reserved  all  his  productions  for  the  “Old 
Society.”  In  1884  he  sent  his  last  drawing  to  Pall  Mall 
East,  and  three  years  later  he  ceased  to  be  a  member.  At 
the  Centennial  Exhibition  of  Philadeli>hia,  in  1876,  he  was 
represented  by  “The  Lottery  Ticket.”  His  choice  of  sub¬ 
ject  was  wide,  travelling  over  the  whole  field  of  the  genre- 
painter. 

The  death  of  i\fr.  Joseph  B.  Kidd  removes  one  of  the 
foundation  members  of  the  Scottish  Academy.  He  was 
born  in  1808,  and  at  the  age  of  eighteen  was  elected  an 
i\ssociate  on  the  union  of  two  other  societies.  In  1829  he 
became  a  full  member  of  the  Royal  Scottish  Academy,  and 
soon  alter  left  Ediidmrgh  for  London.  Since  1836  he  did 
not  exhibit  in  Edinburgh,  but  ho  retiuned  his  membership 
until  1858. 

M.  Louis  Adolphe  Eude,  one  of  the  most  prominent, 
as  he  was  one  of  the  last,  of  the  old  sculptors,  has  died  at 
the  age  of  seventy-one.  The  pupil  of  David  D’Angers,  to 
whom  he  came  from  his  birtlqilace  Ares,  he  made  his 
debut  in  the  Salon  in  1847  with  a  statue  called  “Amour.” 
Twelve  years  later  he  obtained  a  third-class  medal  for  his 
“  Omphale.s,”  which  is  now  in  the  Court  of  the  Louvre,  while 
in  1877  his  “  Return  from  the  Chase  ”  gained  for  him  a  first- 
class  medal.  His  bust  of  Jean  Goujon  was  purchased  by 
the  State  in  1850,  and  now  figures  in  the  museum  of  Amiens. 

M.  Jules  Dieterle,  although  not  an  easel  picture- 
painter,  was  a  man  of  fine  artistic  sentiment  and  imagination. 
He  was  e.ssentially  a  scene-painter,  having  while  still  a  boy 
begun  his  apprenticeship  to  Ciceri,  the  “  d^corateur”  of  the 
Paris  Opera-House,  and  is  best  known  in  this  department 
for  the  scenes  he  painted  for  “  The  Jewess,”  “  The  Hugue¬ 
nots,”  “  The  Prophet,”  “  Robert  le  Diable,”  and  other  operas. 
In  1848,  being  then  in  his  thirty-eighth  year,he  was  appointed 
art-director  at  the  manufactory  of  Sevres,  and  later  he 
collaborated  with  Sdehan  in  some  elaborate  schemes  of 
decoration  for  the  Sultan,  by  whom  he,  in  turn,  was  de¬ 
corated.  In  1877  he  became  the  head  of  the  National 
Manufactory  of  Beauvais,  a  post  of  honour  which  he  retained 
till  his  death.  j\I.  Dieterle  was  an  officer  of  the  Legion  of 
Honour. 

The  deaths  have  also  occurred  of  the  infamous  though 
talented  Austrian  artist,  Kirchner,  who  was  last  year 
sentenced  to  six  years’  imprisonment  for  having  attempted 
to  as.sassinate  his  friend  after  intrigiung  with  his  wife  ;  of 
Signor  SiRTOLi  at  Bergamo,  his  birthplace,  at  the  age  of 
seventy,  who  was  chiefly  famous  for  having  thrown  him¬ 
self  into  the  struggle  of  1848  with  so  much  gallantry  that  he 
was  raised  to  the  rank  of  officer  by  Garibaldi  on  the  battle¬ 
field  ;  of  Herr  JValdemar  Rau,  the  eminent  landscape- 
painter;  of  Herr  Bulow,  the  court-painter  of  Frederick 
the  First ;  of  Charles  Saunier,  who,  born  at  Montllffiry 
in  1816,  was  a  piqhl  of  Ingres,  and  exhibited  many  a  not¬ 
able  ])ortrait  in  oil  or  pastel  at  the  Salon  ;  and  of  M. 
Jean  Capeyron,  at  the  advanced  age  of  eighty-three.  M. 
Capeyron  was  known  as  an  animal-painter,  but  the  chief 
claim  he  has  on  the  gratitude  of  the  art-world  was  the 
vigorous  support  he  accorded  to  the  new  school,  from 
Delacroix  to  M.  Dupr4,  while  they  were  fighting  the  battle 
of  Romanticism. 


ART  IN  JULY. 


THE  MEDALS  OF  HONOUH  AT  THE  PAllIS 
EXHIBITION. 

Up  to  the  time  of  going  to  j)ress  we  learn  that  the  jury 
de  classe  has  awarded  the  following  medals  of  honour  in  the 
depariraent  of  painting  : — 

England :  Lawbence  Alma-Tadema,  E.A.,  and  Hexey  Moore, 
A.E.A. 

Austria :  Mihaly  Munkacsy. 

Belgium :  Emile  Wautebs,  Franz  Couetens,  and  Alfred 
Stevens. 

Denmark  :  Peter  Keoyee. 

Finland  :  Albert  Edelfeldt. 

France :  Pascal  Daonan-Bodyeret,  Jules  Del.aunay,  Jules 
Dupre,  Aim£  Moeot,  Leon  Lhermiite,  Jean  Giooux, 
Antoine  Hubert,  Camille  Bernier,  Fernand  Cormon, 
Edouard  Detaille,  Jules  Lefebvee,  and  Eaphael  Collin. 

Germang  :  Max  Liebeemann  and  Friedrich  Uhde. 

Holland:  Josef  Israels. 

Ittthj  :  G.  Boldini. 

Norivag :  Weeenskjold. 

Bnssia :  Joseph  Chelmonski. 

Spain  :  Jiminez. 

Sweden  :  A.  Beroh. 

United  States  :  John  S.  Sargent  and  Julius  Melchees. 

It  cannot  be  denied  that  there  are  several  surprises  in 
this  list.  The  work  of  Mr.  Henry  Moore  has  been  a  reve¬ 
lation  in  Paris,  his  “  Clearness  after  Piain  ”  being  especially 
admired.  Mr.  Alma-Tadema  exhibited  his  “Women  of 
Amphissa  ”  and  his  exquisite  “  Expectation,”  as  well  as  his 
water-colours  of  “Pleading  ”  and  “  Music.” 

First-class  medals  have  been  awarded  to  Sir  Frederick 
Leighton,  P.Pi.A.,  for  his  “  Captive  Andromache,”  “  Simoe- 
tha  the  Sorceress,”  “  Lady  Coleridge,”  and  especially  his 
statuette  of  “  Needless  Alarms  ;  ”  to  Messrs.  Burne-Jones, 
A.E.A.  (“  King  Cophetua  ”),  Herkomer,  A.E.A.  (“  IMiss 
Grant,”  “  Entranced  ” — hitherto  known  as  “  An  American 
Lady” — and  his  etchings  of  the  same)  ;  Hook,  E.A.  (“The 
Day  for  the  Lighthouse,”  “Ill  Blows  the  Wind  that  Profits 
Nobody,”  and  “The  Close  of  Day”);  Orchardson,  E.A. 
(“  Mariage  de  Convenance ;  After,”  “  Her  First  Dance,” 
and  “  IMaster  Baby  ”) ;  Whistler  (“  Lady  Archibald  Camp¬ 
bell,”  “  The  Balcony,”  and  eight  original  etchings  of  street 
scenery);  Stanhope  Forbes  (“The  Village  Harmonic” 
and  “Their  Ever-Shifting  Home”);  John  E.  Eeid  (“The 
Eival  Grandfathers  ”  and  “  Homeless  and  Homeward  ”) ; 
Leader,  A.E.A.  (“  In  the  Evening  there  shall  be  Light”)  ; 
and  J.  J.  Shannon  (“  Henry  Vigne,  Esq.”).  Sir  Everett 
IMillais,  Mr.  Watts,  and  other  prominent  members  of  the 
English  school  did  not  compete. 


THE  ,  CRIPPLING  OF  THE  CHANTREY  BEQUEST. 

It  is  extremely  to  be  regretted  that  the  majority  of  the 
Court  of  Appeal  have  confirmed  the  narrow  and,  artistically 
considered,  the  ignorant  view  of  Mr.  .Justice  North,  by 
forbidding  the  President  and  Council  of  the  Eoyal  Academy 
to  purchase  any  work  of  sculpture,  under  the  terms  of  the 
Chantrey  bequest,  that  is  not  composed  of  marble,  or  bronze, 
or  other  metal.  Our  readers  will  remember  that  we  last 


year  recorded  the  application  of  the  trustees  of  the  fund  of 
tlie  Court,  to  permit  them  to  act  on  the  spirit,  instead  of  on 
the  words,  of  Chantrey’s  will,  and  buy  works  that  w'ere 
“completed”  so  far  as  the  artist  was  concerned,  although 
not  absolutely  so  iu  jioint  of  material.  It  w-as  hopeless, 
from  the  beginning,  that  a  just  way  out  of  the  difficulty 
would  be  arrived  at,  for  the  legal  mind  has  ever  proved,  by 
its  very  constitution,  unable  to  appreciate  the  w'orkings  and 
character  of  the  artistic  mind  ;  .so  that  it  is  not  surprising 
to  find  Lord  Justice  Cotton  and  Lord  Justice  Fry  guiding 
their  decision  by  the  w'ords  of  Chantrey’s  solicitor  rather  than 
by  the  spirit  of  Cdiantrey’s  acts  and  evident  intentions. 
Sir  Edward  Fry  recognised  the  fact  that  the  view  of  Sir 
Frederick  Leighton  and  the  Master  of  the  Eolls  was  “  more 
for  the  interests  of  art,”  and  yet,  in  spite  of  the  leading- 
sentence  in  Chantrey’s  will — “  it  is  my  desire  and  intention 
that  .  .  .  the  clear  income  of  my  aforesaid  residuary 

jiure  personal  estate  shall  be  devoted  to  the  encouragement 
of  British  Fine  Art  iu  Painting  and  Sculpture  only  ” — 
elected  to  stand  by  the  most  literal  translation  to  the  direc¬ 
tion  that  “  no  commission  or  orders  for  the  execution  of 
works  to  be  afterwards  purchased  as  aforesaid  shall  at 
any  time  be  given.”  But  is  it  giving  “  a  commission  ”  to 
intimate  that  if  such-and-such  a  work  in  plaster  or  was 
satisfactorily  cast  or  carved  it  w'ill  be  bought  by  the  trustees 
of  Chantrey’s  willl  Certainly  not,  so  far  as  the  work  to 
be  produced  in  bronze  is  concerned,  for  once  the  wax  or 
plaster  finished,  the  wmrk  is  absolutely  complete  so  far  as 
regards  the  artist ;  the  re.st  is  as  independent  a  process  from 
the  original  work  as  the  varnishing  of  an  oil  picture.  By 
adhering  to  the  strict  letter  of  the  will,  Chantrey’s  intentions 
appear  to  us  not  only  not  carried  out,  but  absolutely  sub¬ 
verted.  Sir  Henry  Cotton  holds  that  the  words  of  a  will 
“  should  not  be  tortured  in  order  to  carry  out  its  view  of 
the  testator’s  meaning,”  but  when  w^e  find  that  in  the  case 
of  Turner’s  will  his  intentions  as  regards  the  heir-at-law 
were  entirely  upset,  we  become  somewhat  sceptical  on  the 
forensic  idea  of  “  intentions.”  By  the  present  decision,  the 
majority  of  the  Court  of  Appeal  prevent  the  testator’s  own 
profession — which  he  placed  in  his  will  on  an  equal  footing 
with  that  of  painting — from  sharing,  as  it  should,  in  its 
benefits.  They  make  no  allowance  for  an  artist’s  loosene.ss 
of  expression — that,  of  course,  is  only  right ;  but  they  do 
not  even  take  into  consideration,  as  they  should,  the  condi¬ 
tions  under  which  he  worked  and  which  were  at  the  time 
the  practice  of  the  profession.  M-hen  Chantrey  had  finished 
the  clay,  the  work  was  “complete”  as  far  as  he  was  con¬ 
cerned  ;  the  reproduction  of  it  was  then  a  matter  for  the 
skilled  mechanic — the  artist’s  share  was  done.  Nay,  certain 
of  his  best-known  designs  have  been  declared  the  work  of 
“.skilled  mechanics”  from  their  very  inception  ;  so  that  one 
who  thought  so  little  of  accui-acy  in  matters  such  as  these 
was  hardly  likely  to  be  a  match  in  literalness  for  the  Lord 
Justices  of  Appeal — even  had  he  known  that  his  words 
would  have  come  befoi’e  them  for  solution.  It  is  an  unfor¬ 
tunate  business  all  round,  as  the  decision  runs  counter  to 
every  interest  concerned  in  it,  except  that  of  very  blind 
justice. 
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TliE  NEW  NATIONAL  PORTRAIT  OALLERY. 

There  is  one  question  with  regard  to  the  new  Xational 
Portrait  Gallery  which  has  liitherto  received  no  attention. 
Vet  it  is  no  less  important  than  the  name  of  the  generous 
citizen,  uho  by  his  gift  has  put  the  (.Jovernment  to  shame, 
or  the  site  which  shall  be  chosen  for  the  great  gallery  of  his¬ 
torical  portraits.  And  this  is,  how  and  in  what  style  is 
the  gallery  to  be  birilt  1  Though  it  is,  at  present,  idle  to 
attempt  a  ]U'ecise  answer  to  this  question,  it  may  be  well  to 
point  out,  by  way  of  warning,  how  much  harm  has  been 
done  in  the  past  to  our  public  buildings  by  vexatious  inter¬ 
ference  and  reckless  tinkering.  The  history  of  St.  Paul  s 
Cathedral  is  but  the  record  of  insult  and  injustice  in- 
Hicted  upon  Sir  Christopher  Wren.  The  same  might  be  said 
of  Street  and  his  Courts  of  .Justice.  But  the  most  instruc¬ 
tive  parallel  for  our  present  purpose  is  the  growth  of  the 
cm-ions  cluster  of  buildings  which  goes  by  the  name  of  the 
Xational  Callery.  The  original  structure,  as  every  one 
knows,  was  the  work  of  Wilkins.  Prom  the  time  of  its 
completion  this  was  laughed  to  scorn  by  the  crowd  of  critics 
and  connoi.sseurs.  Indeed,  it  is  scarcely  too  much  to  say 
that  the  architect  was  killed  by  disappointment  and  the 
sneers  of  those  who  believed  themselves  to  be  wise.  But 
Wilkins’  work  did  not  long  remain  in  its  original  form, 
ft  was  soon  found  to  be  too  small  to  house  a  collection, 
which  had  within  a  short  period  increased  enormously.  A 
new  building  was  then  contemplated,  and  designs  were  sub¬ 
mitted.  The  result,  however,  after  a  great  deal  of  heated 
discussion,  was  a  compromise.  To  quote  the  words  of  Sir 
P.  Leighton;  “The  original  l)uilding  has  remained  unaltered 
as  to  its  exterior  ;  but,  on  the  rear  of  one  of  its  flanks,  loom 
now  into  view,  first  an  appendage  in  an  entirely  different 
style  of  architecture,  and,  further  on,  an  excrescence  of  no 
style  of  architecture  at  all:  the  one  an  Italiair  tower;  the 
other  a  Hat  cone  of  glass,  surmounted  by  a  ventilator — a 
structure  of  the  warehouse  type — the  whole  resulting  in  a 
jarring  jumble  and  an  aspect  of  chaotic  incongruity,  which 
would  be  ludicrous  if  it  were  not  distressing.’’  Such  is  the, 
history,  made  up  of  blunder  and  economy,  of  the  National 
Callery.  And  it  ought  to  afford  food  for  bitter  reflection 
to  those  upon  whom  the  responsibility  of  the  National  Por¬ 
trait  Callery  lie.s.  The  architect  whose  design  is  accepted 
should  be  allowed  a  free  hand.  No  committee  of  business 
men,  wliose  idea  of  art-criticisln  is  the  tightening  of  their 
own  or  the  public  purse-strings,  should  be  permitted  to 
tinker  and  alter  at  will.  It  is  entirely  opposed  to  experience 
that  an  architect  should  be  allowed  to  carry  out  his  design 
unhampered  and  without  reproach  ;  but  if  the  new  National 
Portrait  Callery  is  to  be  worthy  of  the  collection  which  it 
is  to  contain,  we  believe  freedom  of  action  to  be  essential. 
Otherwise  the  only  possible  result  will  be  another  dis¬ 
appointment,  another  compromise,  such  as  we  have  already 
witnessed  in  the  case  of  the  National  Callery. 


THE  SALON  AWARDS. 

To  H.  I Iaonan-Bouveret  has  been  awarded  the  coveted 
-Medal  of  Honour  for  Painting, for  his  “  Bretonnes  an  TMrdon,” 
by  217  votes,  i\L  Benjamin-Constant  coming  second — as  he 
has  done  annually  for  some  two  or  three  years.  M.  Achillu 
Jacquet,  with  1)2  votes,  took  the  medal  for  Engraving  with 
his  line  engraving  after  Cabanel’s  “  Fondatrice  des  Petites 
Sceurs  des  Pauvres.”  M.  Mathurin-lMoreau  and  M.  Leloir 
were  first  in  Sculpture  and  Architecture  respectively,  but 
as  they  failed  to  obtain  the  prescribed  majority  of  votes  the 


medals  were  not  allowed.  The  honours  awarded  to  English 
artists  were  meagre,  Mr.  S.  J.  Solomon  and  Mr.  JVeekes 
obtaining  each  a  third-class  medal,  and  -Miss  Alice  Havers 
(-Mrs.  ^Morgan)  an  honourable  mention. 


EXHIRITION.S  OF  THE  MONTH. 

The  exhibition  of  the  “  Royal  Academy  Rejected  and 
Crowded  Out  Pictures  ”  at  Olympia  is,  as  a  rvliole,  one  of 
the  saddest  that  can  be  imagined.  It  reminds  the  beholder 
irresistibly  of  the  side-walk  exhibition  by  Italian  beggars 
of  their  afflictions — sightless  sockets  and  stunted  limbs. 
IVere  it  not  that  the  display  of  the  almost  incredible  bad¬ 
ness  of  many  of  the.se  pictorial  attempts  may  remove  the 
scales  from  the  sight  of  some  of  the  peiqaetrators,  no  excuse 
could  be  made  for  an  exhibition,  the  chief  result  of  which 
can  only  be  the  vitiation  of  the  taste  of  such  untutored  be¬ 
holders  as  curiosity  may  lead  into  this  wilderness  of  mis¬ 
guided  application.  In  short,  the  show,  artistically  con¬ 
sidered,  is  beneath  contempt ;  and,  seeing  that  only  about 
one-eighteenth  part  of  the  total  number  of  the  works  “  not 
hnng  ”  at  the  present  Academy  exhibition  figure  here,  it 
has  not  even  the  dignity  of  numbers. 

j\Ir.  PEPrEKCOiiN,  a  collection  of  whose  Avorks  has  been 
exhibited  at  the  Goupil  Galleries,  is  a  faithful  follower  of 
the  French  Romanticists.  It  is  to  Corot  to  whom  he  owes 
most.  His  aim  is  always  poetical  and  decorative,  and  every 
one  conversant  with  his  work  must  acknowledge  that  he 
generally  achieves  that  which  he  attempts.  Those  who  are 
only  satisfied  with  the  conventional  landscape,  in  which 
every  detail  is  rendered  with  micro.scopical  exactness,  will 
find  little  to  admire  in  Mr.  Peppercorn’s  work.  On  the 
other  hand,  all  tho.se,  and  we  believe  them  to  be  many,  who 
recognise  that  the  aim  of  art  is  decorative  rather  than 
statistical,  must  feel  the  charm  that  belongs  to  these  poems 
in  paint. 

At  the  galleries  of  IMessrs.  Johnstone  and  Norman 
there  has  been  held  an  interesting  exhibition  of  American 
Decorative  Art.  The  excellence  of  the  “Low”  tiles  is 
already  acknowledged  in  England,  but  so  good  an  opportu¬ 
nity  of  judging  their  worth  has  not  been  previously  given 
us.  Admirable,  too,  is  the  stained  gla.ss  of  Mr.  John 
La  Faroe.  The  specimens  exhibited  here  are  decorative 
rather  than  pictorial,  and  of  all  of  them  the  panels  forming 
the  lights  round  a  door  is  the  best.  The  “  Associated 
Artists  ”  exhibit  some  noteworthy  examples  of  their  skill, 
and  the  iron-work  of  Mi-.  John  Williams  is  efficiently 
designed. 

At  the  same  galleries  a  collection  of  American  etchings 
has  been  exhibited.  Mr.  T.  Moran,  the  President  of  the 
“  Society  of  American  Etchers,”  is  represented  by  his  some¬ 
what  laboured  “  Mountain  of  the  Holy  Cross,  Colorado.” 
Far  more  satisfactory  are  the  works  of  Messrs.  C.  A.  Pl.att 
and  Stephen  Parrish.  The  latter’s  “Gale  at  Fbcamp” 
is  the  best  thing  in  the  exhibition.  We  missed  many 
well-known  names,  and  tlie  twenty-two  examples  shown 
here  cannot  be  said  to  worthily  represent  the  etching  of 
America. 

REVIEW.S. 

The  last  division  of  Brj/an\s  Dictionary  of  Pa  inter  a 
and  Eiuiravcrs  ”  (Bell  and  Soms)  has  been  published,  and 
the  new  book,  as  edited  Iiy  Mr.  Robert  Edmund  Craves 
and  Mr.  W’'alter  Armstrono,  is  at  length  complete.  The 
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first  edition  made  its  appearance  in  seven  parts,  and  took 
four  years  in  publication — tliat  is  to  say,  from  1813  to  181U 
— the  price  being  five  guineas.  In  1849,  another  edition  of 
the  scarce  and  much-sought  book  was  issued  by  Bohn, 
revised  and  completed  to  that  year  by  George  Stanley,  and 
the  price  was  lowered  to  two  guineas.  At  last,  after  forty 
years’  delay,  we  have  our  new  and  perfected  edition,  and 
although  we  are  not  prepared  rvithout  further  examination 
to  pronounce  it  entirely  satisfactory  in  all  respects,  we  can 
testify  to  the  workmanlike  manner  in  which  it  has  been 
edited — especially  in  the  later  fascicules — and  the  judgment 
with  which  the  biographies  have  been  handled.  It  suffers 
a  little,  as  all  books  of  the  kind  must  do,  by  a  lack  of  pro¬ 
portion  in  treating  some  of  the  more  recent  painters,  and 
in  some  instances,  by  incompleteness  of  research  in  respect 
to  them  ;  but  on  the  whole  it  turns  out  a  compilation  of  the 
highest  value  and  utility.  As  regards  the  names  of  artists, 
^Messrs.  Graves  and  Armstrong  have  adopted  Sir  Frederick 
Burton’s  system  in  the  National  Gallery,  and  have  indexed 
all  artists  under  their  true  names,  however  unfamiliar  they 
may  be ;  but  cross-references  are  in  all  cases  introduced. 
The  last,  or  twelfth,  now  before  us,  comprises  one  or  two 
important  monograph.s,  articles,  lists,  and  bibliographies 
including  Titian  (by  Mrs.  Heaton),  Velasquez,  Leonardo  da 
Vinci,  and  Wilkie  (all  by  Mr.  Armstrong).  A  supplement, 
including  those  artists  who  have  died  while  the  work  was 
passing  tbrough  the  press,  is  complete,  and  has  been  brought 
up  to  the  last  moment,  Cabanel  and  Pellegrini,  who  passed 
away  on  the  same  day  only  a  very  few  months  ago. 

Under  the  title  of  Academy  Architecture  and  Annual 
Architectural  Review,  1889,”  two  architects,  Messrs.  Koch 
and  English,  have  undertaken  to  do  for  the  architectural 
exhibits  of  the  Royal  Academy  that  which  already  has  been 
carried  out,  since  many  years,  for  painting  and  sculpture  in 
the  same  institution,  viz.,  to  publish  a  selection  of  repro¬ 
ductions  of  the  most  prominent  architectural  drawings 
hung  in  the  gallery  specially  reserved  for  them.  How 
far  the  scheme  will  be  a  successful  one — seeing  that  the 
omission  of  such  drawings  from  other  publications  of  the 
day  is  due  to  the  absolute  apathy  and  want  of  interest  with 
vdiich,  as  a  rule,  architectural  designs  are  regarded  by  the 
public — remains  to  be  proved.  The  first  difficulty  with  wdiich 
the  editors  have  had  to  contend  has  been  the  comparatively 
small  number  of  works  from  which  to  select ;  one  room  only 
is  devoted  to  architectural  drawings  at  the  Academy,  whereas 
for  painting  and  for  sculpture  there  are  fifteen  rooms.  It 
is  for  this  reason,  we  presume,  that  to  the  “  Academy  Exhi¬ 
bition  ”  has  been  added  an  “  Annual  Architectural  Review,” 
and  if  the  latter  could  be  extended  so  as  to  include  more 
examples  of  foreign  contemporary  work  than  the  editors 
have  here  been  able  to  give,  it  seems  to  us  that  the  new 
publication  would  be  one  of  considerable  interest  and 
value.  We  are  strongly  of  opinion,  however,  that  to 
maintain  its  standard  of  usefulness  a  more  careful  selec¬ 
tion  will  have  to  be  made  :  in  the  first  place  a  few  designs 
have  crept  in  which  are  interesting  only  to  their  authors  ; 
second,  a  limit  should  be  made  as  to  retrospective  work  (it 
is  not  worth  wdiile  reproducing  works  carried  out  twenty 
years  ago);  and  third,  all  reproductions  of  water-colour  or 
pen-and-ink  represeutations  of  ancient  buildings  should  be 
omitted  ;  and  this  remark  applies  also  to  Academy  exhibits. 
The  review  should  include  contemporaneous  architecture 
in  all  countries  only ;  there  can  be  no  objection  to  the 
occasional  reproduction  of  designs  not  carried  out,  because 
sometimes  these  are  even  a  better  reflex  of  the  architectural 
style  of  the  period  than  executed  work.  If  other  crafts 


could  be  represented,  such  as  those  of  decorative  design, 
metal-work,  architectural  sculpture,  and  others  of  a  kin¬ 
dred  nature,  these  arts,  to  which  architecture  is  frequently 
indebted,  would  receive  for  the  first  time  a  more  geiiend 
recognition. 

In  the  handbook  entitled  Rational  Academy  Notes  a7id 
Complete  Ilhistrated  Catalogue,  1889”  (Cassell  and  Co.), 
Mr.  Kurtz  does  for  the  great  Annual  Exhibition  in  New 
York  what  two  or  three  such  books  do  in  England  for 
the  Royal  Academy,  or  in  Paris  for  the  Salon.  Reproduc¬ 
tions  from  many  of  the  principal  pictures,  a  criticism  (a 
little  too  amiable  all  round,  perhaps),  and  details  of  the  con¬ 
stitution  of  the  Academy  are  included  in  the  little  work, 
while  interesting  details  concerning  the  chief  exhibitors  add 
to  its  general  usefulness.  .ludging  from  the  illustrations 
here  given,  landscape  and  single-figure  pictures  comprise 
the  majority  of  the  canvases  this  year— history  pictures,  and 
works  of  “  high  aim  ”  and  more  elaborate  composition,  being 
comparatively  but  rarely  attempted. 

Dir.  Benjamin  Martin’s  “  Old  Chelsea  ”  (T.  Fisher  Un¬ 
win)  is  without  doubt  a  very  charming  little  volume,  dealing 
with  a  district  of  London  that  teems  with  artistic  and  lite¬ 
rary  memories  not  yet  so  very  old,  though  fast  becoming  so. 
They  touch  on  Turner,  Blake,  and  Rossetti,  on  Maclise, 
Cecil  Lawson,  and  Mr.  Madox  Brown,  and,  going  back 
further,  on  Holbein,  Inigo  Jones,  Sir  Peter  Lely,  Prince 
Rupert,  Yerrio,  Sir  Hans  Sloane,  and  Sir  Thomas  Lawrence 
— interesting,  however,  from  their  historical  rather  than  the 
artistic  aspect.  But  the  charm  of  this  book  belongs  in 
greater  measure  to  the  illustrations  than  to  the  text.  These 
are  from  the  brush  and  pen  of  Mr.  Joseph  Pennell,  one 
whose  knowledge  of  the  capacity  of  pure  line  in  the  repre¬ 
sentation  of  country  and  city  landscape  is  unsurpas.sed  at 
the  present  day.  It  is  delightful  to  note  how — as  in  the 
drawing  of  “  The  Embankment  and  Old  Battersea  Bridge,” 
the  whole  sentiment  and  truthful  representation  of  the 
place  is  set  before  us  in  the  fewest  possible  strokes — a  satis¬ 
factory  and  satisfying  “impression,”  in  contradistinction 
to  the  incomplete  and  unsatisfying  “  impressions  ”  of  Mr. 
Whistler.  Some  of  Mr.  Pennell’s  drawings  are  reproduced 
by  facsimile  process,  others  are  engraved  on  wood.  Of  the 
latter  “  Paradise  Row  ”  on  a  wet  day  is  not  only  remarkable 
as  a  skilful  drawing,  but  also  as  an  admirable  transcript  of 
it  by  Mr.  Clement.  With  so  much  material  at  the  artist’s 
command,  we  confess  we  are  surprised  that  the  self-same 
drawing  and  block  should  be  used  for  frontispiece  and  for 
an  illustration  on  page  136. 

For  those  interested  in  the  history  of  art  there  rvill 
always  be  a  charm  in  the  name  of  Hector  Berlioz.  For  it 
is  to  the  brilliant  movement  of  1830,  from  which  the  famous 
Romantic  School  took  its  origin,  that  we  owe  the  author 
of  Les  Troyens  and  Faust.  We  therefore  heartily  welcome 
DI.  Adolphe  Jullien’s  ‘■'■Hector  Berlioz,  Sa  vie  et  ses 
(Euvresf  which  has  recently  been  published  in  Paris  (La 
Librairie  de  I’Art).  But  it  is  not  only  its  subject  which 
gives  this  princely  volume  its  artistic  value.  From  the 
point  of  view  of  illustration  it  is  exhaustive.  We  are  given 
reproductions  of  photographs,  costumes,  musical  .scores, 
playbills,  caricatures,  of  everything,  in  shoi’t,  which  can 
possibly  throw  light  on  the  career  of  Hector  Berlioz.  The 
series  of  portraits  of  the  composer  himself  is  an  important 
one,  including  as  it  does  an  etching  of  the  celebrated  picture 
by  Courbet,  as  well  as  reproductions  of  Lenoir’s  statue 
and  Godeeski’s  medallion.  Still  more  interesting  is  the 
large  collection  of  caricatures,  reproduced  by  lithography, 
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which  are  grai)hic  enough  in  themselves  to  tell  us  the  story 
of  Berlioz's  life.  These  are  by  Caujat,  Xadah,  Cham, 
Doee,  and  the  great  Daumier  himself.  They  show  us  how 
the  Parisian  imblic  rvas  converted  from  an  attitude  of  dis¬ 
gust  at  the  ear-piercing  music  of  Berlioz  (as  they  thought  it) 
to  one  of  blind,  uiupiestioning  admiratinn.  The  fourteen 
imaginative  drawings  by  i\[.  Eantix-Latoue,  suggested  by 
the  works  of  Berlioz,  are  the  least  satisfactory  feature  in  the 
volume.  All  are  adnurable  specimens  of  lithography,  but 
of  the  designs  tliemselves,  wliile  some  are  excellent,  others 
sadly  lack  precision. 

A  new  and  delightful  edition  of  Victor  Hugo’s  “  Vof/’c 
Dante  de  Daria  ’  has  been  published  liy  Sampson  Low  and 
Company.  It  is  in  two  volumes,  well  printed  on  very  good 
highly-glazed  “satin  finisli”  paper,  and  the  page  has  a 
bounteous  margin.  It  is  also  illustrated  in  the  way  that 
has  now  become  a  fasliion  with  modern  French  novels — 
rvith  small  and  dainty  facsimile  reproductions  of  the  artists’ 
drawings.  The  edition  is  a  limited  one  ;  each  copy  is  num¬ 
bered  ;  and  on  the  whole  it  is  a  choice  book.  An  attempt 
to  reproduce  some  of  the  drawings  in  colour  is,  however, 
“  the  tiy  in  the  ointment.’’  Colour,  when  introduced  into  a 
book  of  this  description,  needs  to  be  perfect  of  its  kind. 
Very  simple — two  or  three  tones  only — or  very  elaborately 
carried  through.  A  mere  suggestion  or  a  perfect  realisation. 
Th.e  coloured  illustrations  here  are  a  failure  :  an  attempt 
is  made  to  do  what  is  not  possible  by  the  means  employed. 
But  it  is  a  delightful  book  notwithstanding. 


OBITUARY. 

.Mr.  Frederick  T.ayler,  who  died  on  the  2nth  of  .June 
at  Hampstead,  at  the  age  of  eighty-five,  rvas  in  his  day 
one  of  the  most  eminent  of  English  water-colour  painters. 
Burn  in  1804,  he  was  the  contemporary  of  Turner,  De  Wint, 
and  David  Cox,  and  thus  may  be  said  to  have  been  the 
connecting-link  between  the  early  past  and  the  present  of 
the  art,  carrying  on  its  traditions,  and  assisting  as  much  as 
any  in  its  develo]>inent  and  its  perfection.  He  early  entered 
tlie  schools  of  the  Boyal  Academy,  at  a  time  when  the 
teaching  was  not  of  much  account  in  that  institution,  and 
then  continued  his  studies  in  Paris  and  in  Italy.  In  1830, 
he  sent  his  first  exhibit  to  the  Boyal  Academy,  to  which  he 
subsequently  contributed  four  more  works.  To  the  Briti.sh 
Institution  he  also  sent  five  works  in  all  ;  but  after  18G.3 
he  appeared  only  in  the  Royal  Society  of  Painters  in  Water- 
Colours.  Of  that  Society  he  had  been  elected  an  Associate 
in  1831,  and  a  full  member  in  1834.  His  subjects  consisted 
chiefly  of  “  landscapes  with  figures  and  animals,”  more 
especially  with  hunting  and  hawking-parties  in  all  the 
variety  in  which  such  .scenes  represent  themselves  to  the 
artistic  eye.  In  18.58  he  was  unanimously  elected  President, 
an  office  he  held  until  his  resignation  in  1871.  It  was 
during  his  tenure  that  his  “Return  from  Hawking” — the 
larger  drawing  of  the  two  of  this  subject — was  knocked 
down  at  Christie’s  for  the  highest  sum  ever  reached  by  his 
works  in  a  sale-room,  namely  £'465.  He  occasionally  worked 
in  collaboration  with  George  Barret,  and  produced  many 
elaljorate  illustrations  of  scenes  in  the  romances  of  Sir 
Walter  Scott.  He  was  an  active  member,  not  only  of  his 
own  Society — which  he  handed  over  in  a  highly  prosperous 
condition  to  its  present  President,  Sir  John  Gilbert — but 
also  of  the  Etching  Club,  and  in  1855  acted  as  juror  in  the 
Fine  Art  Section  of  the  Paris  Exhibition,  for  which  service 
he  was  created  a  Knight  of  the  Legion  of  Honour.  Mr. 


Tayler  was  also  a  book-illustrator,  and  excelled  as  an  etcher. 
Mr.  Hamerton,  in  “  Etching  and  Etchers,”  declares  that 
certain  of  his  work  in  this  department  has  never  been  sur¬ 
passed,  while  placing  his  “  highly-finished  modern  way,  de- 
jiending  greatly  on  creres,”  above  his  efforts  in  the  more 
simple  and  direct  method  of  genuine  etching.  “  He  had  all 
the  natural  gifts  of  a  first-rate  etcher,  and  nearly  all  the 
knowledge.”  In  “  IModern  Painters,”  Professor  Buskin  bore 
witness  long  ago  to  the  exquisite  qualities  in  his  water¬ 
colours,  and  particularly  in  his  .sketches — a  testimony  that 
every  judge  of  the  art  has  since  confirmed.  “Olivia  and 
8ophia”  was  exhibited  only  last  year  at  the  “  Old  Society,” 
but  proved  how  far  the  hand  was  robbed  of  its  skill 
by  advancing  age.  Four  years  ago  Mr.  Tayler  issued  an 
illustrated  text-book  on  “Animal  Painting,”  published  by 
Messrs.  Cassell.  Mr.  Norman  Tayler,  the  late  artist’s  son, 
is  an  Associate  of  the  Society  of  which  his  father  had  been 
a  member  for  no  fewer  than  fifty-eight  years. 

M.  Alexi.s  Joseph  IMazerolee,  who  rvas  born  in  Paris 
in  1826,  entered  the  Ecole  des  Beaux-Arts  at  the  age  of 
seventeen,  and  became  the  pupil  of  Dupuis  and  Gleyre 
successively.  Four  years  later  he  made  his  d6but  at  the 
Salon  with  “  The  Old  fVoman  and  the  Two  Servants,”  and 
from  that  time  until  last  year  he  contributed  with  almost 
unbroken  regularity,  historical  and  incident  pictures,  por- 
trait.s,  and  tine  decorative  compositions.  He  obtained  a 
third-class  medal  in  1857  for  his  iiicture  of  “  Chilperic  and 
Fredigonde,”  and  two  years  later  a  “  rappel  ”  for  “Nero  and 
Locusta  Experimenting  with  Poisons  upon  a  Slave” — a 
picture  now  in  the  IHuseum  of  Lille.  In  1861  a  second 
“rappel”  was  awarrded  him;  in  1870  he  was  admitted 
Knight  of  the  Legion  of  Honour,  and  in  1879,  Officer.  The 
works  by  which  he  will  probably  be  best  remembered  are 
his  ceiling  decorations  for  the  Theatre  Fran9ais  and  the 
Mindeville  Theatre  in  Paris,  and  the  “Nine  Jluses”  and 
“  Six  Geniirses”  for  the  Conservatoire. 

The  death  of  IM.  Joseph  Navlet,  at  the  age  of  sixty- 
eight,  is  reported.  Born  at  Chalons-sur-iMarne,  he  was 
placed  under  Abel  de  Pujol,  and  in  1848  he  made  his 
first  appearance  in  the  Salon  with  his  “  Departure  of 
the  Young  Tobias” — the  first  of  a  long  series  of  history 
painting.^  such  as  “  The  Defeat  of  Attila,”  “  Brennus,” 
“  Salvator  Rosa,”  “Godfrey  de  Bouillon,”  “  The  Martyrdom 
of  Joan  of  Arc,”  “  The  Assassination  of  the  Duke  of 
Orleans,”  and  so  forth.  The  incidents  of  the  Franco- 
Prussian  war  also  provided  him  with  many  subjects.  He 
was  equally  well  known  as  a  painter  in  water-colour. 

"We  regret  also  to  have  to  record  the  death  of  M.  Eugene 
Veron,  the  learned  and  brilliant  editor  of  L'Art,  which 
illustrated  journal  he  had  conducted  since  1875  ;  of  IM. 
xYugustine  Leon  Melee,  pupil  of  Cogniet,  and  landscaije- 
painter  of  the  old  school,  at  the  age  of  sixty-three  ;  of  IMlle. 
Hippolyte  Lesauvage,  at  the  age  of  forty-five,  a  history- 
painter  of  some  talent  and  considerable  taste,  but  too 
much  ambition ;  of  the  Danish  flower-painter,  i\I.  Hammer, 
who  was  born  in  1821  ;  of  Herr  Boettcher,  of  Diisseldorf, 
■who  was  born  in  1818,  and  devoted  himself  to  the  repre¬ 
sentation  of  Rhenish  peasant-life  ;  of  JI.  Cernesson,  the 
endnent  architect  and  Knight  of  the  Legion  of  Honour,  in 
the  fifty-ninth  year  of  his  age  ;  of  the  Viennese  land.scape- 
painter,  Herr  Melchoir  Fritsche,  at  the  age  of  sixty- 
three  ;  and  of  M.  Chauvin,  at  the  age  of  sixty-nine.  M. 
Chauvin  was  essentially  a  decorator  and,  like  IM.  Mazerolle, 
designed  panels  for  the  adornment  of  the  Conservatoire 
Concert-room  and  Bcole  dcs  Beaux-Arts. 


ART  IN  AUGUST. 


1\[EDALS  AT  THE  PARIS  EXHIBITION. 

In  the  last  nuinber  of  this  Magazine  we  gave  a  com¬ 
plete  list  of  the  Medals  of  Honour  awarded  to  the  various 
countries  that  competed  in  the  department  of  painting, 
and  the  first-class  medals  wou  by  Englishmen.  The  other 
honours  gained  by  Great  Britain  are  as  follows  : — 

Painting. — Second-class  medals:  Luke  Fildes,  R.A.,  Andrew 
Gow,  A.R.A.,  E.  J.  Gregory,  R.A.,  J.  W.  Waterhouse,  A.B.A., 
Colin  Hunter,  A.B.A.,  Joseph  Knight,  J.  Sant,  B.A.,  Marcus 
Stone,  B.  A.,  W.  H.  Bartlett,  J.  Charles,  George  Clausen, 
and  F.  D.  Millet.  Third-class  medals :  J.  Knight,  J.  Aumonier, 
J.  P.  Beadle,  P.  H.  Calderon,  R,.A.,  Mark  Fisher,  T.  B.  Ken- 
NiNGTON,  B.  W.  Macbeth,  A.B.A.  ,  Phil  Morris,  A.B.A.,  David 
Murray,  Adrian  Stokes,  W.  L.  Wyllie,  A.B.A.,  J.  Charlton,  E. 
Crofts,  A.B.A.,  F.  Goodall,  B.A.,  Briton  Biviere,  B.A.,  Lionel 
Smythe,  Sidney  Starr,  and  Henry  Woods,  A.B.A. 

—Medals  of  Honour  :  Alfred  Gilbert,  A.B.A.,  and 
Sir  Frederick  Leighton,  P.B.A.  First-class  medal,  none.  Second- 
class  medals:  Eoscoe  Mullins  and  E.  Onslow  Ford,  A.B.A.  Third- 
class  medals:  T.  Brock,  A.B.A.,  E.  B.  Browning,  H.  Pegram,  P. 
Hubert  (of  Paris),  and  T.  Stirling  Lee.  Honourable  Mentions: 
Miss  Jeffreys  (of  Paris)  and  T.  Nelson  Maclean. 

Engraving. — Medal  of  Honour :  F.  Seymour  Haden,  P.E.S.P.-E. 
First-class  medals:  Frank  Short  and  B.  W.  Macbeth,  A.B.A. 
Second-class  medals  :  L.  Lowenstam  and  W.  Strang.  Third-class 
medal:  W.  L.  Wyllie,  A.B.A. 

The  curious  misplacement  of  artists,  in  some  instances 
positively  grotesque,  will  strike  everybody,  so  that  it  may  be 
assumed  that  no  injury  to  reputation  may  be  suffered  by 
artists  who  have  deserved  a  better  position  than  has  been 
given  them.  But  many  influences  are  said  to  have  been  at 
work  besides  that  fairness  we  had  a  right  to  expect ;  this 
can  be  the  only  explanation  of  many  instances  of  eccen¬ 
tricity  on  the  part  of  the  jury.  At  the  same  time,  it  must 
be  borne  in  mind  that  many  English  artists,  unaAvare  that 
they  Avere  to  be  included  in  the  competition  (it  was  at  first 
determined  that  England  should  be  hors,  concours),  Avere 
content  to  send  a  very  moderate  and  unrepresentative  ex¬ 
hibit.  And  by  this  they  have  been  judged. 


THE  SCOTTISH  NATIONAL  POBTBAIT  GALLEBY. 

The  Scottish  National  Portrait  Gallery,  after  occupy¬ 
ing  temporary  premises  for  the  last  feAv  years,  has  been 
removed  to  a  portion  of  the  imposing  Gothic  building 
Avhich — through  the  generosity  of  a  long  anonymous  donor, 
now  disclosed  to  be  Mr.  J.  R.  Findlay,  one  of  the  pro¬ 
prietors  of  the  Scotsman  neAvspaper  —  has  been  erected 
in  Queen  Street,  Edinburgh,  for  its  accommodation  and 
that  of  the  Scottish  National  Museum  of  Antiquities ; 
and  the  opening  ceremony  was  performed  by  the  IMarquis 
of  Lothian,  on  the  15th  of  July.  Even  already  the 
directors  of  the  gallery  have  been  able  to  bring  together 
a  collection  of  national  portraits  of  considerable  interest 
and  historical  value.  The  works  on  vieAV  number  in  all 
about  four  hundred  items  ;  but  of  these  some  seventy  are 
merely  on  temporary  loan,  AA’hile  a  considerable  propor¬ 
tion  of  those  that  remain  are  medallions  and  drawings. 
The  works  that  are  the  permanent  property  of  the  gallery 
include  an  interesting  oil  portrait  of  Queen  Mary,  an  old 
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Avork  of  the  Clouet  type ;  an  impo.sing  coronation  full-length 
by  Sn.vCKLETON  of  George  IL,  and  a  similar  rcmleriug  of 
George  HI.  and  Queen  Charlotte  by  Allan  Ramsaat. 
Raeburn,  the  greatest  of  Scottish  portraitists,  is  excellently 
represented  by  his  fine  full-length  of  Professor  Wilson 
(Christopher  North),  and  by  his  portraits  of  Neil  Goav, 
Profe.ssor  Dalziel,  Francis  Horner,  and  Professor  Thomas 
Reid,  the  typical  Scotch  metaphysician.  Watson-Gokdon 
is  seen  to  advantage  in  his  renderings  of  Lord  Cockburn,  Lord 
Rutherford,  Sir  William  Gibson  Craig,  the  Rev.  Thomas 
McCrie  the  historian  ;  Colvin  Smith  in  his  portraits  of 
Sir  James  Mackintosh,  Sir  Ralph  Abercromby,  and  the  2nd 
Viscount  Melville  ;  Avhile  among  recent  portrait-painters 
are  Robert  Herdman’s  “Thomas  Carlyle,”  and  his  “Dr. 
David  Laing.”  The  collection  of  portrait  bu.sts  is  also  con¬ 
siderably  extensive  and  valuable,  including  representations 
of  the  most  eminent  Scotsmen  by  Joseph,  Chantrey, 
Steell,  Campbell,  and  Beodie.  An  interesting  section  of 
the  collection  is  a  series  of  about  forty  highly  characteristic 
heads,  drawn  in  pencil  on  the  scale  of  life,  by  John  Broavn, 
a  little-knoAvn  Scottish  portraitist  of  the  last  century  Avhose 
career  is  fully  recorded  by  Mr.  Gray,  the  Curator  of  the 
gallery,  in  our  July  number ;  and  an  extensive  collection 
of  the  portrait  medallions  of  James  Tassie,  rendering 
very  many  of  the  celebrated  personages  of  the  latter  half 
of  tlie  eighteenth  century,  forms  a  curious  and  valuable 
feature  of  the  gallery. 


THE  SECBETAN  SALES. 

Tlie  events  of  the  art  season  in  Paris  and  London 
have  been  the  sales  of  the  collection  of  pictures  formed 
by  M.  E.  Seceetan,  of  Paris.  Besides  the  modern  pictures 
this  collection  included  a  considerable  number  of  old 
masters ;  but  Avith  several  important  exceptions,  they 
Avere  not  of  the  highest  class,  and  the  strength  of  M. 
Secrctan’s  gallery  lay  in  the  pictures  by  painters  of  our 
own  day.  There  is  no  doubt  that  M.  Secretan  chose  his 
modern  pictures  Avell,  for  never  before  have  so  many  really 
great  examples  been  seen  togetlier.  There  is  also  no  doubt 
that  on  these  modern  luctures  a  handsome  profit  has  been 
realised  at  the  auction,  even  over  the  high  prices  he  had 
admittedly  paid.  For  example,  on  March  16,  1881,  M. 
Seerbtan  gave  £6,720  for  the  “Angelus,”a  price  deemed 
absurd  by  many  buyers,  because  the  painting,  as  a  picture, 
is  not  worth  more  than  perhaps  £3,000.  The  sentiment 
attached  to  this  subject,  hoAvever,  made  it  certain  that  M. 
Secretan  had  not  made  any  mistake,  as  indeed  the  £23,224 
bid  for  it  last  July  1  proved.  This  sum,  as  all  the  Avorld 
knoAvs,  Avas  offered  by  a  so-called  syndicate,  who  gave  out 
that  they  had  a  certain  authority  to  purchase  it  for  the 
French  National  Collection  in  the  Louvre.  But — and  it  is  a 
striking  and  sad  evidence  of  the  humiliating  deterioration  of 
“la  belle  France” — the  necessary  and  very  simple  formalities 
are  said  to  have  been  found  impossible  to  carry  through, 
and  the  American  bidder,  Avho  ran  the  “syndicate”  so  closely, 
has  been  offered  the  picture.  The  Barbizon  school  of  paint¬ 
ing  is  noAV  nearing  the  zenith  of  its  celebrity,  and  every 
one  of  the  pictures  from  the  hands  of  IMillet,  Rousseau, 
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C'i>ROT,  Daurigxy,  and  Diaz,  sold  at  the  Secretan  sale  at 
jirices  beyond  anything  hitherto  paid,  llou.sseau's  “  Hut  of 
the  Charbonniers”  fetched  fully  £‘.f,()0()  ;  Corot’s  “Biblis,” 
a  magnificent  work,  ran  up  to  £.3,:f(;()  ;  Daubigny’s  “Return 
of  the  Flock,’’  one  of  that  ina.ster’s  fine.st  canvases,  reached 
£l,fi!)();  and  “  Diana  Hunting,"  by  Diaz,  £'2,S40.  All  these 
are  good  prices,  but  yet  not  far  beyond  their  ordinary 
market  value.  iMeissonier's  works  on  the  whole  realised 
less  than  was  expected,  hut  it  may  be  affirmed  with  con¬ 
fidence  that  the  market  for  tins  master’s  pictures  is  likely 
to  fall  in  the  future.  Troyon’s  works  have  well  maintained 
their  price.s,  and  three  small  examples  of  him  in  the  Secretan 
collection  fetched  mucli  larger  sums  than  was  anticipated. 
“  La  Masse  Cour,’’  considered  by  experts  to  be  worth  on  a 
full  price  £>^(i(),  went  at  £1,44S,  which  is  very  high  for  a 
simple  pictuie  of  cocks  and  hens  in  a  yard,  and  only  seven¬ 
teen  liy  fifteen  inches  in  size.  Isaisey’s  “  .Marriage  in  a 
Delft  ( 'hurch  ”  fetched  £3,000,  a  sum  far  beyond  his  usual 
values.  iMillet’s  “Le  Vanneur"  ran  ip)  to  £3,500  at  the 
London  section  of  the  sale,  and  Troyon’s  “  Garde-Chasse  ’’ 
nearly  £3,ooo.  J  )elacroix’s  “  Tiger  Snrjirised  by  a  Serpent,” 
which  .sold  in  the  ^Yilson  sale,  1881,  for  £l)(!4,  now  brought 
£1,400.  Of  the  i)ictures  which  greatly  depreciated  in  value 
there  were  only  a  few  amongst  the  modern  works.  Mei.s- 
sonier’s  “  Cuirassier.s,’’  paid  by  Yl.  Secretan  £l4,ooo,  realised 
a  little  less  than  £8,ooo.  Inore’s  “  (Edipe  and  the  Sphinx  ” 
.sold  for  £280,  or  about  one-fourth  of  its  former  price; 
and  Fortuny’s  very  fine  “Arabs  Dancing”  only  came  to 
£072,  which  is  really  far  below  its  value  in  an  oixlinary 
way.  Amongst  the  old  pictures  the  la’ices  varied  con- 
sideraVdy,  and  without  further  apparent  reason  than 
the  usual  chances  of  an  auction  room.  The  great  “  Land¬ 
scape  ”  by  Hobbema  was  sold  in  London  for  £5,460, 
whereas  Yl.  Secretan  had  paid  more  than  doulile  that 
sum  for  it,  although  in  1802  the  same  picture  only  brought 
£21)4  at  Christie’.s.  The  Frans  Hals,  on  the  other  hand, 
went  higher  than  hitherto  ;  and  the  “  Portraits  of  Scri- 
verius  and  his  Wife,”  sold  at  the  YVilson  sale  in  1881 
for  £3,200,  now  realised  £3,640;  and  the  same  painter’s 
portrait  of  a  man  with  a  cane,  sold  at  the  Wilson  .sale  for 
£3,124,  now  went  up  to  £4,42o.  Rut,  again,  the  “  Portrait 
of  the  Bishop  of  YVinchester,”  by  Holbein  or  one  of  his 
contemporaries,  fetched  only  £l,2oo,  whilst  £2,668  was 
paid  for  it  at  the  same  sale  eight  years  before.  It  is  not 
possilile  to  draw  any  useful  commercial  conclusion  from 
the  ju’ices  paid  for  the  pictures  iu  the  Secretan  collection 
further  than  the  fact  that  at  present  all  old  masters  vary 
in  price,  that  the  clever  imitative  pictures  are  falling  in 
value,  while  the  more  impres.sionistic  paintings  of  the 
Barbizon  school  still  continue  to  rise. 


THE  POPULARI.S.ATTON  OF  SCULPTURE. 

There  have  been  many  indications  of  late  that  sculp¬ 
ture,  so  long  regarded  by  the  ignorant  as  a  “  dead  art,”  is 
gaining  the  apiireciation  of  the  peojile.  We  have  lately 
heard  that  some  of  the  most  renowned  of  English  sculptors 
are  to  employ  their  talents  upon  the  decoration  of  public 
buildings.  This  is  a  di.stinct  advance.  There  has  been 
little  like  it  since  the  days  when  Wells  Cathedral  was  built. 
And  yet  this  is  the  best  method  of  making  sculpture  a 
popular  art.  In  one  other  direction  there  is  evidence  that 
sculpture  will  in  the  future  appeal  to  a  larger  public  than  it 
has  done  hitherto.  YVhat  the  various  methods  of  engraving 
have  done  for  the  popularisation  of  painting  will  be  done 
before  very  long  for  sculjiture  by  the  rejiroductions  in 
bronze  and  on  a  small  scale  of  the  works  by  modern  artists. 


Ylr.  Nelson  YIaclean  has  already  juiblished  some  of  his 
works,  Ylr.  IVoolner  has  had  his  bust  of  Ylr.  Clapstone 
reproduced,  and  Ylr.  Conrad  Dressler  his  bust  of  Ylr. 
Buskin,  and  now  we  have  Ylr.  Collie  luiblishing  Ylr. 
Tiiornycroft’s  admirable  statue  of  Cener.^l  Gordon. 
'Phis  we  are  delighted  to  see.  There  is  no  reason  why  I'e- 
ductions  in  bronze  of  statues  by  eminent  .sculptors  should 
not  be  as  eagerly  sought  after  and  highly  i)rized  as  etchings 
of  famous  pictures.  The  economic  effect  of  this  taste  upon 
the  scul[)tor  would  be  important.  Hitherto  the  difhculties 
which  a  sculptor  has  had  to  overcome  have  been  immense. 
But  with  a  wide  public  to  appeal  to,  the  copyrights  of  his 
works  will  have  a  value  they  never  had  before.  YVe  trust 
that  Ylr.  Collie  will  carry  on  the  work  he  has  so  well 
begun  by  the  pnVdication  of  reductions  on  a  similar  scale  of 
such  works  as  Ylr.  Gilbert’s  “  Icarus,”  Ylr.  Ford’s  “  Singer,” 
and  Ylr.  Thornycroft’s  “Teucer.”  One  point  yet  mu.st  be 
noticed  in  the  matter.  The  price  of  reductions  in  bronze 
is  nece.ssarily  high,  and  though  those  who  now  lavish  their 
money  on  ])roofs  of  etchings  will  be  able  to  afford  to  purchase 
statuettes,  there  is  a  great  number  of  jieople  who  would  like 
to  possess  these  reductions  in  a  less  costly  material.  Cannot 
cheap  copies  be  juiblished  in  bronzed  plaster?  Or  will  not 
one  of  our  sculjjtors  devise  a  material  which  is  as  cheap  and 
convenient  as  jjlaster  and  more  durable,  while  it  is  cajiable 
of  receiving  the  artistic  impress  in  a  measure  apjn’oaching, 
if  not  ecjualling,  that  of  bronze? 


RECENT  EXHIBITI0N.8. 

At  Ylessrs.  Dowdeswell’s  Galleries,  in  New  Bond  Street, 
there  has  been  exhibited  a  collection  of  jiictures  of  .Ia])anese 
and  Chinese  Life  by  Ylr.  Theodore  M^’ores.  Ylr.  Wores, 
who  is,  we  believe,  an  American,  has  made  a  careful  study 
of  the  j)ictures(jue  life  of  the  inhabitants  of  Nikko  and 
Tokio.  From  an  artistic  point  of  view,  however,  the 
majority  of  his  pictures  seem  to  us  failures.  The  painter 
does  not  ajtpear  to  have  a  keen  sense  of  decoration,  in 
spite  of  his  sojourn  in  .lapan,  and  his  colour  is  too  often 
distressingly  inharmonious.  The  exhibition  suggests  a  com- 
jiarisou  with  that  held  last  year  by  Ylr.  Ylenpes,  and  the 
comjjarison  is  not  to  Ylr.  MMres’  advantage.  Ylr.  Ylenjies 
was  perhaps  less  ambitious  in  his  aims  than  Ylr.  YVores, 
but  all  his  woik  was  essentially  decorative,  and  therefore 
essentially  .Tajianese.  Ylr.  YY'^ores’  canvases,  on  the  other 
hand,  convey  iid'ormation,  but  make  little  or  no  appeal  to 
our  sense  of  beauty. 

A  series  of  water-colour  drawings  by  Ylr.  YY^.  YV.  YIay, 
R.I.,  have  been  exhibited  at  the  same  galleries.  Those  who 
appreciate  the  careful,  minutely  finished  water-colour  draw¬ 
ing  so  characteristic  of  the  English  .scho  I,  will  find  much 
to  admire  in  these  graceful  sketches  of  Lough  Swilly.  But 
the  masterly  water-colours  of  the  modern  French  and 
Dutch  schools  have  shown  us  how  much  more  can  be  done 
in  this  medium  by  breadth  and  freedom  of  treatment. 

Ylessrs.  Dowde'swell  have  also  shown  a  collection  of 
busts  of  living  men  by  Ylr.  Conrad  Dressler.  The 
majority  of  these  jirove  that  the  sculptor  has  considerable 
skill  in  catching  a  likeness.  In  some  instances,  however, 
Ylr.  Dressier  has  softened,  in  others  over-accentuated  the 
characteristic  features  of  his  sitters.  Ylessrs.  Grossniith 
and  Toole,  for  examj)le,  are  undoubtedly  flattered,  while 
there  is  some  exaggeration  in  the  rendering  of  such  distinct 
personalities  as  YIe.ssrs.  Buskin  and  Swinburne.  From  an 
artistic  jioint  of  view  Ylr.  Dressler’s  work  is  almost  always 
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efficient  and  interesting, and  indicates  a  vigour  and  a  breadth 
of  handling  that  promise  well  for  future  achievement. 

The  statuary  by  Mr.  Cilvuncey  I>.  Ives,  which  has  been 
exhibited  at  the  Burlington  (jallery,  shows  at  once  the 
strength  and  weakness  of  the  modern  Italian  school.  It 
has  a  certain  prettiness,  and  dimly  suggests  the  classical 
style,  not  as  manifested  in  the  masteri»ieces  of  Cfreek  sculp¬ 
ture,  but  as  interpreted  by  an  age  unappreciative  of  the 
grand  tradition.  In  his  statue  of  the  nynnih  Egeria  Mr. 
Ives  attempts  a  task  which  no  sculptor  who  knows  the 
limitations  of  white  marble  would  dare  to  undertake.  Ho 
represents  water  dripping  from  the  feet  of  the  nymph. 
This  is  a  proof  at  once  of  his  ingenuity  and  his  utter  fatal 
disregard  of  his  material. 

The  exhibition  of  black-and-white  drawings  by  Mr. 
Biscombe  Gardner  possessed  a  statistical  rather  than  an 
artistic  interest.  The  sketches  of  the  submerged  village  in 
North  Wales,  which  has  now  become  Lake  Vyrnwy,  form  a 
curious  memorial  of  a  once  rich  valley  which  will  never  be 
looked  upon  again  by  mortal  eye.  But  Mr.  Gardner’s  best 
works  are  his  drawings  of  the  Valley  of  the  Dart.  These 
display  a  certain  breadth  of  treatment,  and  ai’e  free  from 
the  hard  touches  which  disfigure  the  Welsh  series. 

At  the  Fine  Art  Society’s  gallery  have  been  exhibited  a 
collection  of  drawings  of  Cairo  by  Mr.  “Roussoff,”  which 
show  considerable  improvement  upon  all  his  former  efforts. 
They  are  distinguished  by  a  good  sense  of  colour,  and  though 
a  few  of  them  are  somewhat  over-elaborated,  the  majority 
show  that  Mr.  Roussoff’  knows  what  to  omit  as  unessential 
to  the  broad  efifect  of  the  picture. 


REVIEWS. 

Some  very  interesting  specimens  of  Norwegian  textile 
fabrics  are  reproduced  in  a  work  entitled  “  Gamle  JVorske 
Taepper  ”  (Old  Norwegian  Textiles),  which  has  recently 
been  published  by  Messrs.  Asher  and  Co.  of  Berlin.  All 
the  examples  published  in  this  volume  are  to  be  seen  in  the 
Kunstindustri  Museum,  at  Christiania,  the  Konservator 
of  which  institution,  Herr  H.  Grosch,  supplies  some  ex¬ 
planatory  letterpress.  The  art  of  weaving  tapestries  is 
known  to  have  existed  in  Norway  in  the  earliest  times,  but 
the  only  evidence  of  this  fact  is  to  be  found  in  literature 
and  legend.  Indeed,  the  oldest  textiles  now  in  existence 
date  from  the  thirteenth  centmy,  and  these  are  interesting 
from  an  antiquarian  rather  than  an  artistic  point  of  view. 
It  was  not  until  the  seventeenth  century  that  the  Renaissance 
reached  Norway,  but  in  many  of  the  hangings  and  carpets 
of  this  period  the  influence  of  the  classical  revival  is  distinctly 
seen.  In  every  one  of  them,  however,  there  are  traces  of  the 
Scandinavian  spirit,  and  the  majority  are  admirable  alike  in 
colour  and  design.  For  instance,  it  would  be  hard  to  better 
the  pattern  given  in  Plate  VI.,  the  basis  of  which  is  the 
campanula  flower. 

“  The  Inns  of  Old  Sont/umrk,”  by  Messrs.  Rendle  and 
Norman  (Messrs.  Longmans,  Green  and  Co.),  is  a  model 
topographical  work.  It  is  pleasantly  written,  crammed  with 
information,  and  admirably  illustrated.  It  is  seldom  that 
we  meet  with  better  drawings  in  modern  books  than  those 
of  the  George  Inn  by  Mr.  Jacomb  Hood.  Excellent,  too, 
are  the  pen-and-ink  sketches  by  Mr.  Morant  Cox,  while 
Mr.  Norman’s  drawings  fulfil  their  purpose.  We  are  so 
speedily  losing  our  hold  on  the  past,  and  Loudon  is  under¬ 
going  such  rapid  changes,  that  works  such  as  this  are  es¬ 
pecially  valuable.  If  the  George  Inn  in  Southwark,  for 
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instance,  were  utterly  demolished  to-morrow,  we  should 
here  possess  an  enduring  imago  of  it.  It  were  well  if  others 
would  do  for  the  rest  of  London  what  Messrs.  Rendle  and 
Norman  have  done  for  Southwark.  The  task  of  recon¬ 
structing  the  past,  and  at  the  same  time  preserving  the 
present,  is  no  slight  one,  but  it  is  one  which  is  well  worthy 
to  bo  efficiently  performed. 

We  have  rarely  met  with  a  book  which  has  given  us 
greater  pleasure  than  M.  .Jusserand’s  English  Wai/ faring 
Life  in  the  Middle  Ages”  (Fisher  Unwin).  This  accom¬ 
plished  French  scholar,  who  never  allows  his  learning  to 
interfere  for  a  moment  with  the  picturesqueness  of  his 
style,  has  proved  to  us  once  for  all  how  much  fascinating 
history  lies  buried  in  ancient  records.  When  handled  with 
tact,  statutes  and  ordinances,  which  seem  to  the  uninitiated 
as  arid  as  the  parchment  upon  which  they  are  written,  may 
be  made  to  yield  a  story  of  extraordinary  interest.  In  the 
task  of  vivifying  dry  bones  M.  .Jusserand  has  completely 
succeeded.  He  has  told  us  how  in  the  fourteenth  century 
the  roads  and  bridges  were  kept  in  repair,  who  the  wan¬ 
derers  were  that  thronged  the  high  road  or  lurked  on  the  edge 
of  the  green  wood,  how  the  preachers  and  friars  journeyed 
from  town  to  town,  and  how  pilgrims  sought  their  shrine 
and  murderers  their  sanctuary.  And  all  this  he  has  done 
with  a  lightness  of  touch  which  gives  Lis  work  the  charm 
of  a  romance.  The  illustrations  are  chosen  with  rare  dis¬ 
crimination,  and  are  really  helpful  in  explaining  the  text. 
Unfortunately,  however,  they  have  been  reproduced  by  a 
process  which  takes  away  much  of  their  value.  Those 
which  depend  only  on  outline  are  intelligible  and  .satis¬ 
factory,  but  the  others  are  almost  without  exception  blurred 
and  indistinct.  It  is  matter  for  sincere  regret  that  so  many 
interesting  drawings  from  ancient  manuscripts,  and  repre¬ 
sentations  of  such  interesting  monuments  as  the  bridge  at 
Cahors,  should  bo  irremediably  marred  in  reproduction. 

In  1888  M.  Bouchot  brought  out  a  volume  on  “Les  Reliures 
d’art  a  la  Bibliotheque  Nationale,”  with  eighty  plates  and  an 
introduction  by  himself.  A  similar  work,  entitled  ‘‘‘‘Remark- 
ahle  Bindings  in  the  British  Museum,”  has  lately  been  issued 
under  the  joint  production  of  Mr.  Wheatley  and  Mr. 
Cundall.  The  plates  are  from  photographs  printed  in 
monotint  by  the  orthochromatic  process  of  Me.ssrs.  Aron 
Freres  of  Paris,  who  did  those  for  M.  Bouchot’s  work,  but 
unfortunately  in  the  present  case  the  results  are  far  inferior. 
It  i.s  a  pity  that  an  opinion  now  seems  prevalent  that  one 
has  only  to  start  a  book  with  an  unusually  large  margin  for 
it  to  take  rank  at  once  as  a  work  of  art.  The  truth  is  that 
a  small  edition  of  one  hundred  and  fifty  copies  at  three 
guineas  a  copy  appeals  to  a  very  limited  public,  but  a 
public  which  expects  to  have  a  good  thing,  and  is  a  good 
judge  of  what  it  ought  to  be.  We  are  sorry  to  be  obliged 
to  state  that  this  work  by  no  means  comes  up  to  the 
standard  rightly  demanded  under  such  conditions.  The 
best  plates  are  curiously  enough  those  on  embroidered 
bindings  which  are  as  a  rule  difficult  of  reproduction,  but 
in  many  of  the  others,  notably  in  such  as  show  the  delicate 
work  of  Le  Gascon,  the  particular  dotted  character  of  the 
tooling  is  unrecognisable.  Had  the  book  been  issued  at  a 
guinea  like  its  French  counterpart,  there  would  not  have 
been  much  to  be  said,  but  it  challenges  comparison  with 
such  a  work  as  M.  Gruel’s  “  Manuel  de  1’ Amateur,”  which, 
setting  aside  the  fine  plates  in  course  of  publication  by  Mr. 
Quaritch,  remains  by  far  the  best  and  most  important  book 
on  the  subject. 

“  The  End.  of  the  Middle  Ages,”  by  i\Iiss  A.  Mary  F. 
Robinson  (Fisher  Unwin),  is  a  more  serious  contribution 
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to  history  than  we  have  learnt  to  expect  from  this  accom¬ 
plished  authoress.  It  is  a  fragment  or  collection  of  frag¬ 
ments  of  a  history  of  the  French  in  Italy,  the  writing  of 
which  IMiss  Robinson  has  in  contemplation.  The  title,  as 
she  confesses  in  a  charming  dedicatory  preface  addressed 
to  .Mr.  Symonds,  is  but  an  attempt  to  give  a  unity  to  a 
series  of  essays  whicli  can  hardly  claim  to  be  a  coherent 
whole.  MM  need  scarcely  say  that  the  style  is  cultivated 
and  picturesque  throughout,  and  that  difiicult  subjects  are 
treated  with  understanding  and  lucidity,  'bhe  value  of  the 
work  makes  the  absence  of  an  index  more  reprehensible. 

The  last  volume  of  the  “  IMonde  Rittoresque  et  Monu¬ 
mental,  ”  published  by  the  IMaison  (,,)uantin,  is  the  best, 
so  far,  of  the  series.  In  this  bulky  tome  M.  G.  de 
Leris  deals  with  ilu  Nord,’  so  that  to  the  art- 

loving  community  especially  the  book  is  of  lively  interest. 
'I'he  text  is  pleasantly  written  —a  sort  of  chatty  and  anecdotic 
Raedecker — while  the  illustrations,  of  which  there  is  a  pro¬ 
fusion,  are  of  the  sort  that  is  said  to  ‘‘  serve  its  lairpose.” 
'I'he  majority  are  drawn  from  photographs,  Init  some 
capital  specimens  of  black-and-white  work  are  from  the 
jiencils  of  MINI.  Fraipont,  Roudier,  1  )auger,  1  )osso,  and  others. 

In  the  seventh  annual  issue  of  “  Acadeiii//  , Sketches  ” 
(.Vilen  and  Co.),  Mr.  Rlaokhurn  has  brought  together  a 
selection  of  blocks  which  have  a]ipeared  in  his  “Notes,” 
together  with  a  collection  from  the  illustrated  catalogues 
of  the  Societies.  'I'liose  from  the  exhibition  of  the  Nine¬ 
teenth  Century  Art  Society  might  well  have  been  spared. 
Persons  who  study  economy  will  lind  some  sort  of  reflection, 
however  incomplete,  of  the  year’s  art  in  this  volume. 

'I'he  text-book  by  Mrs.  Eleanor  Rowe,  entitled  “  IJinis 
on  ]V(ioil-Ca)‘iiinri,"  published  by  the  School  of  Art  Wood- 
(.'arving.  City  and  Guilds  Institute,  is  a  useful  little  book 
full  of  sound  directions  and  good  suggestions.  'I'he  designs 
set  before  the  pupils  cannot  exactly  be  commended,  Imt  the 
instruction  as  to  the  use  of  tools  is  excellent. 

Of  all  the  books  on  the  suViject,  Mr.  Carroll’s  “  I’l-acti- 
cdl  I'lnne  and  tSoldl  Geoinetri/’’^  (Rums  and  Oates)  appears 
to  us  the  most  practical,  jdain,  and  solid.  Its  concise¬ 
ness  is  admirable,  and  the  method  of  teaching  and  ex- 
]ilanation,  ingenious  and  clear  There  is,  of  course,  a.  vast 
deal  more  in  this  little  work  than  can  [lossibly  be  of 
use  to  artists,  even  to  the  most  scientifically  inclined  of 
architectural  and  landscaiie-painters  ;  yet  it  is  a  highly 
useful  work.  Mr.  Rawle’s  treatise  on  the  same  subject 
(Simpkin,  Jilarshall  and  Co.)  runs  it  very  close  ;  nay, 
many  may  prefer  it. 

A  series  of  clever  and  picturesque  architect’s  notes 
is  Mr.  Arnold  Mitchell’s  RarnhUtm  Sketches  in  and 
ahont  Peterhormigh”  (C.  F.  Kell).  These  skilful  jottings 
are  very  suggestive,  and  will  doubtless  have  considerable 
historical  interest,  in  that  they  have  been  made  during  the 
progress  of  the  restoration. 

AVe  have  recently  seen  a  folding  Vjox  intended  for  out¬ 
door  .sketching  purposes.  It  holds  oil  colours,  palette, 
sketching-boards,  and  every  requisite  for  the  oil  jiainter, 
and  when  opened  out  makes  a  table  with  sloping  top  to 
form  an  easel.  It  is  another  of  the  many  attempts  to 
lighten  the  sketcher’s  kit,  and  increase  his  comfort  when 
doing  outdoor  work.  The  name  of  this  new  invention  is 
“  The  Artist’s  Surprise  Rox  Table,”  and  we  believe  it  is  to 
be  seen  at  most  of  the  artists’  colourmen.  'Fhe  same  manu¬ 
facturers  are  producing  a  new  and  cheap  “collector’s  folio 
frame,”  which  will  hold  several  drawing.s,  ]irints,  or  etchings, 
so  that  the  subject  on  view  may  be  changed  from  time  to  time. 


It  is  made  with  an  arrangement  at  the  back  by  means  of 
which,  without  uidianging,  the  frame  may  be  shifted  from  a 
horizontal  to  a  vertical  po.sitiou  to  suit  the  subject;  also 
without  unhanging,  the  frame  may  be  dropped  several 
inches  to  facilitate  the  change  desired. 


015ITUAKY. 

The  news  that  Kyosai  is  dead  will  be  received  with  the 
keenest  regret  by  all  who  are  interested  in  .Japanese  art. 
Kawanabe  Kyosai,  who  was  born  in  1831,  was  without  doubt 
the  greatest  of  all  his  artistic  brethren,  the  last  of  a  great 
.school.  AA'ith  the  man  and  liis  methods  the  readers  of  'I'he 
AIac;azine  of  Art  already  have  a  sort  of  acquaintance 
through  the  medium  of  Air.  Alortimer  Alenpes,  whose  recent 
article  on  “  Khiosi,”  as  he  spelled  it,  revealed  his  artistic 
and  social  character  with  much  completeness.  Kyosai  was 
one  of  tlnjse  strange  artistic  spirits  whose  whole  lives  are 
devoted  to  their  calling.  liis  independence  of  character 
and  his  contempt  for  all  conventionalitie.s,  whether  social  or 
artistic,  were  strong  within  him,  and  he  cared  no  more  for 
money  or  position  than  he  did  for  the  opinion  of  the  world 
or  of  his  fellow-practitioners.  His  precocity  was  extra¬ 
ordinary  ;  he  was  no  more  than  three  years  of  age,  when 
he  modelled  and  then  drew  a  frog  after  one  he  had  caught, 
and  he  was  not  yet  eight  when  he  was  placed  under  Yusai 
Kuntyosiu,  the  leading  painter  of  the  Ukioye  school. 
Alany  are  the  anecdotes  told  of  the  days  of  his  studentshij), 
all  of  which  tend  to  emphasise  his  originality  and  power, 
while  his  escapades,  always  the  result  of  his  passion  for 
sketching  under  every  possible  condition  and  his  desire  to 
multiply  opportunities  for  the  observation  of  life,  are  still  re¬ 
membered  and  talked  of  as  typifying  his  character  and  his 
love  of  art.  1 1  is  art  covered  every  field — history,  figure,  land¬ 
scape,  animal,  and  still-life  painting — luit  whatever  his  sub¬ 
ject  he  always  worked  from  memory,  using  studies  and  copies 
of  all  kinds,  whether  original  works,  engravings,  or  photo¬ 
graphs,  only  as  aids  to  stimulate  the  mind.  He  was  a  man 
of  extraordinary  eccentricity,  sometimes  startling,  and  always 
dealing  in  the  unexpected.  Alany  of  his  finest  and  most 
remarkable  works  were  produced  when  under  the  influence  of 
sake.  Rut  it  was  not  as  a  drunkard  that  he  drank  ;  it  was 
rather  with  that  intention  which  is  said  to  have  led  Fuseli 
into  eating  underdone  pork  before  painting  his  “  N ightmare ;  ” 
and  when  he  placed  himself  under  the  spell  of  the  cup  he 
added  unparalleled  spirit  and  originality  to  his  usual  char¬ 
acteristics  of  rapidity,  firmness,  decision,  and  grace.  Alodest 
and  versatile,  catholic  in  his  views,  welcoming  the  great 
([ualities  of  European  art,  yet  desponding  as  to  art’s  future, 
he  has  left  thousands  of  works  to  immortalise  his  name,  while 
his  life,  simple  and  unostentatious,  proclaims  him  the 
Diogenes  of  the  Rrush. 

AAM  regret  to  have  also  to  record  the  death  of  AI.  Louis 
.Jules  Etex  at  the  age  of  seventy-nine.  He  was  the  pupil 
of  Ingres  and  Lethiere,  and  at  the  age  of  twenty-three  made 
his  first  appearance  at  the  Salon.  He  soon  obtained  a 
second-class  medal  for  his  portraits,  and  in  1838  he  was 
awarded  a  like  medal  for  his  “  Adam  and  Eve.”  He  painted 
many  historical  works,  including  “  St.  Philibert,”  and  latterly 
was  professor  of  drawing  at  the  School  of  Decorative  Arts. 
AI.  Sortambosc,  who  has  just  died  at  the  age  of  fifty- three, 
was  a  sculptor  of  great  delicacy  and  taste,  who  will  be 
chiefly  remembered  by  his  works  in  wood.  Herr  Otto 
HE  'I'horen,  the  well-known  animal  painter,  was  born  in 
Vienna,  but  practised  in  Paris,  where  he  gained  medals  in 
Ibh.'j  and  in  1884.  In  the  latter  year  he  was  admitted  to 
the  Legion  of  Honour. 


A R T  IN  8 E  P T E M B E R . 


ENGLISH  WATER-COLOUR  ART  AT  THE  PARIS 
EXHIBITION. 

The  awards  to  exhibitors  of  water-colour  and  black-and- 
white  drawings  at  the  Paris  Exhibition  are  now  known  so 
far  as  the  first  and  second  class  medals  are  concerned.  It 
is  not  too  much  to  say  that  they  are  more  open  to  criti¬ 
cism,  even  to  the  resentment  of  uninterested  judges,  than 
those  given  in  other  departments.  The  following  is  the 
list: — 

First  Class  Medals  .-—Mr.  Chaeles  Keene,  Mr.  J.  Aumonibe, 
R.I.,  Mr.  AiFEED  East,  R.L,  Mr.  E.  J.  Gee&oey,  A.R.A.,  R.I., 
Mr.ALFEED  Paesons,  R.I.,  and  Mr.  W.  L.  Wyllie,  A.R.A.,  R.I. 

Second  Class  Medals : — Sir  J.  D.  Linton,  P.R.I.,  Mr.  Andeeson 
Hague,  R.B.A.,  Mr.  J.  Noeth,  R.W.S.,  Mr.  C.  E.  Holloway,  R.I., 
Miss  Alma-Tadema,  Mr.  Waltee  Ceane,  A. R.W.S.,  Mr.  W.  B. 
WoLLEN,  R.I.,  Mr.  Heebeet  Maeshall,  R.W.S.,  Mr.  Stanhope 
Foebes,  Mr.  Gboege  Clausen,  A. R.W.S.,  Mr.  Thomas  Colliee, 
R.L,  and  Mr.  Feed.  Cotman,  R.I. 

We  shall  probably  have  more  to  say  on  this  subject 
next  month. 


RECENT  ACQUISITIONS  AT  THE  NATIONAL  GALLERY. 

In  addition  to  the  pictures  of  “  A  Convivial  Party,”  by 
Pot,  and  the  “  Portrait  of  a  Lady,”  by  Francis  Cotes,  that 
were  placed  in  the  National  Gallery  three  months  ago, 
some  further  interesting  works  have  recently  been  con¬ 
tributed,  three  of  which  add  new  names  to  the  list  of 
painters  represented  in  Trafalgar  Square.  In  Room  XIX. 
has  been  hung  a  life-sized  head,  in  an  oval  frame,  of 
Napoleon  Buonaparte  in  uniform — presented  by  the  Duke 
of  Leinster.  It  is  by  Horace  Vernet  and,  though  not 
to  be  considered  as  a  work  of  art  of  any  considerable  ex¬ 
cellence,  it  is  an  interesting  specimen  of  French  portrait¬ 
painting  when  the  century  was  in  its  first  quarter.  Is  this, 
perhaps,  one  of  the  several  portraits  of  the  great  commander 
commissioned  of  Vernet  by  a  Russian  princess  at  a  thousand 
francs  per  portrait  1  Upon  a  screen  in  Room  XI. — that 
devoted  to  woi’ks  of  the  early  Flemish  and  German  schools 
— is  a  large  and  highly  interesting  work,  attributed  to  Jan 
Breughel.  It  represents  an  “  Interior  of  a  Gallery  of  Art ;  ” 
that  is  to  say,  a  large  room,  the  walls  of  which  are  closely 
hung  with  pictures  as  various  in  their  subjects  as  in  their 
treatment.  Extremely  high  finish,  pure  and  vivid  colour, 
and  precision  of  touch,  distinguish  this  canva.s,  ivhich 
contains  also  eleven  gaily-dressed  figures  of  men  who  are 
sitting  at  the  table  and  discussing  the  pictures.  This  work, 
in  which  the  painting  is  better  than  the  perspective,  was 
bequeathed  to  the  nation  by  Mr.  J.  Staniforth  Beckett. 
Among  the  pictures  of  the  Tuscan  School,  in  Room  I.,  is 
hung  a  large  canvas,  the  gift  of  Mr.  George  Salting,  by 
Jacopo  Chimenti  da  Empoli,  representing  “  San  Zenobio 
Restoring  to  Life  a  Dead  Child.”  The  composition,  num¬ 
bered  1,282  in  the  Catalogue,  contains  nine  heads,  the  cen¬ 
tral  figure  being  San  Zenobio  in  full  canonicals;  while  at  his 
feet  lies  the  child,  with  the  mother  and  grandmother  kneel¬ 
ing  befoi'e  him.  The  painter’s  study  of  the  works  of  Andrea 
del  Sarto,  on  which  he  modelled  his  style,  is  here  apparent. 
A  “  View  of  Dedham  ”  (1,283)  by  Gainsborough,  measuring 
about  thirty-one  inches  by  twenty-five,  has  been  purchased 
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from  the  fuud  beiiueathed  by  Mr.  Francis  Clarke,  and  hung 
in  Room  XIX.  A  figure  of  a  tramp  is  in  the  foreground, 
while  the  view  of  Dedham  Church  and  a  portion  of  the 
hamlet  is  vignetted  through  the  arched  trees.  This  early 
little  picture  is  very  highly  finished.  A  new  acquisition  by 
another  king  of  the  English  School  is  Wilson’s  “  Landscape 
with  Figures.”  The  picture,  in  which  some  female  figures 
are  engaged  in  bathing,  is  flooded  with  golden  light,  with 
somewhat  less  contrast  of  shadow  than  is  usual  with  the 
painter.  It  measures  nineteen  inches  by  thirty-three,  and 
is  placed  in  Room  XVII.  It  wa.s,  together  with  the  so- 
called  Breughel,  bequeathed  by  Mr.  J.  Staniforth  Beckett. 
A  “Frost  Scene”  (1,288)  by  Van  der  Neer,  a  “Land¬ 
scape  ”  (1289,)  by  CuYP,  and  a  “  Family  Group  ”  (1,292)  by 
Bylert  (au  artist  hitherto  unrepresented  here,  and  one 
who  is  chiefly  known  as  a  painter  on  glass),  have  been 
added  to  Room  XII. ;  and  an  “  Ascension  of  the  Virgin  ” 
by  Valdes  Leal — the  prolific  contemporary  of  Murillo,  of 
whose  fame  he  was  jealous,  and  whose  manner  he  has  here 
imitated,  as  was  his  wont — has  been  hung  in  Room  XV., 
among  the  Spanish  pictures. 


JAPANESE  ART  AND  THE  EUROPEAN  MARKET. 

In  a  lecture  recently  delivered  by  Mr.  Liberty  to  a 
Tokyo  audience,  which  included  Viscount  Sano,  Professor 
Fenollosa,  Captain  Brinkley,  and  other  well-known  experts 
in  the  art-work  of  Japan,  that  gentleman  gave  some  excel¬ 
lent  practical  advice,  that  may  be  productive  of  much  good, 
more  particularly  as  many  students  of  the  art  school 
listened  to  and  applauded  his  “  points.”  Mr.  Liberty  laid 
stress  on  the  fact  that  no  diffidence  or  respect  for  European 
manners,  and  no  dallying  vi'ith  the  European  market, 
should  be  permitted  to  interfere  ivith  the  true  charac¬ 
teristics  and  individuality  of  the  Japanese  art  of  the  day. 
“  Adopt  our  top-hats  and  our  war-ships,  if  you  will,”  he 
said,  in  effect ;  “  let  your  ladies,  like  ours,  enclose  their 
forms  in  an  iron  cage,  if  they  must,  but  keep  to  the 
nationality  of  your  art.  Adapt  the  shape  of  your  vases 
and  trays  to  European  wants,  but  do  not  adopt  European 
models.  Stick  to  your  brush  and  forswear  the  Western 
pencil-point ;  give  us  your  jewellery,  if  you  please,  but 
not  your  imitations  of  the  vulgarest  productions  of  Bir¬ 
mingham  and  the  Palais  Royal,  or  your  trade  and  your  art 
will  die  together.  I  have  even  seen  some  of  your  temples 
furnished  ‘in  the  newest  style.’  Hinges,  window-frames, 
and  locks — and  of  poor  quality,  all  of  them — have  usurped 
the  places  of  your  sliding-doors,  shojis,  and  bolts,  and 
hideous,  gaudy  felts  your  own  pure  mattings.  Western 
machinery  can  imitate  your  bad  art  cheaper  than  you  can 
produce  it,  but  your  own  hands  and  minds  alone  can  pro¬ 
duce  your  Ji7ie  art.  No  enaineller  was  ever  greater  than 
your  Mr.  Namikawa  of  Kyoto  ;  no  embroiderer  finer  than 
Mr.  Nishimura  ;  no  jewellers  more  perfect  than  those  now  at 
Komi.  One  thing  only  you  must  remember  ;  and  that  is, 
how  the  objets  cV  art  are  to  be  viewed  in  Euroiiean  homes : 
recollect  we  sit  higher  than  you  do,  so  that  your  decora¬ 
tions  on  your  vases  should  be  higher,  too.  But  only  in 
such  cases  as  these  should  you  modify  your  models.”  As 
Mr.  Liberty  can  back  his  advice  by  trade  orders,  his  counsel 
stands  a  good  chance  of  receiving  attention. 
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THE  XATIOXAL  PORTRAIT  GALLERY  IX  1S87. 

The  thirty-second  annual  report  of  the  'hrustees  of  the 
National  Portrait  Gallery  that  was  recently  presented  to 
Parliament  shows  that  the  gifts  to  the  galleiy  now  number 
four  hundred  and  tifty-two,  and  the  purchases  four 
hundred  and  twenty-seven.  Of  the  former  fourteen  were 
added  ;  and  of  the  latter,  seven.  The  donations  include 
the  following  :  The  Duke  of  Cumberland  (1721  — ITL.j'l,  by 
Jervas  ;  Countess  of  Sunderland  (U183 — 17111),  by  Sir 
Godfrey  Kneller  ;  Lord  Gough,  by  Sir  Francis  Grant, 
P.R.A.  ;  William  Gowper,  by  Harvey,  after  Lemuel 
Abbot  ;  Sir  AVilliam  iMolesworth,  Bart.,  by  Sir  J.  Wat.son 
Gordon,  B.A.,  P.B.S.A.  ;  General  Popham,  by  Sir  i\I.  H. 
Shee,  P.Pi.A.  ;  and  the  Rev.  Edmund  Clarke,  LL.  1).,  by 
John  Opie,  B.A.  The  purchases  include  The  Earl  of 
Halifax  (16111—171.')),  by  Sir  Godfrey  Kneller;  Lord 
Macclesfield  (1666 — 1732),  and  the  Earl  of  Rochester  (1614 
— 1711 ),  both  by  the  same.  Five  pictures  have  been  cleaned 
and  lined  ;  nine  cleaned  and  re-varnished  ;  and  eight  put 
under  glass  ;  and  the  collection  generally  is  in  the  good 
order  that  might  be  expected  from  iMr.  Scharf’s  tutelage. 
The  number  of  entrances  has  averaged  5.'3,300  annually 
since  the  ojiening  of  the  collection  in  18.59  to  1885,  the  date 
of  its  removal  to  Bethnal  Green.  Concerning  the  figures  after 
that  year,  Mr.  Schavf  wisely  keeps  silence.  For  the  ten 
years  previous  to  1885  the  average  was  92,500.  The  report 
concludes  with  a  tribute  to  the  generosity  of  “  an  anonymous 
donor  who  has  ottered  to  provide  funds  for  the  erection  of 
a  new  gallery.  Such  munificence,”  it  adds,  “  needs  no 
comment.” 

•‘THE  LEGIOX  OF  HONOUR.” 

An  interesting  compilation  has  been  made  on  the  subject 
of  awards  for  artistic  merit  that  have  been  distributed  in 
France  among  contemporary  artists — statistics  that  suggest 
reflections  on  the  real  meaning  and  value  of  such  distinc¬ 
tions.  It  is  said,  with  some  show  of  authority,  that  France 
contains  “  a  minimum  of  five  thousand  artists.”  We,  how¬ 
ever,  have  always  understood  that  twenty-two  thousand 
was  nearer  the  mark,  of  whom  twelve  thousand  have  ex¬ 
hibited  at  the  current  exhibitions.  But  perhaps  the  latest 
calculation  is  based  on  some  more  critical  standard  and 
examination  of  claims ;  so  five  thousand  be  it.  Of  tliese 
no  fewer  than  two  thousand  two  hundred  have  received 
“  rewards  ”  in  the  Salon,  ranging  from  Medals  of  Honour 
down  to  Honourable  ^Mentions.  Of  the  two  thousand  two 
hundred,  three  hundred  and  seventy  have  been  “  deco¬ 
rated  ” — that  is  to  say,  admitted  to  the  Legion  of  Honour  ; 
and  of  them  seventy  have  been  raised  to  the  ranks  of 
Officer,  Commander,  and  Grand  Officer.  These  figures 
show  that  in  the  whole  French  roll  of  honour  only  one  per 
cent,  has  been  chosen  from  the  ranks  of  artists.  The 
divisions  of  the  arts  of  design  are  thus  represented  in  the 
Legion  of  Honour  and  in  the  higher  grades  : — Painters  : 
Meissonier  (Grand  Officer)  ;  Bonnat,  Bouguereau,  Gdrome, 
Hebert,  and  J.  N.  Robert-Fleury  (Commanders)  ;  and 
Alfred  Arago,  Armand-Dumaresq,  Benjamin-Constant, 
Bida,  Breton,  Busson,  Cabat,  Carolus-Duran,  Chai)lin, 
Henri  Delaborde,  Delaunay,  Detaille,  Duiire,  Francois, 
Galland,  Gigoux,  Harpignie.s,  llenner,  Humbert,  Jalabert, 
Lami,  Laurens,  Lefebvre,  Lenepveu,  Charles  Leroux,  Dlayer, 
( lustave  Moreau,  Muller,  Puvis  de  Chavannes,  Ribot,  T. 
Robert-Fleury,  Signol,  Vibert,  Vollon,  and  Yvon  (Of¬ 
ficers)  ;  Sculptors,  Medallists,  and  Gem-Engravers  ; 
De  Nieuwerkerke  (Grand  Officer)  ;  Eugmie  Guillaume 


(Commander)  ;  and  Barrias,  Bartholdi,  Cain,  Cavelier, 
Chaplain,  Chapu,  Crauk,  Delaplanche,  Paul  Dubois,  Fal- 
guiG'e,  Fremiet,  GeofiVey-Dechaume,  Mercia,  Ainffi  Dlillet, 
and  Thomas.  Architects  :  Pailly  and  Charles  Gamier 
(Commanders) ;  and  Aldrophe,  Andre,  Baudot,  Boeswill- 
wald,  Bourdais,  Dulert,  Formige,  De  Joly,  Lisch,  Parent, 
Revoil,  Sedille,  Trelat,  and  Vaudremer  (Officers).  En¬ 
gravers  :  Henriquel-Dupont  (Commander).  The  two 
Officers,  Gaillard  and  Francois,  have  recently  died,  and 
their  places  have  not  yet  been  filled  up.  Such  is  a  list  of  the 
higher  grades  of  those  who  wear  “  the  Cross  ;  ”  and  it  must 
be  admitted  that  there  is  hardly  oneamong  them  who  does  not 
fully  merit  his  honour.  But  of  the  great  mass— the  other 
three  hundred  !  The  inference  is  that  the  average  of  their 
talent  must  be  at  least  equal  to  that  of  our  average  Acade¬ 
mician  ;  while  the  odd  two  thousand,  or  thereabouts,  repre¬ 
sents  a  class  for  whom  we  have  no  comparative  grade  in  Eng¬ 
land.  In  this  way  the  greater  numerical  strength,  at  least,  of 
the  French  over  the  English  class  of  caiiable  artists  is  clearly 
established,  and  of  its  superiority  in  i)oint  of  capacity  strong 
primd  facie  evidence  is  afforded.  But  this  fondness  for 
“  rewards,”  of  course,  and  the  profuseness  of  their  distribu¬ 
tion,  does  not  necessarily  mean  much,  while  it  lends  colour 
to  that  trenchant  definition  of  a  Frenchman  who  is  said 
to  be  “a  decorated  gentleman  ivlio  does  not  know  his 
geography.”  In  conclusion,  we  may  call  attention  to  the 
list  of  English  artists  who  have  so  far  been  admitted  to  the 
Legion  of  Honour  : — Painters  :  Alma-Tadema,  Leighton, 
and  Dlillais  (Officers)  ;  Calderon,  Frith,  Gilbert,  Carl  Haag, 
and  Watts  (Knights).  Sculptors  :  Leighton  (Officer)  ; 
and  Calder  Marshall  (Knight).  Architect  :  J.  L.  Pearson. 


THE  LIVEltPOOL  AUTUMX  EXHIBITION. 

The  nineteenth  autumn  exhibition  at  the  Walker  Art 
Gallei'y,  Liverpool,  held  under  the  auspices  of  the  Corpora¬ 
tion,  was  opened  on  Dlouday,  2nd  September.  The  exhibits 
number  1,560  as  compared  with  1,414  last  year.  The 
leading  attraction  is  Mr.  Okchard.son’s  “Young  Duke,” 
and  twenty-five  other  members  and  associates  of  the  academy 
contribute  ;  so  that  the  “  boycott  ”  which  was  apprehended 
as  a  result  of  the  Corporation’s  treatment  of  Sir  Frederick 
Leighton  appears  to  have  come  to  nothing.  Here,  as  in 
London,  the  majority  of  the  interesting  pictures  is  by  out¬ 
siders,  such  works  as  John  (M.  Swan’s  “  Prodigal  Son,”  C. 
N.  Kennedy’s  “Neptune,”  “The  Garden  of  Adonis”  by  J. 
R.  Weguelin,  a.  Chevallier  Tayler’s  “  Encore,”  H.  H. 
Lathargue’s  “Lamplight  Portrait,”  and  Arthur  Hacker’s 
“  Return  of  Persephone  ”  being  among  the  most  important 
figure  ])ictures.  Portraiture  is  well  reiiresented  by  such 
works  as  Professor  Herkomer’s  likeness  of  Dir.  Thomas 
Chilton,  that  of  Dir.  F.  Yilliers  by  W.  Logsdail,  and  Dir. 
Gladstone  by  11.  .J.  Thai)Deu.s.  Landscapes  of  note  include 
“  Ploughing  ”  l)y  G.  Cl.vusen,  “  Westward  ”  by  H.  DIoore, 
A.R.A.,  “The  DIoat  Farm”  by  David  DIurray,  John 
Finnie’s  “Corner  of  Dfy  Studio,”  and  “  The  Dffilley  of  the 
Thames”  by  Alfred  Parsons.  Pictures  from  the  Salon 
are  more  numerous  than  usual,  but  they  include  uone  of 
the  first  importance.  Among  the  new  works  of  local 
artists  the  most  notable  are  Robert  Fowler’s  “  Sad  Stories 
of  the  Death  of  King.s,”  G.  H.  Neale’s  “Romola”  and 
portrait  of  R.  Fowler,  A.  E.  “ Brockbank’s  “Eventide, 
Cookham,”  and  R.  fi.  DIorrison’s  fine  portrait  of  the 
Rev.  Dir.  Higgins.  The  ivater-colours,  numbering  over 
six  hundred,  form  a  particularly  strong  section  of  the 
exhibition,  in  which  the  leading  attractions  are  by  James 
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T.  Watts,  Walter  Langley,  R.  Fowler,  T.  Austen 
Frown,  Mrs.  Stillman,  Hampson  Jones,  W.  W.  Lainu, 
James  Towers,  C.  Cockram,  Peter  Ghent,  &c.  The 
jiastels  include  several  successful  works,  notably  Emile 
Wauters’  portrait  of  M.  II.  Spielinanu  and  “  Carmen.” 
The  statuaiy  is,  for  almost  the  first  time  here,  made  a 
feature  of,  and  includes  some  excellent  statuettes  by  E. 
Onslow  Ford,  A.R.A.,  A.  Toft,  H.  Thornycroft,  R.A.,  S. 
Fry,  and  others.  The  collection  as  a  whole  is  much  above 
the  average,  and  the  hanging  has  been  unusually  well  done 
by  the  Arts  Committee,  aided  by  H.  Moore,  A.R.A.,  G.  P. 
Jacomb-Hood,  and  R.  E.  Morrison. 


REVIEWS. 

In  '"''Japan  and  its  Art'’  (The  Fine  Art  Society)  Mr. 
Marcus  Huish  discourses  in  a  chatty,  pleasant  way  upon  a 
subject  in  which  he  is  evidently  much  interested.  He 
has,  therefore,  republished  in  book  form  a  series  of 
articles  which  originally  appeared  in  our  contemporary, 
the  Art  Journal.  They  are  chiefly  compiled  from  well- 
known  sources,  but  Mr.  Huish  has  had  the  advantage  of  a 
native  collaborator  in  Mr.  Kataoka,  whose  assistance  is 
manifest  in  the  vivid  descriptions  of  Japanese  life  and 
customs  which  enliven  the  volume.  It  will  be  interesting  to 
many  to  learn  that  New  Year’s  Day  is  the  birthday  of  all 
Japanese,  for  no  matter  upon  what  day  they  are  born  they 
are  considered  to  be  one  year  old  on  the  ensuing  New 
Year’s  Day;  and  to  Western  notions  it  may  also  appear 
incongruous  that  kissing  is  unknown  in  the  “happy 
dragon-fly-shaped  ”  land,  as  its  natives  term  it.  Mr. 
Huish  makes  some  well-founded  remarks  upon  the  beauty 
of  Japanese  women,  which,  owing  to  the  difficulty  expe¬ 
rienced  by  Japanese  artists  in  portraying  the  human 
features,  is  not  adequately  appreciated  in  this  country.  It 
will,  perhaps,  be  well  to  let  Mr.  Huish  speak  for  himself : 
“The  lady  in  the  picture-books  is  not  handsome,  but 
that  was  not  the  fault  of  the  model,  but  of  a  system 
which  compelled  the  artist  to  draw  her  features  after 
certain  rules  which  he  dare  not  transgress.  Examine  any 
one  of  the  volumes  of  celebrated  beauties,  and  they  are 
all  precisely  alike.  Two  slits  very  far  apart  for  eyes,  two 
black  bars  high  up  on  her  forehead  to  serve  the  place  of 
her  shaved-off  eyebrows  ;  a  long  slightly  aquiline  nose,  and 
tiny  mouth,  and  a  long  oval  swollen-cheeked  countenance. 
She  wears  a  trailing  robe  of  silks  of  the  most  varied  patterns, 
and  her  raven  tresses  sweep  the  ground.”  Both  Japan  and 
the  Japanese  are  fully  and  satisfactorily  dealt  with,  the 
chapter  upon  flowers  and  flower-festivals  being  in  particular 
ably  and  sympathetically  treated,  the  poetic  associations  of 
the  Japanese  with  even  the  commonest  flowers  being 
recognised  and  recorded  with  much  descriptive  skill. 
Mr.  Huish  does  not  lose  sight  of  the  fact  that  the  so  called 
“  hawthorn  ”  jars  are  in  reality  not  hawthorn  at  all,  but 
plum  blossom.  It  is  only  when  the  art  of  the  country 
comes  to  be  discussed  that  a  certain  degree  of  disappoint¬ 
ment  with  the  book  will  be  experienced.  No  writer  upon 
the  subject  can  afford  to  ignore  the  vast  collections  of  art 
still  preserved  in  the  temples  of  Japan,  as,  for  instance,  at 
Nara  and  Nikko ;  but  hitherto  no  systematic  attempt  has 
been  made  to  include  the  whole  range  of  known  master¬ 
pieces.  A  description  of  a  few  pieces  from  London  collec¬ 
tions,  without  any  account  of  those  in  Japan,  and  with  but 
passing  reference  to  those  of  France,  cannot  be  accepted  as 
an  adequate  treatment  of  Japan  and  its  art.  Mr.  Huish 
is  unsparing  in  his  denunciation  of  the  apathy  evinced  by 


the  South  Kensington  Museum  authorities  in  the  matter  of 
Japanese  art,  and  it  must  be  admitted  that  his  strictures 
are  in  the  main  deserved.  In  common  fairnes.s,  however, 
it  should  have  been  stated  that  some  imi)ortant  additions 
were  secured  at  the  Hamilton  Palace  Sale,  where  the 
lacquer  was,  according  to  Mr.  Huish’s  own  showing,  of  the 
finest  quality.  Allowance  .should  also  have  been  made  for 
the  difficulty  of  securing  a  competent  authority  to  guide  the 
purchases  for  the  State  Museums.  But  very  little  is  known 
as  yet  of  the  historic  side  of  Japanese  art,  and  the  Museums 
have  not  been  backward  when  they  were  certain  of  being 
upon  sure  ground.  Mr.  Huish  especially  should  not  be  too 
severe  upon  the  caution  shown  by  the  Museum  authorities, 
for,  to  judge  by  the  numerous  illustrations  in  this  book, 
his  own  collection  is  not  without  reproach.  As  a  brief  and 
brightly  written  account  of  the  principal  forms  of  art  in 
Japan  and  their  application,  this  book  is  admirably  adapted 
for  general  reading. 

The  sixth  volume  of  “  The  Jdenry  Irving  Shahespeare  ” 
(Blackie  and  Son)  has  now  been  reached,  and  we  are  within 
sight  of  the  completion  of  the  work.  Only  four  plays  are 
dealt  with,  but  all  of  them  are  “heavy”  ones  in  respect  to 
length  and  profusion  of  notes.  They  are  “  Othello  ”  (edited 
by  Messrs.  Frank  Marshall  and  Wilson  Verity) ;  “Antony 
and  Cleopatra  ”  (Messrs.  Oscar  Adams  and  Arthur  Symons); 
“  Coriolanus  ”  (Mr.  Beeching) ;  and  “  King  Lear  ”  (Messrs. 
Adams  and  Verity) — the  whole  having  had  the  further  ad¬ 
vantage  of  Mr.  Joseph  Knight’s  assistance.  The  chief  point 
of  artistic  interest  in  the  volume  lies  in  the  fact  that  although 
two  of  the  plays,  “  Othello  ”  and  “  King  Lear,”  have  been 
illustrated  by  the  accustomed  pencil  of  Mr.  Gordon  Browne, 
“Antony  and  Cleopatra”  has  been  pictured  by  Mr.  Maynard 
Brown,  and  Coriolanus  ”  by  Mr.  Margetson.  Hampered 
doubtless,  by  the  manner  of  Mr.  Gordon  Browne,  whose 
work,  for  reasons  of  harmony  of  effect,  he  has  set  himself 
to  imitate,  Mr.  Margetson  does  not  do  himself  justice.  His 
compositions  are  fairly  good,  but  his  pencil  is  heavy  and 
abrupt,  though  not  without  character.  Mr.  Maynard  Brown 
is  more  deliberate,  his  line  is  rather  that  of  the  engraver, 
but  on  the  whole  appropriate  enough.  Mr.  Gordon  Browne 
is  not  at  his  best  in  “Othello,”  but  in  “King  Lear”  his 
work  rises  to  its  customary  level,  and  exhibits  a  verve, 
freedom,  and  piquant  energy  we  look  for  in  vain  in  that 
of  his  friends.  We  take  it,  of  course,  that  the  cuts  are  in¬ 
tended,  not  as  a  serious  attempt  to  “  illustrate  ”  Shakspere, 
but  as  a  pleasant  pictorial  accompaniment  of  the  text ;  and 
from  this  standpoint  we  judge  them. 

If  it  did  not  seem  ungrateful,  we  should  complain  that 
the  men  who  have  taken  the  pains  to  collect  and  print  for 
us  the  bell  lists  of  their  respective  counties  have  not  agreed 
to  do  it  in  the  same  way.  As  it  is  the  bell  books  are  of 
every  variety  of  quarto  and  octavo,  and  except  when  one 
man,  like  the  late  Mr.  North,  has  produced  several,  those  of 
two  counties  can  hardly  be  found  that  will  range  together. 
That  before  us  “  The  Church  Bells  of  this  Countg  of 
Stafford.’’  by  Jlr.  Charles  Lynham,  is  about  the  largest, 
and  it  takes  its  ow!i  line  in  other  avays  also.  klr.  Lynham 
is  an  architect ;  and  he  duly  catalogues  the  bells  of  thecounty 
as  he  has  undertaken  to  do.  But  the  archaeology  of  the 
subject,  which  others  have  found  so  attractive,  seems  to 
have  little  charm  for  him.  Of  founders  he  has  little  to  say 
beyond  referring  to  the  books  of  others,  though  he  gives  an 
excellent  collection  of  founders’  stamps  ;  and  of  the  uses 
of  the  bells  he  is  content  to  say  that  there  is  nothing  pecu¬ 
liar  in  them,  and  that  for  the  most  part  they  follow  those 
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of  other  counties.  Now,  in  other  counties  nearly  every 
ancient  church  has  ringing  customs  of  its  own,  and  we  doubt 
not  it  is  the  same  in  Staffordshire,  but  the  matter  has  not 
interested  iMr.  Lynham,  and  he  has  pa.ssed  it  over,  and  so 
far  his  book  is  the  worse  for  it.  AVhat  has  interested 
him  is  the  ornamentation  of  the  bells  by  inscriptions 
and  otherwise,  and  of  this  he  gives  fuller  illustration 
thau  will  be  found  in  any  other  book.  The  lettering  and 
decorations  are  represented  full  size  and  by  two  methods, 
one  of  which — the  less  used — is  certainly  the  better, 
but  both  are  good.  As  Mr.  Lynliam  lias  chosen  to  treat  the 
bells  chiefly  as  works  of  the  founder’s  art,  we  wish  he  had 
gone  further  and  given  us  elevations  of  the  bells  to  scale  as 
well  as  drawings  of  their  parts.  During  the  si.x  centuries 
of  English  bell-founding  of  hich  we  know  anything, 
there  have  been  changes  of  fashion  as  to  shapes  as  well 
as  to  decoration.  Rut  they  have  not  yet  been  thoroughly 
worked  out,  and  a  collection  of  outlines  would  be  interesting. 
Of  the  Staffordshire  bells  the  most  curious  is  that  in  St. 
Chad’s  Church,  Lichfield,  to  which  IMr.  Lynham  devotes  his 
first  three  plates.  And  it  is  probably  the  earliest,  though 
we  should  not  put  it  so  early  as  the  thirteenth  century. 
The  iuscription  we  hold  to  be  a  still  unsolved  riddle.  The 
earliest  dated  bell  is  at  Milwich  140!),  and  it  is  further  in¬ 
teresting  for  .giving  the  name  of  the  founder,  Johannes  de 
OoLSALE.  iMr.  Lynham,  with  much  likelihood,  conjectures 
Oolsale  to  be  Ooleshill,  and  he  has  identified  some  other 
bells  as  the  work  of  the  same  man.  There  arc  many  other 
interesting  bells,  both  medimval  and  later,  of  which  good 
drawings  are  given,  and  JLr.  Lynham  has  included  one 
fereign  bell  notidde  for  the  early  date,  1211,  which  it  bears. 
He  tells  us  that  he  found  it  by  chance  in  187(1  in  the  church 
of  Fontenailles  in  Normandy.  It  is  a  wax-cast  bell  of  an 
early  type  known  in  France  and  Italy,  but  of  which  wo 
believe  no  example  has  been  found  in  England.  At  the 
end  of  the  book  Jlr.  Lynham  gives  nearly  forty  plates  of 
church  towers,  of  which  Ave  will  oidy  say  that  they  are  not 
Worthy  to  be  included  in  the  same  volume  as  his  plates  of 
the  bells. 

The  new  edition  of  Mr.  Robinson’s  Picture- }[akiiui 
hi/  Vliotoijraph/i  ”  marks  a  distinct  advance  in  the  science 
of  obtaining  artistic  qualities  from  the  camera.  No  one 
could  treat  the  subject  more  ably  thau  Mr.  Robinson,  and 
the  fact  that  he  starts  from  the  proper  point,  establishing 
himself  upon  a  firm  basis  before  he  sets  down  his  rules — 
with  none  of  which  we  are  disposed  to  <paarret — must  com¬ 
mand  the  respect  and  sympathy  of  his  readers,  for  the 
task  is  a  hopeless  one  so  long  as  the  lens  differs  from 
the  human  eye.  “  The  materials  used  by  photographers,” 
says  Mr.  Robinson,  “differ  only  in  degree  from  those  em¬ 
ployed  by  the  painter  and  sculptor.”  fVe  are  not  quite 
sure  that  we  quite  follow  the  author  in  his  meaning  ; 
but,  whatever  it  is,  we  are  satisfied  that  it  is  this  same 
“  difference  in  degree  ”  that  marks  the  absolute  limitation 
between  photography  and  art.  Mr.  Robinson’s  theories  are 
admirable.  He  insists  on  a  general  study  of  picture-making 
as  necessary  to  the  ambitious  photographer.  He  urges  his 
readers  to  study  the  art  of  composing  a  picture  ;  of  the 
effects  of  light  and  shade,  and  hoAv  they  may  most  advan¬ 
tageously  be  used  ;  of  the  varying  treatment  of  sea,  sky^ 
cloud,  and  landscape,  of  men  and  animals,  of  portraiture 
and  picturesque  dressing — indeed,  of  every  artistic  aspect 
of  the  subject.  Mr.  Robiuson  does  Mr.  Muybridge  an  in¬ 
justice  when  he  accuses  him  of  “making  the  mistake  of 
wanting  to  prove  artists  wrong  for  not  representing  animals 
as  they  do  not  see  them.”  Mr.  Muybridge  does  no  such  thing  ; 


he  merely  wishes  artists  to  know  what  is  the  reiil  move¬ 
ment  of  an  animal  that  he  may  more  correctl y  observe  him, 
much  in  the  same  way  as  the  figure-painter  goes  through 
a  course  of  anatomical  demonstration.  IFe  do  not  find  that 
iMr.  Robinson  mentions  that  very  effective  aid  to  the  pro¬ 
duction  of  an  “  artistic  photograph  ” — the  striking  the 
camera  with  a  tuning-fork  at  the  moment  of  exposure.  The 
vibration  thus  jiroduced  softens  down  hard  lines  in  a  re¬ 
markable  manner.  But  perhaps  the  author  does  not  con¬ 
sider  such  a  method  legitimate. 

The  second  volume  of  Black  ie's  Modern  Cyclopcedia” 
maintains  the  general  excellence  of  the  first  in  condensing 
the  ordinary  “  conversations-lexicon  ”  into  the  space  of 
eight  octavo  volumes.  This  is  well  and  clearly  printed  on 
good  paper,  and  the  illustrations  are  well  cut ;  but  the  fault 
of  the  book,  so  far  as  can  be  seen,  lies  in  the  attempt  to 
include  too  much,  more  es^jecially  in  introducing  current 
biographies.  When  Ave  find  tAventy-six  lines  given  to  Mr. 
Roucicault,  Ave  are  surprised  to  find  Sir  William  Roxall 
entirely  omitted,  and  Cimabue  disposed  of  in  fifteen  lines  ; 
and  Avheiq,  Baron  C’ockburu,  the  Scottish  jndge,  is  duly 
noticed,  the  absence  of  the  late  Lord  Chief  Justice  forces 
itself  upon  the  reader.  Many  of  the  Great  IMasters  of 
painting  are  included,  but,  turning  casually  over  the  pages, 
Ave  observe  the  omission  of  Bol,  Bonington,  Boucher, 
Bronzino,  CHialon,  Chodowiecki,  and  Clouet,  although 
“  Phiz  ”  is  made  the  subject  of  a  little  biography.  In  other 
deiiartments,  hoAvever,  the  book  ai)pears  adetpiate,  and  the 
mai)s  are  Avell  engraved. 

A  sort  of  pathetic  interest  attaches  to  the  little  book  of 
'\Soni/s  of  the  Spindle  and  Legends  of  the  Loom'’  (N.  J. 
PoAvell  and  Co.).  This  jiretty  anthology,  made  by  ]\Ir. 
H.  11.  IVarnek,  has  been  produced  in  accordance  AAuth  the 
strictest  tenets  of  Mr.  Ruskin’s  St.  George’s  Guild,  for  it  is 
the  outcome  of  hand-Avork  alone.  The  i>rinting  is  by  a 
hand-press,  the  i>a|)er  is  hand-made,  and  the  flax,  which 
forms  the  Iiasis  of  the  canvas  in  Avhich  the  book  is  bound, 
Avas  spun  by  hand  by  the  cottagers  in  the  Langdale  Valley. 
There  Avhen  they  bleach,  they  bleach  “  by  the  i>ure  moun¬ 
tain  and  sunshine,”  so  that  neither  machinery  nor  chemicals 
have  had  an  undue  share  in  the  book,  ’rhat  the  com¬ 
piler  should  have  to  boast  about  this  as  a  curiosity  is  the 
saddest  thing  about  it.  Why  should  not  books  de  luxe  be 
often  so  produced  1  They  Avould,  of  course,  have  to  be 
better  done  than  this. 


ORITUARY. 

Herr  Ferdinand  Bellermann,  avIio  has  just  died  at 
the  age  of  seventy- five,  Avas  a  native  of  Erfurt.  He  became 
the  pupil  of  Blechen  and  Schirnier  successively,  and  then 
travelled  about  Europe  in  comitany  Avith  Friedrich  Rreller. 
In  1842,  having  gained  considerable  reputation,  he  Avas,  on 
Humboldt’s  suggestion,  sent  by  King  Frederick  AVilliam  IV. 
to  South  America,  Avhence  he  returned,  three  j'ears  later, 
Avith  some  three  hundred  sketches  in  oil  and  Avater-colour. 
These  are  now  in  the  Berlin  National  Gallery.  In  18()G  he 
Avas  appointed  Professor  of  the  Berlin  Academy,  and  in 
1877  paid  a  second  visit  to  Italy.  Although  he  has  pro¬ 
duced  a  vast  number  of  European  landscape.s,  he  is  chiefly 
knoAvn  as  the  Painter  of  the  Tropics. 


Note. — In  the  July  number  of  ITie  Magazine  of 
Art  Ave  omitted  to  mention  that  the  etched  portrait  of 
Daubigny  Avas  reiiroduced  from  “  Peintres  et  Sculpteurs 
Contemporains,”  by  Jules  Claretie,  published  by  M. 
Jouaust,  Rue  St.  Honorc,  Paris. 
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“Mare  and  Foal,”  at  the  Glasgow  Insti¬ 
tute,  xxiii ;  “'The  Flock,”  at  Lefevre’s 
Gallery,  xxxiv 

Bonnat,  M.,  “Idylle,”419;  “Le  Docteur  B.,”  420 
Books  Reviewed 
“Academy  Architecture,”  xxxix 
Armstrong,  Walter,  “Bryan’s  Dictionary 
of  Painters  and  Engravers,”  xiv 
Babelon,  Ernest,  “  Manuel  d’Arch^ologie 
Orientale,”  xxvii 

Bayiiss,  Wyke,  “  Enchanted  Island,”)xviii, 

XXV 

Bing,  M.,  “Artistic  Japan,”  xxxi 
Blackburn,  Henry,  “Academy  Sketches,” 
xliv 

Bdurdillon,  F.  W.,  “  Young  Maids  and  Old 
China,”  xii 

Brookfield,  Mrs.  Arthur,  “  ADsop’s  Fables,” 
iii 

Bryan’s  Dictionary  of  Painters,  xiv,  xxxviii  . 
Caine,  W.  S.,  “  'Trip  Round  the  World,”  xii 
Carroll,  Mr..  “  Practical  Plane  and  Solid 
Geometry,”  xliv 

Colling  wood,  Mr.,  “  The  Missing  Merchant¬ 
man,”  xii 


Books  Reviewed  (continued)  ;— 

Cook,  Edward  T.,  “  Handbook  to  the 
National  Gallery,”  66,  iii 
Crane,  Walter,  “  Flora’s  Feast ;  a  Masque 
of  Flowers,”  xi 

Daheim,  “Neue  Monatshefte,”  xxxii 
Day,  Lewis,  F.,  “Application  of  Orna¬ 
ment,”  xxxii 

Eastlake,  Charles,  “Notes,”  xiv 
“English  Illustrated  Magazine,”  iv 
Fawkes,  F.  A..  “Architect’s  Joinery  and 
its  Ornamentation,”  viii 
Fenn,  Manville,  “  Quicksilver,”  xii 
Ffoulkes,  Miss,  “  Handbook  of  the  Italian 
Schools  in  the  Dresden  Gallery,”  xviii 
Forsyth,  P.  T.,  M.A.,  “  Religion  in  Recent 
Art,”  xxiv 

Frith,  W.  P.,  R.A,,  Reminiscences,  xi 
Furniss,  Harry,  “  'The  Artistic  Joke,”  xi 
“  Gamle  Norsfce  Taepper,”  xliii 
Graves,  Robert,  “Bryan’s  Dictionary  of 
Painters  and  Engravers,”  xiv 
Greenwood,  Thomas,  “  Museums  and  Art 
Galleries,”  xi 

Griffith,  Farran,  and  Co.,  Christmas  Book¬ 
lets,  xii 

Halford,  F.  M.,  “  Dry  Fly-Fi.shing,”  xxxv 
Havers,  Alice,  “A Book  of  Old  Ballads,” 
xiv 

Henty,  G.  A.,  “Cat  of  Bubastes,”  “The 
Lion  of  St.  Mark,”  xii 
Hildesheimer  and  Faulkner,  Christmas 
Cards,  viii 

Hugo,  Victor,  “Notre  Dame,”  xxxix 
“  Illustrations  of  the  Victorian  Series,  and 
other  Wall  Papers,”  xxxii 
“  Inventaire  Gdnbral  des  Richesses  d’Art 
de  la  France,”  vii 

Jackson,  Frank  G.,  “  Lessons  on  Decora¬ 
tive  Design,”  vii 

Jazet,  Paul,  “Histoire  de  T  Ecoie  Navale,” 
xxxv 

Jullien,  Adolphe,  “  Hector  Berlioz,”  xxxix 
Jusserand,  M.,  “English  Wayfaring  Life 
in  the  Middle  Ages,”  xliii 
Laloux,  M.  V.,  “L’ Architecture  Grecque,” 
xxvii 

Lang,  Andrew,  “  The  Gold  of  Fairnilie," 
viii 

Law,  Ernest,  “  The  History  of  Hampton 
Court  Palace,”  xxiii 

Lawley,  Hon.  Alethea,  “  Vittoria  Colonna,” 
xiv 

Leland,  Charles  G.,  “  Drawing  and  Design¬ 
ing,”  viii 

L6ris,  M.  G.  de,  “  L’ltalie  du  Nord,” 
xliv 

Loftie,  Rev.  W.  J  ,  “  Kensington,  Pictur¬ 
esque  and  Historical,”  xxxi 
Macmillan,  Dr.  Hugh,  “Roman  IMosaics,” 
vii 

Marshall,  Frank,  “The  Henry  Irving 
Shakespeare,”  iv,  xxxv 
Marshman,  Colonel,  “  Brave  Deeds,”  xii 
Marston,  R.  B.,  “Walton’s  Compleat 
Angler,”  xxxi 

Martin,  Benjamin,  “Old  Chelsea,”  xxxix 
May,  Walter  W.,  R.I.,  “  Marine  Painting,” 
iii 

Mitchell,  Arnold,  “Rambling  Sketches,” 
xliv 

Monkhouse,  Cosmo,  Mrs.  Heaton’s  “  Con¬ 
cise  History  of  Painting,”  xi 
MulhoUand,  Miss,  “  Giannetta,”  xii 
Miintz,  E.,  “  Histoire  de  TArt  pendant  la 
Renaissance,”  242 
National  Academy  Notes,  xxxix 
Palmer,  H.  M.,  “The  Minor  Poems  of 
Milton,”  xxiii 

Paris,  M.  P.,  “La  Sculpture  Antique,” 
xxxv 
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Books  Reviewed  (cotilinued) 

Rayet,  M.  Oliver,  and  Collignon,  :M. 
Maxime,  “  Histoire  de  la  Ctirainique 
Grecque,”  iii 

Rendle  and  N'orman,  “The  Inns  of  Old 
Southwark,”  xliii 

Robinson,  A.  Mary  F.,  “  The  End  of  the 
Middle  Ages,”  xliii 
Rogers,  Thorold,  "  Holland,”  xi 
Rowe,  Ml'S.  Eleanor,  ''  Hints  on  Wood 
Carving,”  xliv 

Stranahan,  Mrs.  C.  H.,  “History  of  French 
Painting,”  xxxv 

Tristram.  Outrani,  “Coaching  Days  and 
Coaching  ^\'ays,”  xxiv 
Tuck,  Raphael,  and  Company,  Christmas 
Cards,  xii 

Villari,  Linda.  “Life  of  Savonarola,"  L’Sj 
“  Wall  Papers.”  xxxii  , 

Ward,  ^larcns,  and  Company,  Children  s 
Toy-Books,  xv 

Wheatley  and  Cundall.  “  Remarkiible 
Binding  in  the  British  Museum, ”  xliii 
AVilson,  Ernest,  “A  Book  of  Old  Ballads.” 
xiv 

“  Woman’s  World,  The.’'  vii 
Bosboom,  J.,  Architectural  .Studies  by.  xxvi 
Boiigliton,  G.  H.,  A.R.A.,  at  the  Grosvenor, 
l"B 

Bouguereau,  AV.  A.,  “  The  First  Mourning," 
iii 

Boulanger,  Gustave,  compared  with  Alma- 
Tadema,  70:  “Le  Mamillare,”  “The 
Statuette  Seller,"  71  :  at  the  Kepplestone 
Portrait  Gallery,  ‘207  :  portrait  of  Charles 
Gamier,  210:  see  tlbituaries 
Bourdillon,  F.  AA"  ,  see  Books  Reviewed 
Boutcher,  Harold,  "  Landseer  ”  Prizeman, 
xvi 

Bouligny,  M.,  “  L"n  Brave,”  Ho 
Boyne,  j..  at  the  Humorists'  Exhibition.  34S 
Bramley,  Frank,  "A  Hopeless  Dawn,”  100; 
“  Saved,"  275 

Brangwyn,  F.,  at  the  Royal  Academy,  275  ; 
at  the  Grosvenor.  ‘203 

Bridgman,  F.  A.,  “  LTn  Bal  chez  le  Gouverne- 
ment,  Alger."  41S 

Brierley,  Sir  Oswald,  at  the  Royal  Society 
of  Painters  in  AVater  Colours,  r26 
British  Artists  as  Colourists,  33 
Brock,  T.,  A.R.  A.,  third-class  medal  at  I’aris 
Exhibition,  xli 
Brodrick  Castle,  1‘28 

Brookfield,  Airs.  Arthur,  see  Books  Reviewed 
Brown,  A.  K.,  “  Sundown,”  xxiii 
Brown.  Austen,  at  the  Glasgow  Institute, 
xxiii :  "  Scanty  Pasture,”  xxxi 
Brown,  Ford  Aladox,  portrait  of  Rossetti, 
2.5,  5S  ;  “  Self-painted  Pictures,"  1S4  ; 
“  Work,”  vi 

Brown.  Fred..  “Hard  Times.”  51;  “Rude 
Boreas,”  124  ;  “  Sulfolk  Fisher  Boy,”  292  ; 
"  Bathing  Boy.s."  xxix 

Brown,  John,  the  Draftsman,  “Piranesi," 
311;  “Lord  Buchan,"  313;  “  James  Cum- 
myng,"  314 ;  “  Sir  Alexander  Dick,” 
“Lord  Alonboddo." and  "Alexander  Run- 
ciman,”  314 ;  “  Lord  Aleadowbank,"  315 
Brown,  J.  R.,  and  J.,  at  the  Humorists’ 
Exhibition.  341 

Brown  Kellock,  at  the  Glasgow  Institute, 
xxiii 

Browne.  Gordon,  at  the  Humorists’  Exhi¬ 
bition,  341 :  his  Shakespearean  Illustra¬ 
tions,  see  Alarshall.  Frank 
Browne.  Hablot  K.,  Illustrations  of  “David 
Copperlield,”  “Dombey  and  Son,”  and 
"iSleak  House."  34.S 

Browning,  R.  B.,  third-class  medal  at  Paris 
Exhibition,  xli 
Brunellesco,  242 

Bryan,  Alfred,  at  the  Humorists’  Exhibi- 
'  tion,  344 

Bryan’s  Dictionary  of  Painters  and  En¬ 
gravers,  sec  Books  Reviewed 
Bulow,  Herr,  see  Obituaries 
Bunburjq  at  the  Humorists’  Exhibition,  346 
Burgess,  J.  B.,  “  A  Lazy  Aloment,”  iii ; 
elected  R.A.,  xvi 

Burne-Jones,  E.,  A.R. A.,  “Avalon,’’  290  ; 
"  Rock  of  Doom,"  ii ;  “  Danae,”  iii ; 
“  Brazen  Tower,”  “  The  Bath  of  A'enus.’ 
xxii ;  first-class  medal  at  Paris  Exhibi¬ 
tion,  xxxvii 

Butler,  Lady,  “Scotland  for  Ever,’’  vi 
Bvron,  F.  G.,  at  the  Humorists’  Exhibition, 
348 


Cabanel,  Alexandre,  see  Obituaries 
Caine,  AAL  S.,  see  Books  Reviewed 
Caldecott.  Randolph,  Portrait  of,  210 
Calderon, P.  H.,R.A.,  “  The  Echo,”iii ;  third- 
class  medal  at  Paris  Exhibition,  xli 
Calkin,  L.,  at  the  Royal  Academy,  275 
Cameron  Photographs,  The,  see  Exhibitions 
Campo  Santo  at  AVestminster,  xxi 
Canova  at  the  AA^alker  Art  Gallery,  56 
Capeyron,  Charles,  see  Obituaries 


Carrington.  J.  A'..  “They  won’t  be  happy 
tilfthey  get  ’em,  '  124;  "The  AA'uunded 
Collie,  ”  4‘26 

Carroll,  Air.,  see  Books  Reviewed 
Carter.  AA'.,  at  the  Royal  Academy,  275 
Castelli,  AI.,  see  Obituaries 
Castle  Aluseum,  Xottingham,  sccExhibitions 
Cattermole.  C.,  R.I.,  Costumes  in  “  Alae- 
beth,”  100 

Cattermole.  George,  sec  Exhibitions 
Cernesson,  AL,  see  Obituaries 
Ceylon.  Ancient  Art  in.  212 
Ch'aloii.  J.  J.,  at  the  Humorists’  Exhibi¬ 
tion,  348 

Chantrey  Bequest,  Decision  of  the  Court  of 
Appeal  on,  xxxvii 
Chantrey  Purchases,  xxxiii 
Chaplin,' Charles,  “The  Genius  of  Painting,” 
73 

Chardin,  S.,  250  ;  at  Xational  Gallery,  ii 
Charles.  J.,  second-class  medal  at  Paris 
Exhibition,  xli 

Charlton.  John.  "His  Faithful  Friend,”  iii; 

third-class  medal  at  Paris  Exhibition,  xli 
Chasemore,  A.,  at  the  Humorists’  Exhibi¬ 
tion.  314 

Chauvin,  AI.,  see  Obituaries 
Cheliuonski,  Joseph,  Aledal  of  Honour, 
xxxvii 

Chevreul,  AL,  sec  Obituaries 
Cholula  I’oitery,  407 
Christian  and  tagan  Art  Compared,  251 
Christie,  H.  C.,  "A  Note  of  Triumph,"  374 
Ciinabue,  "  Aladoima,"  251 
Clausen,  George,  "  Ploughing,”  292  :  “Crow 
Starving,"  294  ;  second-class  medal  at 
Paris  Exhibition,  xli 
Coke,  A.  S.  “llagar,"  1‘24 
Cole,  A’icat,  R.-A.,  "The  Summons  to  Sur¬ 
render,"  272;  “The  Pool  of  London," 
xxvii 

Coleridge,  Captain,  .see  Exhibitions 
Collie,  A.  L.,  Hamo  Thornycroffs  “General 
Gordon,"  xlii 

Collier,  Hon.  John,  "  Alr.s.  Harold  Roller  and 
Joyce  Collier,'  290:  "  Hetty  Sorrel,”  292 
Collignon.  Alaxime,  sec  Ua.vet,  O. 

Collin,  Raphael,  "Jcuncsse,  "  419;  medal  of 
lionour,  xxxvii 

Collingwood,  Air,,  sec  Books  Reviewed 
Colour  in  Art-Education,  32 
Comerford,  Jas.  miniatures  by,  i 
Constable,  John,  R.-\.,  at  the  Grosvenor 
Gallery,  109;  Acquisitions  of  his  works 
at  National  Gallery  ;  at  the  Glasgow 
Institute,  xxiii 

Constant,  Benjamin,  “  Aladame  P.  D.’’  421 
Cook,  E.  T.,  see  Books  Reviewed 
Cooke,  Isaac,  “  Golden  Aloments,”  55 
Cooper,  T.  Sidne.v,  at  the  AA'alker  Gallery,  56 
Cope,  A.S.  at  the'  Royal  Academy,  275 
Cope,  C.  AA’.,  “  An  Italian  Hostelry,”  55 
Copyright  in  Pictures,  424 
Corbould,  A.  C.,  at  the  Humorists’  Exhibi¬ 
tion,  344 

Cormon,  Fernand,  medal  of  honour,  xxxvii; 
“AL  Allaro,  ’  4‘20 

Corot,  J.  B.,  see  Exhibitions;  “Le  Lac  de 
Garde,”  xxvii ;  at  Dowdeswell's,  xxx ;  at 
the  French  Gallery,  xxx 
Corrodi,  Arnold, AA'orks  b.y,  ‘2‘20 ;  see  Obituaries 
Corrodi.  Hermann,  born  in  1844.  217  ;  works 
by,  2‘20-222  ;  he  gains  the  Cross  of  the 
Red  Eagle,  222 
Corrodi.  Solomon,  217 

Cosson,  Baron  de,  as  a  Collector  of  Armour, 
363 

Costume,  Studies  in  English,  235 
Cotman,  F.  G.,  “  CToyland  Abbey,  St.  Ives,  ’ 
xxvi 

Cotman,  J.  S.,  see  Exhibitions 
Crane,  AA’alter,  at  the  Itoyal  Society  of 
Painters  in  AA’ater  Colours,  126 ;  see 
Books  Reviewed 

Crofts,  Edward,  A.R. A.,  “On  the  Evening 
of  AA'aterloo,”  51 ;  third-class  medal  at 
Paris  Exhibition,  xli 

Crome,  John,  “A  Alill  on  the  Yare,”  xxiv 
“  Croscombe  Church,”  13 
Crowe.  Evre,  A.R. A.,  Portrait  of  Rossetti 
by.  23  ' 

Crowquill,  Alfred,  at  the  Humorists’  Exhi¬ 
bition,  348 

Cruikshank,  George,  “The  AA’orsliip  of 
Bacchus,”  278 ;  at  the  Humorists’  Exhi¬ 
bition,  346 

Cruikshank.  Isaac,  at  the  Humorists’  Exhi¬ 
bition.  347 

Cuthbert,  Henry,  scene  painter,  195  • 


Dadd.  Frank,  R.I..  at  the  Humorists’  Exhi¬ 
bition,  344 

Dagnan-Bouveret,  P.,  medal  of  honour, 
xxxvii ;  "  Bretonnes  au  Pardon,”  418 
Daheim,  see  Books  Reviewed 
D’Amore,  Sig.,  see  Obituaries 
Dantan,  AL,  awarded  knighthood  of  Legion 
of  Honom',  ;dx 


Daubigny,  Charles  Francois.  300  ;  works  by. 
303-301;  made  otlicer  of  the  Legion  of 
Honour,  326;  pictures  of  the  "Lower 
Thames,  326  ;  “  A’illage  of  Glouton.”  328  : 
“  AA’indinills  of  Dordrecht,  ”  328;  “Har¬ 
vest  Aloon,”  xxx 

Davis,  Lucien,  “  Rival  Graces,”  123 ;  at  the 
Humorists'  Exhibition,  314 
Dawson,  Nelson,  “  In  from  the  Dogger-Bank,” 

xxix 

Day,  Lewis  F.,  sec  Books  Reviewed 
Degeorge,  Charles,  sec  Obituaries 
Delacroix,  AL  11.  E,,  "Saint  au  Soleil,”  419 
Delamotte,  Philip  11.,  see  Obituaries 
Delarochc,  Paul,  as  an  historical  painter,  0 
Delaunay,  Elie,  ’■  Aladame  E.  D.,'  419 
Delauna.v,  Jules,  medal  of  honour,  xxxvii 
De  Loutherbourg,  at  the  Humorists'  Exhibi¬ 
tion,  348 

Demont-Breton,  A’irginie,  "  The  Husband  at 
Sea,”  418 

Detaille,  Edouard,  medal  of  honour,  xxxvii 
Deverell,  AA'.  11  ,  I’ortrait  of  Rossetti  by,.‘26 
Diaz.  N’areisse  A’irgilio,  181 ;  Rousseau’s  in¬ 
fluence  upon,  231 ;  works  by,  ‘231—234 ; 
elected  to  the  Legion  of  Honour,  ‘231 ; 
his  death  in  1876,  z33;  at  Dowdeswell’s, 

xxx 

Dicksee,  Frank,  A.R. A.,  “  I’assing  of 

Arthur,”  271 

Dieterle  .1  ules,  see  Obituaries 
Dighton,  R.,  at  the  Humorists’  Exhibition, 
348 

Dobson,  AA’illiam,  A  Portrait  Grou]),  i 
Dolliuan,  J.  C.,  R  I,,  “Table  d'Hote  at  a 
Dogs'  Home,”  16;  at  the  Humorists’ Ex¬ 
hibition,  344 ;  "  A’ols.  I.,  IL,  and  HI.,”  124 
Donatello,  "St.  Cecilia,’’  214;  “St.  George,” 
259 

Donegal  Industries,  see  Exhibitions 
Donzel,  Chai'Ies,  .see  Obituaries 
Dore,  Gustave,  “  Flower-Seliers,”  55 
Dow,  Gerard,  realism  of,  8 
Doyle,  R  ,  at  the  Humorists'  Exhibition,  348 
Drapery,  Expression  in,  61 
Dressier,  Conrad,  sec  Exhibitions 
Drury  Lane  Theatre,  The  stage  of,  112 
Du  Maurier,  George,  at  the  Kepplestone 
Porti'ait  Gallery,  208;  as  a  Caricaturist, 
277  ;  at  the  Humorists'  Exhibition,  344 
Dupaiu,  Edmond,  "  Alort  de  Sauveur,"  416 
Durham,  J.,  at  the  AA'alker  Galler.v,  56 
Dutch  AA'ater  Colours,  see  Exhibitions 


Early  Irish  Art,  118 

East,  Alfred,  14. L,  “  Evening  after  a  Storm,” 
“Aloonrise  in  September,”  121;  “A 
Cornish  Harvest-field,”  127  ;  “The  AA'ak- 
ing  of  the  Day,”  xxvi 
Eastlake,  Charles,  see  Books  Reviewed 
Edelfeldt,  Albert,  medal  of  honour,  xxxvii 
Egg,  Augustus,  R.A,,  423 
Egyptian  Textiles  at  South  Kensington,  132 
Ellis,  Edwin,  at  the  Royal  Society  of  British 
Artists,  127;  “On  the  Cornish  Coast,” 
xxvii 

English  Costume,  Studies  in,  235 
Essex,  T.,  Prizeman  for  Sculpture,  xvi 
Etex,  Louis  J  ules,  sec  Obituaries 
Etty,  R.A.,  and  the  British  School,  386 
Euue,  L.  A.,  sec  Obituaries 
Exhibitioxs 

American  Decorative  Art,  xxxviii 

American  Etchings,  xxxviii 

Bethnal  Green,  Loan  Exhibition  by  Hon. 

F.  B.  A  I.  Alam  waring,  i 
Bewick  Club,  xxiii 
Birmingham  Autumn  Exhibition,  iii 
Cameron  Photographs,  The,  xxxiv 
Castle  Aluseum,  Nottingham,  vi 
Cattermole,  George,  at  A"okins’,  xxx 
Coleridge,  Captain,  at  the  Fine  ^Ai't 
Society,  xxxiv 

Corot,  J.  B.,  at  Alessrs.  Boussod,  A’aladon’s, 
xxvii 

Cotman,  J.  S.,  at  the  Burlington  Club, 
ix,  x 

Donegal  Industries,  xv 
Doune,  B.  J..  at  Dowdeswell’s,  xxvii 
Dressier,  Conrad,  at  Dowdeswell’s,  xlii 
Dutch  AA'ater  Colours  at  the  Fine  Art 
Society,  xxvi 

Exhibition  of  Humorists  in  Art,  343 
Fawkes,  Air.,  Turner's  pictures  lent  to  the 
•'  Old  Alasters,”  164 

“  Fifty  Years  of  British  Art  ”  at  the  Gros¬ 
venor,  X 

French  Gallery,  xxx 

Gainsborough  Gallery,  “Lying-in-State  of 
Frederick  111,'  x 

Gardner,  Biscombe,  Sketches  of  Lake 
A’yrnwy,  of  the  Dart,  xliii 
Glasgow  Institute,  xxii 
Grosvenor  Gallery,  19l>,  291 
Hanover  Gallery,  vi 
Hern,  C.  E.,  at  Dowdeswell’s,  xxvii 
Holl, Frank,  R.A.,  amongst  “Old  Alasters” 
at  the  Royal  Academy,  x 
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Hopkins,  Artluir,  at  Dowclcswoll's,  vi 
Humorists  in  Art,  Exliibition  of,  313 
Institute  of  Painters  in  Oil  Colours,  120,  vi 
Irisli  Pine  Art  Society,  xxxl 
Ives,  Chauncey  B.,  at  the  Burlington  Gal¬ 
lery,  xliii 

Kepnlestone  Portrait  Gallery,  The,  206 
Leeds,  New  Art  Gallery  at,  v 
Liverpool  Corporation  Collection,  11—20,  50 
Ludoviei,  A.,  at  Dowdeswoll's,  xxvii 
McLean’s  Gallery,  xxvii 
Manchester  Autumn  Exhibition,  ii 
May,  W.  W.,  K.I.,  at  Dowdeswell's,  xlii 
Monet,  Claude,  at  Goupil's,  xxxiv 
Naftel,  P.  J.,  R.W.S.,  at  the  Fine  Art 
Society,  xxii 

New  English  Art  Club  at  the  Dudley  Gal¬ 
lery,  xxix 

New  Gallery,  The,  289 
Nineteenth  Century  Art  Society,  vii,  xxii 
Nottingham  Castle  Museum,  vi 
“  Old  Masters,”  at  Burlington  House,  164  ; 

at  the  Royal  Academy,  x 
Our  Country  and  our  Country  Folk,  at 
Dowdeswell's,  vi 

Palmer,Sutton,  at  Do  wdes  well’s  Gallery,  XV 
Pastels  at  the  Grosvenor  Gallery,  v 
Patmore,  Miss  Bertha,  at  the  Fine  Art 
Society,  xxxiv 
Peppercorn,  A.  D.,  xxxviii 
Photographs,  Exhibition  of,  at  Fine  Art 
Society,  xxii 

Robertson,  Charles,  at  Dowdeswell’s,  vi 
Romantic  Painters  of  France  and  Hol¬ 
land,  XXX 

Roussotf,  A.  N.,  at  the  Fine  Art  Society, 
xliii 

Royal  Academy,  The,  224,  269 
Royal  Academy  Rejected  and  Crowded- 
out  Pictures,  xxxviii 
Royal  Hibernian  Academy,  xxvii 
Royal  Institute  of  Painters  in  Water 
Colours,  xxvi 

Royal  Scottish  Academy,  xxxi 
Royal  Society  of  British  Artists,  126,  294,  x 
Royal  Society  of  Painter-Etchers,  xxvi 
Royal  Society  of  Painters  in  Water 
Colours,  124,  294 

Scottish  National  Portrait  Gallery,  xl 
Sketching  Club,  vii 
Society  of  Lady  Artists,  xxx 
South  Wales  Art  Society  at  Cardiff,  iii 
Stuart  Exhibition,  The,  xiii 
W alker  Art  Gallery,  14 — 20,  50,  ii 
Ward,  Marcus,  and  Co.’s  Exhibition  of 
Drawings  at  51,  Pall  Mall,  x 
Water  Colour  Drawings  at  Agnew’s,  xxvii 
Water  Colour  Society  of  Ireland,  xxxi 
Webb,  James,  at  McLean’s  Gallery,  xxii 
Wimperis,  E.  M.,  R.L,  at  Dowdeswell’s 
Gallery,  xxii 

Wolverhampton  Art  Gallery,  vi 
Wores,  Theodore,  at  Dowdeswell’s,  xlii 
AVyllie,  W.  L.,  A.R.A.,  at  the  Fine  Art 
Society,  xxi 

Expression  in  Art,  Phj'siology  of,  v 


Faed,  Thomas,  R.A.,  “When  the  Children 
are  Asleep,”  50 

Fairfield,  E.,  “A  Cabinet  Council,”  88 
FauguiOre,  M.,  “  Junon,”  419 
Fawkes,  Ayscough,  his  collection  of  Turner’s 
water  colours  at  the  “  Old  Masters,”  xv 
Fawkes,  F.  A.,  see  Books  Reviewed 
Fehr,  Mr.,  prizeman  at  the  Royal  Academy 
Schools,  xvi 

Fcnn,  Manville,  see  Books  Reviewed 
Ferogio,  Fortune,  see  Obituaries 
Ferrier,  Gabriel,  “Bella  Matribus  Detes- 
tata,”  419 

Feyen-Perrin,  F.,  see  Obituaries 
Ffoulkes,  Miss,  see  Books  Reviewed 
Fildes,  Luke.  R.A.,  “  Two  Sisters,”  272  ;  Por¬ 
trait  of  Mrs.  L.  Agnew,  ii  ;  “The  Return 
of  the  Penitent,”  xxxiii ;  second-class 
medal  at  Paris  Exhibition,  xli 
Fi.nnie,  John,  “  View  of  Snowdon,”  55 ; 
Margin  of  Rydal,”  ii 

Fisher,  Jlark,  at  the  New  Gallery,  290 ;  at 
the  Grosvenor,  293  ;  third-class  medal  at 
Paris  Exhibition,  xli 
Fisher,  S.  Melton,  at  the  Institute,  123 
Fisk,  Wm.,  “  The  Trial  of  Stratford,”  51 
“  Fixatif,  H.  Lacaze  ”  (for  Pastels),  xv 
Fletcher,  Blandford,  “O  Yes  !  O  Yes!”  275 
Foley,  John,  R.A.,  “  Caractacus,”  38  ;  group 
of  Asia,  38 ;  on  the  Sculptor's  Art,”  xvii 
Forbes,  Stanhope,  A.,  “  Otf  to  the  Fishing- 
ground,”  55;  “Fisherman’s  Reading- 
Room,”  123  ;  “  The  Health  of  the  Bride,” 
275 ;  first-class  medal  at  Paris  Exhibition, 
XX xvii ;  “The  Village  Harmonic,”  and 
“The  Ever-Shifting  Home,”  xxxvii 
Ford,  E.  Onslow,  A.R.A.,  “  The  Singer,”  370  ; 
“ Dromedary,”  371 ;  “Folly,"  ii  ;  second- 
class  medf  1  at  Paris  Exhibition,  xli 
Forsyth,  P.  T.,  M.A.,  see  Books  Reviewed 


Forts,  Feugerc  des,  .sec  Obituaries 
Fortuny,  Mariano,  “The  Snake  Charmer,” 
131 

Foster,  Birket,  R.W.S.,  at  the  Walker  Art 
Gallery,  55 ;  at  the  Royal  Society  of 
Painters  in  Water  (tolours,  126;  portrait 
of,  by  himself,  xxvii 

Fra  Angelico,  “Attempted  Martyrdom  of 
Saints  Cosmo  and  Damien,”  i 
French  Art  Teaching,  compared  with  Eng¬ 
lish,  230 

French  Gallery,  see  Exhibitions 
Fripp,  A.  D.,  at  the  Walker  Art  Gallery,  56 
Fripp,  G.  A.,  “  Mont  Blanc,”  55 
Frith,  William  Powell,  R.  A.,  Portrait  of,  by 
himself,  101,  at  the  Kepplestone  Portrait 
Gallery,  208  ;  see  Books  Reviewed 
Fritsche,  Alelchoir,  see  Obituaries 
Fuller,  George,  A.N.A.,  works  by,  350—354 
Furniss,  Harry,  “  \V.  E.  Gladstone,”  87  ;  see 
Books  Reviewed 


Gainsborough,  R.A.,  Portrait  of  M.  A.  Ves- 
tris  at  the  National  Gallery,  109 ;  at  the 
Grosvenor  Gallery,  191 
“Gamle  Norske  Taepper,”  see  Books  Re¬ 
viewed 

Garflette,  Louis,  Charge  at  Sedan,  416 
Gardner,  Biscombe,  see  Exhibitions 
Gastaldi,  Andr6,  see  Obituaries 
Geets,  Professor  Willem,  “Awaiting  an 
Audience,”  50 

Gehrt,  Carl,  “  Macbeth,”  275 
G6r0nie,  J.  L.,  at  the  Kepplestone  Portrait 
Gallery,  207 ;  “  Rex  Tibicen,”  xxx 
Gery  -  Bichard,  Etching  of  Meissonicr's 
“  Painter,”  27 

Ghent,  I’eter,  “Nature’s  Mirror,”  55 
Ghiberti,  244 

Gibb,  Robert,  “Alma,”  xxxi 
Gibbons,  Grinling,  427 

Gibson,  John,  at  the  Walker  Art  Gallery,  56 
Gigoux,  Jean,  medal  of  honour,  xxxvii 
Gilbert,  Alfred,  A.R.A.,  1 — 4 ;  influence  of 
Donatello  and  French  Sculptors  on,  3; 
works  by,  3 — 5  and  37—43  ;  medal  of 
honour  at  Paris  Exhibition,  xli;  “  J.  S. 
Clayton,”  “G.  F.  Watts,”  370 
Gilbert,  M.,  “Un  Aquafortiste,”  417 
Gilbert,  Sir  John,  R.A.,  P.R.  W.  S.,  “  Richard 
II.  Resigning  the  Crown,”  51 ;  at  the 
Royal  Society  of  Painters  in  Water 
Colours,  126 ;  “  Landscape,  Evening,” 
127;  “  Charcoal  Burners,”  294 
Gillray,  at  the  Humorists’  Exhibition,  344 
Gladstone,  W.  E.,  The  Rt.  Hon.,  Commemo¬ 
rative  Album,  428  ;  portraits  of,  82 
Glasgow  Institute,  see  Exhibitions 
Gleichen,  Count,  at  the  Walker  Art  Gallery, 
56 

Godfrey,  John,  see  Obituaries 
Goodall.  Frederick,  R.A.,  “New  Light  in 
the  Harem,”  50 ;  “Harrow  on  the  Hill,” 
272  ;  third-class  medal  at  Paris  Exhibi¬ 
tion,  xh 

Goodall,  T.  F  ,  “  The  Bow  Net,”  55 
Goodall,  Walter,  see  Obituaries 
Goodwin,  Albert,  at  the  Royal  Society  of 
Painters  in  Water  Colours,  125 
Gordon,  General,  Statue  in  Trafalgar  Square, 
uncovering  of,  67 

Gordon,  Sir  J.  W.,  at  the  Walker  Art  Gal¬ 
lery,  56 

Gotch,  'T.  C.,  at  the  Royal  Society  of  British 
Artists,  127;  “The  Year  of  the  Rose  is 
Brief,”  xxvi 

Gow,  Andrew  C.,  A.R.  A.,  “  A  W”ar  Despatch 
at  the  Hotel  de  Ville,”  52 ;  “  Visit  of 
King  Charles  I.  to  Kingston-on-Hull, 
1612,”  272  ;  second-class  medal  at  Paris 
Exhibition,  xli 

Grace,  A.  F.,  at  the  Institute,  124 
Grseco-Roman  Portraiture  in  Egj'pt,  177 
Graham,  Peter,  “  Where  W'ild  Waves  Lap,” 
272 

Graham,  Tom,  “A  Passing  Salute,”  295 
Graves,  Robert,  see  Books  Reviewed 
Greek  Art  Checked  by  building  of  Byzan¬ 
tium,  ISO 

Green,  Charles,  R.I.,  at  the  Humorists’ 
Exhibition,  344 ;  “  What’s  the  Dem’d 
Total  ?  ”  xxvi 

Greenwood,  Thomas,  see  Books  Reviewed 
Gregory,  Charles,  “  Weal  and  Woe,”  51 
Gregory,  E.  J.,  A.R.  A.,  “A  Costume  Study,” 
lii ;  second-class  medal  at  Paris  Exhibi¬ 
tion,  xli ;  “  Sound  of  Oars,”  xxvi 
Greitfenhagen,  Portrait  of  a  Lady,  xxix 
Greuze,  Jean  Baptiste,  at  the  “  Old  Masters,” 
166;  Bacchante,  167 ;  “The  Dead  Bird,” 
172 

Griffith,  Farran,  and  Co.,  see  Books  Re- 
v'iewed 

Grosvenor  Gallery,  see  Exhibitions 
Grub  Street  Journal,  142 
Guizot,  M.,  on  the  Salon  of  1810,  282 
Gussow,  Carl,  “ 'I'he  Old  Man’s  Treasure,”  50 
Guthrie,  A.,  at  the  Glasgow  Institute,  xxiii 


Haag,  Carl,  “Coroan  Reader,”  127 
Hacker,  Arthur,  “I’claglaand  Pliilammon,” 
55;  “The  (Childrens  Prayer,”  123;  “Re¬ 
turn  of  Per.se))hone,”  275 
Haden,  Seymour,  P.R.S.P.E,,  Etchings, 
x.xvi ;  medal  of  honour,  Paris  Exhibi¬ 
tion,  xli 

Hale,  iiratthcw,  “Kalian  Twilight,”  “Octo¬ 
ber  Evening,”  126 

Halford,  F.  M.,  sec  Books  Reviewed 
Hall,  L.  Bernard,  “Andante,”  124 
Hall,  S.  C.,  see  Obituaries 
Hals,  Frans,  Banquet  of  the  Officers  of  the 
Archers  of  St.  Adrian,  xxii 
Halswelle,  Kceley,  “Blasted  Heath,”  293; 

at  the  Institute,  124 
Hammer,  M.,  see  Obituaries 
Hamilton,  Vereker,  “  The  Fencer,”  293 
Hamilton,  Mrs.  Vereker,  Designs  for  Fairy 
'Tales,  xxvi ;  De.sign  for  a  Medal,  374 
Hancock,  John,  Portrait  of  Rossetti  by, 

23,  24 

Hanover  Gallery,  see  Exhibitions 
Hardie,  C.  M.,  “  Child-garden  of  Queen 
Mary,”  xxxi 

Hardy,  Dudley,  “A  la  Foire,”  127;  “Idle 
Moments,”  295 

Hardy,  'T.  B„  “  Change  of  Wind,  Boulogne 
Pier,”  275 

Hare,  George,  “Madam  H - ,”  xxvii 

Harrison,  Alex.,  at  the  Institute,  121 
Hart,  S.  A.,  “Richard  I.  and  Saladin,”  51 
Hartland,  Albert,  “Moorland,  Barmouth,”55 
Hartmann,  C.,  “  Caught  in  the  Act,”  xxvii 
Hatherell,  W.,  “  Deck  Quoits,”  xxvi 
Havers,  Alice,  see  Books  Reviewed 
Hay,  Mrs.  J.  B.,  “Florentine  Procession,” 
xxx 

Heath,  W.,  at  the  Humorists’  Exhibition, 
348 

Hubert,  Antoine,  medal  of  honour,  xxxvii 
Hdbert,  P.,  third-class  medal  at  Paris  Exhi¬ 
bition,  xli 

H6douin,  Pierre  Edmond,  see  Obituaries 
Heffner,  Herr,  at  French  Gallery,  xxx 
Helmholtz,  Experiments  with  Colours,  34 
Hemy,  Napier,  “Nautical  Argument,”  55; 
“  Grey  Venice,”  55 

Henderson,  C.  Cooper,  at  the  Humorists’ 
Exhibition,  348 

Henley,  L.  C. ;  “  R.S.  V.P.” ;  127 
Henley,  W.  E.,  Catalogue  of  French  Ro¬ 
mantic  Pictures,  xxx 

Henner,  M.,  “  Pri6re,”  and  “  Martyre,”  419 
Hennessy,  W.  J.,  at  the  New  Gallery,  290 ; 

at  the  Grosvenor.  293 
Henshall,  J.  H.,  “  Brown  Study,”  126 
Henty,  G.  A.,  see  Books  Reviewed 
Herdman,  Robert,  portraits  of  'Thomas  Car¬ 
lyle  and  Dr.  David  Laing,  xli 
Herdman,  W.  G.,  at  the  Walker  Art  Gallery, 
56 

Herkomer.  Professor  Hubert,  A.R.A., 
“Eventide,”  50;  at  the  Walker  Art 
Gallery,  56 ;  “  'The  Chapel  of  the  Charter- 
house,”  271 ;  portraits  by,  272  ;  “  Pictorial 
Music  Play,”  316;  “Sir  Henry  Roscoe,” 
ii;  “An  American  Lady,”  xii ;  first-class 
medal  at  Paris  Exhibition,  xxxvii ; 
“Miss  Grant,”  “Entranced,”  xxxvii 
Herkomer.  H.  G.,  at  the  New  Gallery,  290 
Hern,  C.  E.,  see  Exhibitions 
Herpin,  Mme.,  see  Obituaries 
Hine.  Harry,  “  Rosy  Clouds  of  Evening,”  iii ; 
“  Durham,”  xxvi 

Hodgson,  J.  E.,  R.  A.,  Portrait  of,  by  himself, 
212 ;  Reminiscences  of  Etty,  Ansdell,  and 
Walker,  385—391 

Hogarth,  at  the  National  Gallery  and  at  the 
Sir  John  Soane  Museum,  346 
Hole,  W.,  A.R.S.A.,  “A  Jacobite’s  Fare¬ 
well,”  81 ;  Etching  of  Crome’s  “Mill  on 
the  Yare,”  xxiv 

Holiday,  Henry,  “  Dante  and  Beatrice,”  .55 
Holl,  I'rank,  R.A.,  at  the  Kepplestone  Por¬ 
trait  Gallery,  208;  Portrait  of  W.  E. 
Gladstone,  ‘ii ;  of  Mr.  Agnew,  iii ; 
memorial  to,  xix 

Hook,  J.  C.,  R.A.,  in  the  Kepplestone  Por¬ 
trait  Gallery,  212 ;  “  A  Seaweed  Raker,” 
272  ;  first-class  medal  at  Paris  Exhibi¬ 
tion,  xxxvii 

Hopkins,  Arthur,  “Golden  Horn’,”  125;  see 
Exhibitions 

Houghton,  J.  W.,  at  the  Humorists’  Exhibi¬ 
tion,  314 

Howard,  G.,  medals  by,  374 
Hugo,  Victor,  see  Books  Reviewed 
Humorists  in  Art,  Exhibition  of,  see  Exhibi¬ 
tions 

Hunt,  Alfred,  R.W.S.,  at  the  Walker  Art 
Gallery,  56  ;  at  the  Royal  Society  of 
Painters  in  Water  Colours,  126  ;  “  Wind¬ 
sor  Castle,”  294 

Hunt,  W.  Holman,  Portraits  of  Rossetti  by, 

24,  26,  57  ;  “  Strayed  Sheep,”  xii 
Hunt,  W.,  at  the  Walker  Art  Gallery,  55 
Hunter,  Colin,  A.R  A.,  second-class  medal 

at  Paris  Exhibition,  xU 


Hyde  Park  Corner,  Views  of,  at  National 
Gallery,  ii 


Illustrated  Journalism,  Its  Rise,  101,  111,  173 
Impressionism  and  Realism.  7 
Ingram,  Ayei-st,  at  the  Institute,  121;  “Near 
Exmouth,”  127 
Insignia  of  Mayoralty,  27 
Institute  of  Painters  in  Oil  Colours,  Elections 
at,  XV  ;  see  Exhibitions 
Ireland,  National  Gallery  in,  1887,  i 
Irish  Fine  Arts  Society,  see  Exhibitions 
Israels,  Josef,  at  the  Ivcpplestone  Portrait 
Gallery,  2  ;  at  the  Royal  Institute,  xxvi  ; 
“  At  Church,”  xxvi ;  at  the  French 
Gallery,  xxx  ;  medal  of  honour,  xxxvii 
Ives,  Chauncey  R.,  see  Exhibitions 


Jackson,  Frank  G.,  see  Books  Reviewed 
Jackson,  S.  P..  at  the  Royal  Society  of 
Painters  in  Water  Colours,  12(1 
Jacornb-Ilood.  G.  lb,  at  the  Grosvenor,  293; 

“The  Trium])h  of  .Spring,”  ii 
Jazet,  Paul,  see  Books  Reviewed 
Jiniinez,  medal  of  honour,  xxxvii 
Jobbb-Duval,  sec  Obituaries 
Jones.  Burne,  “  Caritas  ’’  and  “  An  Angel,’’ 
121 

Jones,  Sir  Thomas,  at  the  Royal  Hibernian 
Academy,  xxvii 

.Topling-Rowe,  Mrs.  L.,  at  the  Institute,  123 
Jourdan,  Adolphe,  see  Obituaries. 

Jourdain,  M.  R.,  “Boulter's  Lock,”  118 
.lullien,  Adolphe,  see  Books  Reviewed 
Jusserand,  M.,  sec  Books  Reviewed 


Kabbalah,  The,  359 

Keene,  Ch.,  Portrait  of,  by  George  Reid,  212 
Kennard,  H.  Martyn,  (lifts  to  the  National 
Gallery,  109 

Kennedy,  W.,  “Deserter,”  xxiii 

Kenningtoii,  T.  B.,  “  Portrait  of  Mine.  G - ” 

120;  “Shelling  Peas,”  127;  elected  a 
member  of  the  Institute,  xv  :  third-class 
medal  at  I’aris  Exhibition,  xli 
Kophisodotas,  “  Eirene  and  Pintos,  258, 
Kepplestone  Portrait  Gallery,  The,  see  Ex¬ 
hibitions 

Kernoozer's  Club.  The,  301 
King,  Haynes,  “Badinage,”  127 
King,  Yeend,  “  Rod  Shed,”  127 
Kirchner,  Herr,  see  Obituaries 
Knackfuss,  Professor,  on  Itembrandt 
Kneller,  Sir  Godfrey,  at  the  Walker  Art 
Gallery,  ,5G 

Kneller,  “  Portrait  of  William  HI.,”  i 
Knight,  Joseph,  “Showery  Weather,”  55; 
at  the  Institute,  121 ;  second-class  medal 
at  Paris  Exhibition,  xli 
Knight,  J.  B.,  at  the  Grosvenor  Gallery,  293 
Kramer,  J.  V.  “Descent  from  the  Gross,” 
xxx 

Kroyer,  Peter,  medal  of  honour,  xxxvii 
Kotzebue,  Alexander  von.  see  Obituaries 
Kyosai,  Kawanabe,  see  Obituaries 


Laloux,  M.  V.,  sec  Books  Reviewed 
Lancret,  at  the  “  Old  Masters,”  106;  “Pas¬ 
toral  Grou]);”  “Group  with  Dancers”  ; 
“  La  Camargo,”  167 
Lang,  Andrew,  see  Books  reviewed 
Langley,  W.,  “  Disaster,”  xxvi 
“  Laocoon,'’  250 

La  Thangue,  II.  H.,  “Mrs.  Tom  Mitchell,” 
390 

Laurens,  J.  P.,  “Les  Homines  du  Saint 
Ottice,”  116  ;  “L’Alchimiste,”  416 
Lavieille,  Eugbne  Antoine,  see  Obituaries 
Law,  Ernest,  see  Books  Reviewed 
Lawley,  Hon.  Alethea,  see  Books  Reviewed 
Lawrence,  Sir  Thomas,  at  the  Walker  Art 
Gallery,  56 ;  as  a  Collector  of  Portraits, 
206 

Leader,  B.  W.,  A.R.A.,  at  the  Kepplestone 
Portrait  Gallery,  210  ;  first-class  medal  at 
the  Paris  Exhibition,  xxxvii;  “In  the 
Evening  there  shall  be  Light,”  xxxvii 
Le  Blant,  Julien,  “  Exbcution  de  Charette,’' 
115 

Lechesne,  Auguste,  see  Obituaries 
Ledward,  R.A.,  “Young  Mother”  and 
“  Poetry, "  372 

Lee,  T.  Stirlin.g,  atthe  Walker  Art  Gallery,  56; 

third-class  medal  at  Paris  Exhibition,  xli 
Leech,  John, asaCaricaturist, 277 ;  “Sketches 
in  Oil,"  318 

Leeds,  New  Art  Gallery  at,  see  Exhibitions 
Lees,  Chas.  E.,  gift  to  Oldham,  ii 
Lefebvre,  Jules,  “Liseuse,”  119;  medal  of 
honour,  xxxvii 

Legros,  Professor  A.,  “  The  Pilgrimage,” 55 ; 
at  the  New  Gallery,  290;  “Capitals  of 
Pilasters  ”  and  “  Head  of  Pan,”  371 
Lehmann,  Rudolph,  at  the  New  Gallery, 
290 
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Leighton,  Sir  Frederick,  P.R..\.,  studies  for 
“Andromache,”  61,  121;  at  the  Royal 
Society  of  British  Artists,  126  ;  at  the 
Kepplestone  Portrait  Gallery,  207  ;  at  the 
Royal  Academy,  221;  “Sibyl,”226:  “Girls 
Playing  at  Ball,”  227  ;  “  The  Invocation,” 
230  ;  “  jMelancholy,"  230;  Mrs.  Frtinces 
Lucas,  230;  “Study  of  a  Head,”  231; 
Portrait  of  Lady  Coleridge,  ii ;  “Cajjtive 
Andromache,”  “  Simostha  the  Sorceress,” 
“Lady  Coleridge,”  “Needless  Alarms,” 
xxxvii:  medal  of  honom-  at  Paris  Exhi¬ 
bition,  xli 

Leland,  Charles  G.,  sec  Books  Reviewed 
Lely,  Sir  Peter,  “  Head  of  a  Young  Girl,”  i 
Lemon,  Arthur,  “  Too  True,”  211 ;  pictures 
at  the  Royal  Academy  by,  275  ;  “Mid¬ 
day  Bath,"  290 

Le  Quesne,  Fernand,  “  Les  Deux  Perles,”  118 
Le  Rat,  M.,  "  In  the  Chimney  Corner,”  318 
Leris,  j\I.  G.  de,  see  Books  Reviewed 
Le  Sauvage.  Hippolyte,  see  Obituaries 
Leslie,  G.  1).,  R. A. ."This  is  the  Way  we 
Wash  ourtUothes,”  126 
Lcvbquo,  M.,  see  Obituaries 
Lhermitte,  Ijbon,  “("laude  Bernard,”  117; 

medal  of  honour,  x.xxvii 
Liebermaun,  Max,  medal  of  honour,  xxxvii 
Lillie.  Charles,  Design  for  an  Advertisement, 
427 

Lines,  Henry  II.,  see  Obituaries 
Linton,  Sir  I).,  “  Maud  and  May,”  120  ;  at 
Institute  of  Painters  in  Oil  Colours,  vi ; 
“  Beppina,”  xxvi 
Lippi,  Fra  Lippo,  KB 

Littler.W.,  Prizeman  at  the  Royal  Academy 
Schools,  xvi 

Liverpool  Art  Congress,  i 
Liverpool  Corporation  Collection,  see  Exhi¬ 
bitions 

Llewellyn,  W.,  “Miss  Clara  Wright,”  292 
Lloyd,  Tom,  at  the  Royal  Society  of  Painters 
in  Water  Colours,  126 

Lockhart,  W.  E.,  “Glaucus  and  Nydia,” 
xxiii 

Loftie,  Rev.  W.  J.,  see  Books  Reviewed 
Logsdail,  W.,  “Eve  of  the  Regatta,”  55; 
“  Frederick  Yilliers,”  293 ;  “  St.  Marlin's- 
in  the  Fields,”  xxii 
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Meissonier,  J.  L.  E.,  “The  Painter,”  27,  “Le 
Rieur,”  xxx 

Mell6,  Augustine  Leon,  see  Obituaries 
Melville,  Arthur,  “  Mrs.  Sanderson  and 
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118.  The  Black  Death,  &c . By  Hecker. 

119.  Coriolanus  . By  William  Shakespeare. 

120.  Pepys’s  Diary.— Mar.  17  to  Nov.  14,  1668. 

121.  Areopagitica . By  Milton. 

122.  The  Victories  of  Love,  &C.  ..  By  Coventry  Patmore. 

123.  Essays  on  Goethe . By  Thomas  Carlyle. 

124.  Richard  II . By  William  Shakespeare. 

125.  Crito  and  Phaedo . By  Plato. 

126.  Pepys’s  Diary,  irom  Nov.,  1668,  to  May  31,  1669. 

127.  The  Old  English  Baron  ..  ..  By  Mrs.  Clara  Reeve. 

128.  King  Henry  IV.  (Part  I.)  ..  ..  By  William  Shakespeare. 

129.  Pyrrhus,  Camillus,  &c . By  Plutarch. 

130.  Essays  and  Tales . By  Joseph  Addison. 

131.  Lives  of  the  English  Poets  ..  By  Samuel  Johnson. 

132.  King  Henry  IV.  (Part  II.)  ..  ..  By  William  Shakespeare. 

133.  Essays  and  Tales . By  Richard  Steele. 

134.  Marmiou . By  Sir  Walter  Scott. 


135.  The  Existence  of  God 

136.  The  Merry  Wives  of  Windsor 

137.  The  Schoolmaster . 

138.  Lives  of  Dion,  Brutus,  &c. 

139.  A  Tour  through  England 

140.  King  Henry  V . 

141.  Complaints  . 

142.  Essays  on  Mankind,  &c. 

143.  The  Curse  of  Kehama  .. 

144.  The  Taming  of  the  Shrew 

145.  Essays  on  Burns  and  Scott  .. 

146.  Lives  of  Nieias,  Crassus,  &c.  . . 

147.  From  London  to  Land’s  End.. 


By  Fenelon. 

By  William  Shakespeare. 
By  Robert  Aschain. 

By  Plutarch. 

By  Defoe. 

By  William  Shakespeare. 
By  Edmund  Spenser. 

By  Sir  William  Petty. 

By  Robert  Southey. 

By  William  Shakespeare. 
By  Thomas  Carlyle. 

By  Plutarch. 

By  Daniel  Defoe, 


148.  Romeo  and  Juliet . By  William  Shakespeare. 


149.  Discourse  on  Satire,  &c... 

150.  The  Amber  Witch  .. 

151.  Lives  of  Romulus,  Cimon,  &c. 

152.  Cymbeline  . 

153  &  154-  Holy  Living.  Two  Vols,  .. 

155.  Lives  of  Numa,  Sertorius,  &e. 

156.  T  imon  of  Athens . By  William  Shakespeare. 

157.  The  Battle  of  Life  ..  .  ..  By  Charles  Dickens. 

158.  Memorable  Things  of  Socrates.  By  Xenophon. 

159.  Lives  of  Prior,  Congreve,  &c.  By  Samuel  Johnson. 

160.  Othello .  ..  By  William  Shakespeare. 


By  John  Dryden. 

By  Lady  Dull  Gordon. 
By  Plutarch. 

By  William  Shakespeare. 
By  Jeremy  Taylor,  D.D. 
By  Plutarch. 


161.  Burleigh, Hampden, feWalpole 
162  &  163.  Paradise  Lost.  Two  Vols. 

164.  The  Comedy  of  Errors  .. 

163.  Travels  in  England 
166.  Lives  of  the  Poets  (Gay,  &c.)  . . 

167  &  168.  Holy  Dying.  Two  Vols.  ..  ^ _ ^ 

169.  Discoveries  upon  Men  &  Matter  By  Ben  Jonson. 

170.  Troilus  and  Cijessida  ..  By  William  Shakespeare. 

171.  Letters  on  England  ..  ..  By  Voltaire. 

172.  Peter  Schlemihl  ..  By  Chamisso. 

173.  Advancement  of  Learning  ..  By  Francis  Bacon. 

174.  The  Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona  By  William  Shakespeare. 


By  Lord  Macaulay. 

By  John  Milton. 

By  William  Shakespeare. 
By  Paul  Hentzner. 

By  Samuel  Johnson. 

By  Jeremy  Taylor,  D.D. 


By  Aubrey  de  Vere. 

By  Joseph  Addison. 
Hakluyt’s  Collection. 

By  William  Shakespeare. 
By  Longinus. 

By  John  Milton. 

By  William  Shakespeare. 


175.  The  Legends  of  St.  Patrick 

176.  CriticismG  on  Milton 

177.  The  Discovery  of  Muscovy  . 

178.  Antony  and  Cleopatra  .. 

179.  The  Poetics  of  Aristotle,  &c. . 

180.  Paradise  Regained,  &e.  .. 

181.  Love’s  Labcur’s  Lost  , 

182.  Utopia . By  Sir  Thomas  More. 

183.  Third  Voyage  for  N.W.Passage  By  Capt.W.  E.  Parry,  R.  N., 

184.  Essays  Civil  and  Moral  ..  By  Francis  Bacon.  [F.R.S. 

185.  King  Henry  VI.  (Part  I.)  ..  ..  By  William  Shakespeare. 

186.  Tales  from  the  Decameron  . .  By  Giovanni  Boccaccio. 

187.  Table  Talk  and  other  Poems  . .  By  William  Cowper. 

388.  Letters  on  Sweden  and  Norway  By  Mary  Wollstonecraft. 
1P9.  King  Henry  VI,  (Part  11.)  ..  By  William  Shakespeare. 

19c.  Dialogues  of  the  Dead  ..  ..  By  Lord  Lyttelton. 

191.  Basseias . By  Samuel  Johnson. 

192.  King  Henry  VI.  (Part  HI.)  ..  By  William  Shakespeare, 

193.  The  Visions  of  England. .  ..  By  Francis  T.  Palgrave. 

**•  The  latest  List  oj  Volumes  sent  post  free  on  application. 
Cassell’s  Standard  Drawing  Copies.  6  Books.  Each. 
(See  also  2d.  and  4d.) 

Cobden  Club  Pamphlets.  [List  on  application.) 

Irish  Parli amentj  A  Miniature  History  of.  By  J.  C.  Haslaro. 


Cassell’s  Standard  Drawing  Copies.  2  Books.  Each. 
[See  also  2d.  atid  3d.) 

Cassell’s  Readable  Readers,  illustrated  and  strongly  bound. 
F'lRST  INFANT  READER.  pages,  limp  cloth  [blue)  ..  2^d. 
SECOND  INFANT  READER.  48  „  „  „  ..  3d. 

BOOK 

I.  112  pages,  limp  cloth  boards  (blue)  66.;  very  sti/Tcloth  boards  (red)  jd. 


II.  128  „  „  „  7d.; 

III.  192  ,,  ,,  „  xid.; 

IV.  192  „  ,,  „  iid.; 

V.  224  ,,  ,,  „  IS.  id.; 

VI.  224  „  „ _ „  is.  id.; 

The  Modem  School  Readers. 

First  Infant  Reader.  Cloth,  3d.  Fir; 

Second  ,,  „  .,  3d. 

Third  „  „  ,,  4d. 

Fourth  „  „  ..  sd. 


8d. 

,  IS.  od. 
,  IS.  od. 
,  IS.  3d. 
,  IS.  3d. 


First  Reader— Standard  I.  Cl.  7d. 


Second  Reader 
Third  Reader 
Fourth  Reader 
Fifth  Reader 


II.  8d. 

III.  IS.  od. 

IV.  IS.  2d. 
V.  IS.  3d. 

IS.  6d. 


The  Two  Years’  Reader,  for  Standards  VI.  and  VII 

The  Modem  Reading  Sheets.  In  Three  Series,  each  con¬ 
taining  Twelve  Sheets,  2S.  each.  ( 'iee  also  5s.) 

Readers  for  Infant  Schools,  Coloured.  3  Books.  Each 
containing  48  pages,  including  8  pages  in  Colours.  Each. 

Shakespeare’s  Plays.  36  Parts.  Or  36  in  Box,  12s.  The  Seven 
Plays  produced  at  the  Lyceum,  in  paper  box,  2S.  6d. ;  or  cloth,  in 
cloth  box,  5s. ;  or  French  morocco,  in  box,  los.  6d. 

Gems  from  the  Poets.  43  Parts.  Each.  Or  43  in  box,  12s.  6d. 

Sheridan  and  Goldsmith’s  Plays.  Separate.  Each. 


3d. 
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POPULAR  VOLUMES  FOR  YOUNG  PEOPLE. 

Cheap  JEditions.  Crown  8vo  size. 

decisive  Events  in  History.  By  Thomas  Archer.  Illustrated. 
The  True  Robinson  crusoes.  "Cloth  gilt. 

Peeps  Abroad  for  Folks  at  Home.  Illustrated. 

Early  Explorers,  By  I  homas  Hro't.  lllustr-ted. 

Home  Chat  with  our  Young  Folks.  Il'ustrated  throughout. 
Jungle,  Peak,  and  Plain,  illustrated  throughout. 

The  World's  Lumber  R  om.  By  Selina  Gaye. 

Heroes  of  Every-day  Life*  By  Laura  Lane.  Illustrated. 


G,  Manville  Fenn’s  Novels,  [As  per  List  at  2S. ;  also  The 
Vicar’s  People  and  Sweet  Mace.) 

EDUCATIONAL. 

Sculpture,  A  Primer  of.  By  b.  K.  Mullins. 

Higher  Class  Readers,  Cassell’s.  Illustrated.  Each.  [See 

also  2s. ) 

Numerical  Examples  in  Practical  Mechanics  and 
Machine  Design.  By  R.  G.  Blaine,  M.h.  \\'ith  Diagrams, 
t  jotli.  Icrown  8vo. 

Latin  Primer  (The  Ne\i^.  By  Prof.  J.  P.  Postgate.  192  pages, 
Chemistry,  The  Public  School.  By  J.  H.  Anderson,  M.A. 

Oil  Painting,  A  Manual  of.  By  the  Hon.  John  Collier.  Cloth. 
French  Reader,  Cassell’s  Public  School.  By  Guillaume 
S.  Conrad. 

French  Grammar,  Marlborough.  Arranged  and  Compiled 
by  Rev.  J.  P'.  Bright.  M.A.  [See  "Exercises,”  3s.  6d.) 

Algebra,  Manual  of.  By  Galbraith  and  Haughton.  Part  I. 

cJoth.  [Complete,  7s.  6d.) 

Optics.  By  Galbraith  and  Haughton. 

Euclid.  Books  I.,  II.,  III.  By  Galbraith  and  Haughton. 

- - Books  IV.,  V.,  VI.  By  Galbraith  and  Haughton. 

Plane  Trigonometry,  By  Galbraith  and  Haughton.  Cloth. 
French,  Cassell’s  Lessons  in.  Parts  I.  and  II.  Cloth,  each. 
[Complete,  4s.  6d.) 

“Model  Joint”  Wall  Sheets,  for  Instruction  in  Manual 
I  raining.  By  b.  Barter.  Eight  Sheets.  Each. 

Natural  History  Wall  Sheets  (Cassell’s).  Ten  Subjects. 
.Separate  Sheets,  2s.  6d  each.  Umnoiinted,  2s.  each. 

Natural  History  COLOURED  Wall  Sheets,  Cassell’s. 
Mounted,  2s.  8d.  each. 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

Nursing  of  Sick  Children,  A  Handbook  for  the.  By 

Catherine  J.  Wood. 

Metropolitan  Year  Book,  The.  Cloth.  [See  also  2S.) 

Short  Studies  from  Nature.  Illustrated.  Cheap  Edition. 
Browning,  An  Introduction  to  the  Study  of.  By 

Arthur  Symons. 

American  Academy  Notes,  1889. 

Stromata.  Short  Essays  on  C  rucial  New  Testament  Passages, 
Charge  1886— and  Larin  Hymns.  By  Archdeacon  Sherlngham. 

The  England  of  Shakespeare.  By  E.  Goadby,  with  Full- 
pige  Illustrations.  Neio  E.dilion.  Crown  8vo, 

Behind  Time.  By  George  Parsons  I-.athrop. 

Children  of  the  Cold.  By  Lieut.  Schwatka. 

John  Parmelee’s  Curse.  By  Julian  Hawthorne. 

At  the  South  Pole.  By  W.  H.  G.  Kingston.  Illustrated. 
Famous  Sailors  of  Former  Times.  Illustrated. 

Unicode.  The  Universal  Telegraphic  Phrase  Book.  Desk  and  Pocket 
Editions.  Each. 

^Vhat  Girls  Can  Do.  By  Phyllis  Browne. 

Twilight  Fancies.  Full  of  Pictures. 

Bo-Peep.  A  Treasury  for  the  Little  Ones.  (5^<r3s.  6d.) 
Sandford  and  Merton.  In  Words  of  One  Syllable.  Neiu  Edition. 

The  Pilgrim’s  Progress. 

Irish  Union,  The  ;  Before  and  After.  By  A.  K.  Connell.  M.A. 
Pictures  to  Paint  and  Texts  to  Illuminate.  Cloth. 
Practical  Kennel  Guide.  By  Dr.  Gordon  Stables.  [See  also  is.) 
Dog,  The.  By  Idstone.  With  Twelve  full-page  Illustrations. 
Commentary  on  Numbers.  [See  also  3s.  and  3s.  6d.) 
Commentary  on  Deuteronomy.  [See  also  3s.  and  3s.  6d.) 
Commentary  on  Romans.  [See  also and 6d.) 

New  Testament,  An  Introduction  to  the. 

Secular  Life,  The  Gospel  of  the.  Sermons  preached  at 
Oxford.  By  the  Hon.  Canon  I'  remantle. 

Precious  Promises,  The.  By  Cunningham  Geikie,  D.D. 
Glories  of  the  Man  of  Sorrows,  The.  Sermons  by  the  Rev. 
H,  G.  Bonavia  Hunt,  Mus. D.,  F.R.S.  Edin. 


TECHNICAL  MANUALS  (Illustrated). 

The  Elements  ot  Practical  1  Drawing  for  Cabinetmakers. 

Perspective.  Drawing  for  Bricklayers. 

Model  Drawing.  Drawing  for  Metal  -  Plate 

Drawing  for  Stonemasons.  I  Workers. 

Gothic  Stonework. 


Elementary  Flower  Painting.  With  Eight  Coloured  Plates 
and  Wood  Engravings. 

Sepia  Painting,  A  Course  of.  Two  Vols.  Each,  (i'fc  also  ss.) 
Marlborough  Arithmetic  Examples. 

Book-keeping  for  the  Million.  Cloth.  [See  also  7%.) 
Book-keeping  for  Schools.  By  T.  Jones.  [See  also  2s.) 
Tides  and  Tidal  Currents.  By  Galbraith  and  Haughton. 


SCHOOL  COMMENTARIES.  Edited  by  Bishop  EUicott. 


Genesis.  (3s.  6d.) 

Exodus.  (^.) 

Leviticus.  (3s.) 

Numbers.  (2s.  ed., 
Deuteronomy.  (2s.  6d.) 

St.  Matthew.  (3s.  fid.) 

St.  Mark.  (3s.) 

St.  Luke.  (3s.  fid.) 

St.  John.  (3s.  fid.) 

The  Acts  of  the  Apostlee. 
(3S.  fid.) 


Homans.  (2s.  fid.) 

Corinthians  I.  and  II.  (3s.) 

Galatians,  Ephesians,  and 
Philippians.  (3s.) 

Colossians,  Thessalonians, 
and  Timothy.  (3s.) 

Titus,  Philemon,  Hebrews, 
and  James.  (3s.) 

Peter,  Jude,  and  John.  (3s.) 

The  Revelation.  (3s.) 

An  Introduction  to  the  New 
Testament.  (2s.  fid.) 


British  Empire,  The.  By  Sir  George  Campbell. 
Biblewomen  and  Nurses.  Yearly  Volume. 


^  EDUCATIONAL. 

Technology,  Manuals  of.  Edited  by  Prof.  Ayrton,  F.R.S. ,  and 
Richard  Wormeli,  D.Sc.,  M.A.  Illustrated  throughout  with  original 
and  practical  illustrations. 

DYEING  OF  Textile  Fabrics,  ss. 

PRACTICAL  Mechanics.  By  ProL  Perry,  M.E. 

Cutting  Tools  Worked  by  Hand  and  Machine.  By  Prof.  Smith. 
Design  in  Textile  Fabrics.  4s.  fid. 

Steel  and  Iron.  5s. 

Spinning  Woollen  and  Worsted.  4s.  fid. 

Watch  and  Clock  Making.  4s.  fid. 

Laws  of  Every-Day  Life.  By  H.  O.  Amold-Forster.  Presenta¬ 
tion  Edition,  Half  Persian  calf,  gilt  top.  [See  also  1%. 


Miniature  Cyclopaedia,  Cassell’s,  Containing  30.000  Subjects 
ySee  also  4s.  fid.) 

Colour.  Bv  Prof.  A.  H.  Church.  .Yew  and  Enlarged  Edition 

English  Literature,  The  Story  of.  By  Anna  Buckland. 

Guide  to  Employment  in  the  Civil  Service.  Cloth. 

Shakspere  Reading  Book,  The.  By  H.  Courthope  Bowen, 
M.A.  Illustrated.  [See  also  is.) 

German  Grammar,  The  Marlborough.  Compiled  and 
Arranged  by  the  Rev.  J.  F.  Brii^lit.  M.A.  Cloth. 

French  Exercises,  Marlborough.  By  the  Rev.  G.  W  De 
Lisle,  M.A.,  French  Master  in  Marlborough  College. 

Handrailing  and  Staircasing.  By  Frank  O.  Cresswell. 

Hydrostatics.  By  Galbraith  and  Haughton.  Cloth. 

Steam  Engine.  By  Galbraith  and  Haughton.  Cloth. 

Mathematical  Tables.  By  Galbraith  and  Haughton. 

Mechanics.  By  Galbraith  and  Haughton.  Cloth. 

Linear  Drawing  and  Projection.  Two  Vols.  in  One. 

French-English  and  English-French  Dictionary.  Re‘ 

•vised  Edition,  with  3,000  new  words.  [See  also  4s.  fid.) 

Latm-English  and  Englisb-Latin  Dictionary.  New 

Edition. 

Drawing  for  Carpenters  and  Joiners.  By  E.  A. 
Davidson.  With  253  Engravings. 

Natural  Philosophy.  By  Prof.  Haughton. 

Alphabet,  Cassell’s  Pictorial,  and  Object  Lesson 
Sheet  for  Infant  Schools. 


THE  FIGUIER  SERIES. 

Cheap  Editions.  Illustrated  throughout 
The  Human  Race.  I  The  Insect  World. 

Mammalia.  1  The  Ocean  World. 

The  World  before  the  1  Reptiles  and  Birds. 

Deluge.  1  Vegetable  World. 

Germany,  William  of.  A  succinct  Biography  of  William  I., 
German  Emperor  and  King  of  Prussia.  By  Archibald  horbes. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth. 

Shakspere,  The  Leopold.  With  about  400  Illustrations. 
Cloth.  also  6s.  and  fid.) 

After  London  ;  or.  Wild  England.  By  Richard  Jeffene^ 
The  Eye,  Ear,  and  Throat.  By  H.  Power,  F.R.C.S.  ;  G.  P. 

P'iel'i  ;  andj.  S.  Bristowe,  P.R.b. 

Entering  on  Life.  By  Cunningham  Geikie,  D.D. 

Vicar  of  Wakefield,  The,  and  other  Works  by  Goldsmith. 

Illustrated.  _  .  , 

Gladstone,  Life  of.  By  G  Barnett  Smith.  Cheap  Edition.  Cloth. 
Culmshire  Folk.  By  the  Author  of  “John  Orlebar.  '  &c. 

Civil  Service,  Guide  to  Employment  in  the.  ith  an 
Introduction  by  J.  D.  Morell,  LL.D. 

Steam  Engine,  The  Theory  and  Action  of  the.  For 

Practical  Men.  By  W.  H.  Northcott,  C.E. 

Land  Question.  By  Tliomas  J.  Elliot,  M.R.A.C. 

On  the  Equator.  By  H.  De  w.  Illustrated. 

A  Year’s  Cookery.  By  Phyllis  Browne.  ^ 

Phrase  and  Fable,  Dictionary  of.  By  Rev.  E.  C.  Brewer, 
LL.D.  Twentieth  Edition,  Enlarged.  [See  also  4s.  fid.) 

Sports  and  Pastimes,  Cassell’s  Complete  Book  of. 

Cheap  Edition.  With  over  900  Illustrations.  Cloth. 

In-door  Amusements,  Card  Games,  and  Fireside 
Fun,  Cassell’s  Book  of.  Illustrated.  _  . 

Poultry -Keeper,  The  Practical.  By  Lewis  Wright.  With 
Eiglu  New  Coloured  Plates  and  other  Illustrations. 

Pigeon  Keeper,  The  Practical.  By  Lewis  Wright. 

Rabbit  Keeper,  The  Practical.  ^  Cumculus. 

Bunyan’s  Pilgrim’s  Progress,  Qassell’s.  With  100 
Original  Illustrations.  4to.  [Also  cloth  gilt, 

Gospel  of  Grace,  The.  By  a  Lindesie.  Cloth. 

AMERICAN  LIBRARY  OF  FICTION, 

Crown  8vo.,  cloth. 

The  Yoke  of  the  Thorah.  By  Sidney  Luska. 

Who  is  John  Noman?  By  Charles  Henry  Beckett. 

The  Tragedy  of  Brinkwater.  By  Martha  I-  Moodey. 

Section  658;  or,  The  Fatal  Letter.  By  Julian  Hawthorne. 
Another’s  Crime.  By  Julian  Hawthorne. 

The  Veiled  Beyond.  By  S.  B.  Alexander. 

Orion  the  Gold  Beater.  By  Sylvanus  Cobb,  Junr. 

“89.”  By  Edgar  Henry. 

Karmel  the  Scout.  By  Sylvanus  Cobb,  Junr. 

The  Gunmaker  of  Moscow.  By  Sylvanus  Cobb,  Junr. 


THREE-AND-SIXPENNY  SERIES  OF  STANDARD 
TALES  FOR  FAMILY  READING. 


All  Illustrated  and  bound 
Jane  Austen  and  her  Works. 
Mission  Life  in  Greece  and 
Palestine. 

The  Romance  of  Trade. 

The  Three  Homes. 

Deepdale  Vicarage. 

In  Duty  Bound. 

Fairy  Tales. 

%*  The  first  two  of  the  above  cai 
cloth  sides,  full  gilt,  6s.  each. 


in  cloth  gilt.  Crown  8vo. 

The  Half  Sisters. 

Peggy  Oglivie’s  Inheritance. 
The  Family  Honour. 

Esther  West. 

W  or  king- 1  o-W  in . 

Krilof  and  his  Fables.  By 
W.  R.  S.  Ralston,  M.A. 

By  Prof.  Morley. 

1  also  be  obtained  bound  in  morocco, 


BOOKS  FOR  YOUNG  PEOPLE. 

Polly  s  A  New-fashioned  Girl.  By  L.  T.  Meade.  Illustrated. 
iEsop’s  Fables.  Cheap  Edition.  Cloth.  (See  also  $s.) 

The  Cost  of  a  Mistake.  By  Sarah  Pitt.  Illustrated. 

Rhymes  for  the  Young  Folk,  By  William  Allingham.  With 

I’.eautiful  Pictures  in  Colour.  Illuminated  boards.  , 

A  World  of  Girls:  A  Story  of  a  School.  By  L.  T.  Meade. 
Lost  among  White  Africans.  A  Boy’s  Adventures 
on  the  Upper  Congo.  By  David  Ker. 

Perils  Afloat  and  Brigands  Ashore.  By  Alfred  Ehves. 
Freedom’s  Sword  :  A  Story  of  the  Days  of  Wallace 
and  Bruce.  By  Annie  S.  Swan.  _  -  * 

On  Board  the  “  Esmeralda ;  ”  or  Martin  Leigh  s  Log. 

By  John  C.  Hutcheson.  With  Full-page  Tinted  Illustrations. 
Queen  and  King,  For;  or,  the  Loyal  ’Prentice.  By 
Henry  Frith.  With  Full-page  Tinted  Illustrations. 

In  Quest  of  Gold.  By  Alfred  St.  Johnston.  Illustrated. 

The  Chit-Chat  Album,  illustrated  throughout. 

Picture  Album  of  All  Sorts.  With  Full-page  Illustrations. 
The  New  Children’s  Album. 

My  Own  Album  of  Animals.  ^ 

Album  for  Home,  School,  and  Play.  Containing  Pour 
Stories  by  popular  Authors. 

Bo-Peep.  A  Treasury  for  the  Little  Ones.  With 
Original  Stories  and  Verses  l>y  the  best  Authors.  Illustrated  through¬ 
out.  Cloth  gilt.  [See  also  2S.  6d.)  ^  . 

Robinson  Crusoe,  Cassell’s.  Profusely  Illustrated. 

Swiss  Family  Robinson,  Cassell’s.  Illustrated. 


Cassell  6c  Company Limited,  Ludgate  Hill,  London;  Paris,  New  York  and  Melbourne. 
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6/- 


Cassell  ^  Company's  Classified  Price  List. 


Xiittle  Folks  (Enlarged  Series).  Half-Yearly  Vois.  With 
uearly  «;i>j  Illustrations  in  each.  IJtjards.  {,Cloth,  5s.) 

Cheerful  Clatter.  Illustrated. 

Home  Chat  Series^  The.  Uouncl  in  Picture  Boards,  3s.  6d.  each, 
(For  list,  see  5s.) 

POPULAR  BOOKS  FOR  VOUNG  PEOPLE. 

New  and  Cheaper  Editions,  Crown  8vo,  with  Eit^ht  Full  paj'c  Illustrations. 
Cloth  Kilt. 

The  Palace  Beautiful.  A  Story  for  Girls.  By  L.  T.  Meade. 
For  Fortune  and  Glory.  A  Story  of  the  Soudan  War.  By 
Lewis  Ilouffh. 

**  Follow  my  Leader or,  The  Boys  of  Templeton.  By  Talbot 
Baines  Rcccl. 


Catherine  Owen’s  New  Cook  Book. 


Watch  and  Clock  Making.  By  D.  Glasgow,  Vicc>Presidcnt  of 
the  Briti^ih  Horolog  cal  Institute. 

Design  in  Textile  Fabrics.  By  T.  R.  Ashenhurst.  With 
Coloured  and  numerous  other  Illustrations. 

Spinning  Woollen  and  Worsted.  By  W.  S.  B.  McLaren,  M.P. 
Pnrase  and  Fable,  Dictionary  of.  New  and  Enlarged 
Edition.  By  the  Rev.  Dr.  Brewer.  Superior  binding.  (5"^^  a/jt?  3s.  6d.) 
French  -  English  and  English  -  French  Dictionary. 

Superior  binding,  with  leather  back.  {^See  also  3s.  6d.) 

French,  Cassell’s  Lessons  in.  Neiu  and  Revised  Edition. 

Complete  in  One  Vol.  (See  also  as.  6d.> 

Drawing  for  Machinists  and  Engineers.  By  Ellis 
A.  Davidson.  With  over  200  Illustrations. 

Miniature  Cyclopaedia.  Roxburgh.  (See  also  3s.  6d.) 


ADVENTURE  BOOKS. 

Splendid  Spur,  The.  By  Q.  Crown  8vo. 

Master  of  uallantrae.  The.  By  Robert  Louis  Stevenson. 
Lady  Biddy  Fane,  The  Admirable.  Popular  Edition. 

By  Frank  Barrett.  Crown  8vo.  31s.  6d.) 

The  Secret  of  the  Lamas.  A  Tale  of  Thibet.  Crown  8vo. 
The  Astonishing  History  of  Troy  Town.  By  Q,  Author 
of*'  Dead  Man's  Rock.” 

The  Black  Arrow.  A  Tale  of  the  Two  Roses.  By  R.  L,  Stevenson. 
Commodore  Junk,  By  G.  ManviUe  Fenn. 

A  Queer  Race.  By  W.  Westall. 

Dead  Man’s  Rock.  IW  Q.  ( 

Captain  Trafalgar.  By  Westall  and  Laurie.  Illustrated,  f  .. . 
Phantom  City,  T%e.  By  W.  Westall.  ) 

King  Solomon’s  Mines.  By  H.  Rider  Haggard.  Illustrated. 
Kidnapped.  By  R.  L.  Stevenson.  Illustrated. 

Treasure  Island.  By  R.  L.  Stevenson.  Illustrated. 

ILLUSTRATED  BOOKS  FOR  VOUNG  PEOPLE. 
Flora’s  Feast.  A  Masque  of  Flowers.  By  Walter  Crane.  With 
40  pages  in  Colours. 

Legends  for  Lionel.  Walter  Crane's  New  Picture  Book.  With 
Coloured  Illustrations. 

**  Com^  ye  Children.”  By  Rev.  Benjamin  Waugh.  Illustrated. 

Bible  Talks  about  Bible  Pictures.  Illustrated  by  Gustave 
Dor^  and  others. 

Ships,  Sailors,  and  the  Sea.  By  R.  J.  Cornewall-Jones. 

Illustrated. 

JCsop’s  Fables.  Illustrated  throughout  by  Ernest  Griset.  Cheap 
Edition,  (Cloth,  gilt  edges.  See  also  to.,) 

The  Tales  of  the  Sixty  Mandarins.  By  P.  V.  Ramaswam^ 
Raju. 

Under  Bayard’s  Banner.  ^  Henry  Frith.  Illustrated. 

The  King’s  Command.  A  story  for  Girls.  Illustrated. 

By  Maggie  Symington. 

The  Romance  of  Invention.  By  James  Burnley. 

Champion  of  Odin.  The ;  or,  Viking  Life  in  the  Days 

of  Old.  By  J.  Frederick  Hodgetts.  With  Tinted  Illustrations. 

Bound  by  a  Spell;  or,  The  Hunted  Witch  of  the 
Forest.  By  the  Hon.  Mrs.  Greene.  With  Tinted  Illustrations. 
The  History  Scrap  Book.  With  nearly  1,000  Engravings. 

(Cloth,  7S.  6d.) 

The  Merry«go*Round.  Poems  for  Children. 

The  Sunday  Scrap  Book.  Being  Scripture  Stories  in  Pictures. 

With  about  1,000  Illustrations.  (See  also  7s.  6d.) 

M^elf  and  my  Friends.  By  Olive  Patch.  Illustrated. 

A  parcel  of  Children.  By  Olive  Patch.  Illustrated. 

Modem  Explorers.  By  T.  Frost.  Illustrated. 

Living  Pages  from  Many  Ages.  Illustrated. 

Little  Folks  Out  and  About  Book,  The.  By  Chatty 
Cheerful. 

Wild  Adventures  in  Wild  Places:  a  Book  for  Boys.  By 
Dr.  Gordon  Stables,  R.N.  Illustrated. 

Little  Doings  of  some  Little  Folks,  The.  By  Chatty 
Cheerful.  IlUistrated  throughout. 

Heroes  of  Britain  in  Peace  and  War.  Two  Vols.  With 
150  Illustrations.  Each.  (5'«  also  los.  6d.) 

Gulliver’S  Travels.  Cheap  Edition.  With  Eighty-eight  En¬ 
gravings  by  Morten.  Crown  4to,  cloth,  gilt  edges. 

Xiittle  Folks’  Picture  Album.  Containing  168  Large  Pictures, 
with  accompanying  text  printed  in  bold  type. 

Fairy  Tales  Told  Again.  Illustrated  by  Gustave  Dord. 
Sunny  Spain.  By  Olive  Patch.  Illustrated. 

Xattle  Folks.  Half-Yearly  Vols.  Each  containing  nearly  500 
Pictures.  Cloth,  gilt  edges.  (Boards,  3s.  6d.) 

Xdttle  Folks’  Picture  Gallery.  With  150  Illustrations. 

A  Dozen  and  One ;  or,  The  Boys  and  Girls  of  Polly’s 

Ring.  By  Mary  D.  Brine.  Full  of  Illustrations. 

<<HOME  CHAT”  SERIES. 

Illustrated  throughout.  Ex.  fcap.  4to,  cloth  gilt,  gilt  edges. 


Around  and  About  Old  Eng¬ 
land. 

Paws  and  Claws. 

Stories  about  Birds. 

Jungle,  Pestk,  and  Plain. 

Tim  Trumble*s  “  Little 
Mother.” 


Tiny  Houses  and  their 
Builders.  (Toes. 

Field  Friends  and  Forest 
Odd  Folks  at  Home. 
Children  of  all  Nations. 
Hambies  Hound  London 
Town. 

*#*  The  first  two  of  the  above  books  can  also  be  had  in  boards, 
price  35.  6d.  each. 

EDUC  ATIO  N  AL. 

Historical  Cartoons,  Cassell’s  Coloured,  Six.  Mounted 
on  canvas  and  varnished,  with  rollers.  Each.  (See  also  id.  and  as,) 
Dyeing  of  Textile  Fabrics,  The.  By  Prof.  Hummel. 

Steel  and  Iron.  By  Prof.  W.  H.  Greenwood,  F.C.S.,  &c. 


Marine  Painting. 

Coloured  Plates. 


By  Waller  W.  May,  R.I.  With  Sixteen 


Animal  Painting  in  Water  -  Colours.  With  Eighteen 
Coloured  Plates  by  bVederick  Tayler. 

Tree  Painting  in  Water-Colours.  By  W.  H.  J.  Boot  With 
Eighteen  Coloured  Plates. 

Water-Colour  Painting  Book.  By  R.  P.  Leitch.  With 
Coloured  Plates. 

Sepia  Painting,  A  Course  of.  With  Twenty-four  Plates  from 
Designs  by  R.  P.  Leitch.  (See  also  3s.) 

Neutral  Tint.  A  Course  of  Painting  in.  With  Twenty- 
four  Plates  by  K.  P.  Leitch. 

China  Painting.  By  Florence  Lewis.  With  Sixteen  Original 
Coloured  Plates. 

Flowers,  and  How  to  Paint  them.  By  Maud  Naftel.  With 

Ten  Coloured  Plates. 

Technical  Educator,  Cassell’s.  Four  Vols.  Each.  (See  also 
Cs.,  24s,,  and  31s.  6cl.) 

Flower  Painting  in  Water  Colours.  With  Twenty  Fac- 
simile  Coloured  Plates.  First  and  Second  Series.  By  F.  E.  Hulme, 
F.L.S.  Each. 

Popular  Educator,  Cassell’s  NEW,  With  Revised  Text, 
New  Maps,  New  Coloured  Plates,  New  Type,  &c.  To  be  completed 
in  Eight  Vols.  Each. 

Popular  Educator,  Cassell’s.  Complete  in  Six  Vols.  Each. 

Geometry,  Cassell’s  Course  of  Practical.  Consisting  of 
Sixty-four  Cards.  By  Ellis  A.  Davidson. 

Astronomy,  Manual  of.  By  Galbraith  and  Haughton. 

Reading  Sheets,  The  Modem.  In  Three  Series.  Mounted 
on  linen  with  rollers,  ^ach.  (See  also  as.) 

THE  FINE  ART  LIBRARV.  Edited  by  John  Sparkes, 
Principal  of  the  South  Kensington  Art  Schools,  with  about  100  Illus¬ 
trations  in  each 


The  Education  of  the  Artist. 

By  Ernest  Chesneau. 
Tapestry,  A  Short  History 
of.  By  Eugene  MUntz. 
Engraving,  Its  Origin,  Pro¬ 
cesses,  and  History.  By 
Le  Vicomte  Henri  Delaborde. 
Artistic  Anatomy. 


Greek  Archseology,  A  Man¬ 
ual  of.  By  Maxime  ColliCTon. 
The  English  School  of  Paint¬ 
ing.  By  Ernest  Chesneau. 
Introduction  by  Prof.  Ruskin. 
The  Flemish  School  of  Paint- 


The^utchSchool  of  Painting 


RELIGIOUS. 

St.  George  for  England  :  and  other  Sermons  preached  to 
Children.  By  the  Rev.  T.  Teignmouth  Shore,  M.A. 

Life  of  the  World  to  Come,  The,  and  other  Subjects. 

By  the  Rev.  T.  Teignmouth  Shore,  M.A. 

Family  Prayer-Book,  The.  Edited  by  Rev.  Canon  Garbett, 
M.  A.,  and  Rev,  S.  Martin.  (See  also  i8s.) 

English  Reformation,  The.  By  Cunningham  Gcikie,  D.D. 
Bible,  The  Pew.  Cloth,  red  edges,  5s. ;  French  morocco,  red 
edges,  6s. ;  French  morocco,  gilt  edges,  7s. ;  Persian  calf,  gilt  edges, 
7s.  6d. ;  Persian  “  Yapp,”  gilt  edges,  8s. :  morocco,  gilt  edges,  8s.  6d. 
Reconciliation.  By  a  Lindesie. 

London  (Ancient  and  Modem).  By  G.  v.  Poore,  M.D. 
Illustrated. 

Oliver  Cromwell ;  The  Man  and  his  Mission.  By 

J.  Allanson  Picton,  M.P.  With  Steel  Portrait.  Cheap  Edition. 
American  Authors  at  Home.  Cloth  gilt,  gilt  top. 
Triumphs  of  Engineering.  With  Eight  full-page  Illustrations. 
Modern  Shot  Guns.  By  W.  W.  Greener.  Illustrated. 

Gum  Boughs  and  Wattle  Bloom.  By  D.  Macdonald. 
Sonnets  and  Quatorzains.  By  Chrys,  M.A.  (Oxon.). 
English  Writers.  By  Prof.  H.  Morley.  Vols.  I.,  II.,  HI.,  IV., 
and  V.  Each. 

Free  Trade  versus  Fair  Trade.  By  Sir  T.  H.  Farrer,  Bt. 
Cannibals  and  Convicts.  By  Julian  Thomas  (“The  Vaga¬ 
bond  ”).  Cheap  Edition. 

Vaccination  Vindicated.  By  John  C.  McVail.  M.D.,  D.P.H. 

Camh. 

Vear*Book  of  Commerce,  The.  By  Kenric  B.  Murray. 
Vear-Book  of  Treatment,  The.  A  Critical  Review  for  Prac¬ 
titioners  of  Medicine.  Fifth  Year  of  Issue. 

Medical  and  Clinical  Manuals,  for  Practitioners  and  Stu¬ 
dents  of  Medicine.  A  List  post  free  on  application,  (See  also 
6s.,  7s.  6d..  8s.  6d.,  and  9s.) 

Household,  Cassell’s  Book  of  the.  Vol.  I.  Illustrated. 
Gardening,  Cassell’s  Popular.  Illustrated.  Complete  in 
Four  Vols.  Each. 

Technical  Educator,  Cassell’s.  Complete  in  Four  Vols. 
New  Edition.  Each. 

Forging  of  the  Anchor,  The.  By  Sir  Samuel  Ferguson.  LL.D. 

With  Twenty  Original  Illustrations. 

Russia.  By  Sir  Donald  Mackenzie  Wallace,  M.A. 

Field  Naturalist’s  Handbook,  The.  By  the  Rev.  J.  G. 

Wood  and  Theodore  Wood. 

Brahma  Fowl,  The.  By  Lewis  Wright.  With  Chromo  Plates. 


Starland.  By  Sir  Robert  Stawell  Ball,  LL.D.,  F.R.S.,  F.R.A.S. 
Illustrated.  Crown  8vo. 

St.  Paul,  The  Life  and  Work  of.  By  the  Ven.  Archdeacon 
Farrar,  D.D.,  F.R.S.  Popular  Edition,  Cloth.  (See  also  7s.  6d., 
10s.  6d.,  15s.,  21S.,  24s..  and  £2  as.) 

Early  Days  of  Christianity.  The.  By  the  Ven.  Archdeacon 
Farrar,  D.D.,  F.R.S.  Popxdar  Edition.  Cloth.  (See  also  7s.  6d., 
los.  6d.,  15s.,  24s.,  and £a  2s.) 

Xdfe  Of  Christ,  The.  By  the  Ven.  Archdeacon  Farrar,  D.D., 
F.R.S.  Popular  Edition.  Cloth.  (See  also  ^s.  6d.,  los.  6d.,  15s., 
21s.,  24s.,  and  42s.) 

Hours  with  the  Bible.  By  Dr.  Geikie.  Six  Vols.  Eacli. 

Old  Testament  Characters.  By  Dr.  Geikie. 

Hand  and  Eye  Training.  B^G.  Ricks,  B.Sc.  Two  V’ols.,  with 
Sixteen  Pages  of  Coloured  Plates  in  each  Vol.  Crown  4to.  Each. 

Bible  Educator,  The.  Edited  by  the  Very  Rev.  Dean  Plumptre, 
D.D.  Illustrated.  Complete  in  Four  Vols.  Cloth,  each.  also 

2IS.  and  24s.) 

Moses  and  Geology;  or.  The  Harmony  of  the  Bible 
with  Science.  By  the  Rev.  Samuel  Kinns,  Ph.D.,  F.R.A.S. 
With  no  Illustrations. 

Marriage  Ring,  ^^e.  A  Gift-Book  for  the  Newly  Married  and  for 
those  Contemplating  Marriage.  By  William  Land^,  D.D.  White 
leatherette.  (French  Morocco,  8s.  6d.) 

American  xachts  and  Vachting.  With  over  no  Illustra¬ 
tions,  Cloth  gilt. 


Cassell  Jt  Company,  Limited,  Ludgatt  Hill,  London;  Paris,  New  York  and  Melbourne. 
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Cassell  Company's  Classified  Price  List. 


Shaksperei  The  Leopolda  Cloth  gilt,  gilt  edges.  {Sec  also 

3'.  Cj(1.  and  7s.  6d.) 

Casseirs  Pocket  Guide  to  Surope.  (Size  sj  by  3^4  mches.) 
Leather. 

Choice  Poems  by  H.  W.  Longfellow.  Illustrated  from 
Paintings  by  his  Son,  Ernest  W.  Longfellow. 

Dog  Stories  and  Dog  Lore.  By  Col.  Thomas  W.  Knox. 
Technical  Dducator,  Cassell^s.  Complete  in  Four  Vols. 

Each.  {See  also  ss.,  24s.,  and  31s.  6d.J 
Cobden,  Richard,  The  Political  Writings  of. 
Co-operation  in  Land  Tillage.  By  M.  A. 

Ostrich  Farming  in  South  Africa. 

Ladies’  Physician,  The.  By  a  London  Physician. 

IVIedical  and  Clinical  Manuals.  A  List  post  free  on  appli¬ 
cation.  (See  also  5s.,  7s.  6d.,  8s.  6d.,  and  93.) 
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IVIedical  and  Clinical  Manuals.  A  List  post  free  on  appli¬ 
cation.  {See  also  5s.,  6s.,  8s.  6d.,  and  9s.) 

Practical  Electricity.  By  Prof.  W.  E.  Ayrton.  Illustrated. 
Electricity,  The  Age  of.  From  Amber  Soul  to  Telephone.  By 
Park  Benjamin,  Ph.D. 

German  Dictionary,  Cassell’s  NEW.  In  Two  Parts, 

German*English  and  English-German.  Cloth.  {See  also  9s.) 
Shorter  English  Poems.  By  Prof.  Henry  Morley.  Popular 
Edition.  {See  also  ns.  6d.  and  12s.  6d.l 
Figure  Painting  in  Water-Colours.  With  Sixteen  Coloured 
Plates.  With  Instructions  by  the  Artists. 

English  Literature,  A  First  Sketch  of.  By  Prof.  Henry 
.^lo^ley.  Revised  and  Enlarged  Edition. 

Algebra,  Manual  of.  By  Galbraith  and  Haughton. 

English  Literature,  Library  of.  By  Professor  Henry 
Morley.  With  Illustrations  taken  from  Original  MSS.  Popular 
Edition.  Vol.  I.:  SHORTER  ENGLISH  POEMS.  Vol.  2.:  ILLUS¬ 
TRATIONS  OF  English  Religion.  Vol.  III.:  English  plays. 
Vol.  IV.:  Shorter  Works  on  English  Prose.  Vol.  V. : 
Sketches  of  Longer  works  in  English  Verse  and 
Prose.  Each.  {See  also  iis.  td.  afid  ■12s. 


Shaftesbury,  the  Seventh  Earl  of,  K.G.,  The  Life 
and  Work  of.  By  Edwin  Hodder.  In  One  Volume,  cloth.  With 
8  Illustrations.  {See  also  2fi>s.) 

Life  of  Henry  Richard,  M.P.  By  Charles  Miall. 

Rossetti,  Dante  Gabriel,  as  Designer  and  Writer. 

Notes  by  William  Michael  Rossetti. 

Fresh-water  Fishes  of  Europe,  The.  By  Prof.  H.  G. 

Seeley,  F.R.S.  With  2/4  Illustrations. 

France  as  It  Is.  By  Andrd  Lebon  and  Paul  Pelet.  With  Three 
Maps.  Crown  8vo,  cloth. 

Health  at  School.  By  Clement  Dukes,  M.D.,  B.S. 

The  Chess  Problem  :  Text-Book  with  Illustrations.  Containing 
400  Positions  selected  from  the  Works  of  C.  Planck  and  others. 

Medical  Handbook  of  Life  Assurance.  By  J.  E.  Pollock, 
M.  D  ,  and  J.  Chisholm. 

Christmas  in  the  Olden  Time,  By  Sir  Walter  Scott  With 
Illustrations  exquisitely  reproduced. 

Cookery,  Cassell’s  Dictionary  of.  With  Coloured  Plates 
and  numerous  Engravings.  Containing  about  9,000  Recipes.  (See 
also  los.  6d.) 

Domestic  Dictionary,  Cassell’s.  Illustrated.  1,280  pages. 
Royal  8vo,  cloth.  (5^^  los.  6d.) 

Subjects  of  Social  Welfare.  By  the  Rt  Hon.  Sir  Lyon  Play¬ 
fair.  M.P.,  K.C.B..  LL.D.,  F.R.S.  Crown  8vo. 

Christopher  Columbus,  The  Life  and  Voyages  of. 

By  Washington  Irving.  Three  Volumes.  The  set. 

Sunlight  and  Shade.  With  Exquisite  Engravings. 

Changing  Year,  The.  Being  Poems  and  Pictures  of  Life  and 
Nature.  With  numerous  Illustrations. 

Ballads,  Illustrated  British.  With  Original  Illustrations, 
Two  Vols.  Each.  {See  also 

Nimrod  in  the  North;  or  Hunting  and  Fishing  Ad¬ 
ventures  in  the  Arctic  Regions.  By  F.  Sciiwatka. 
Illustrated. 

Saturday  Journal,  Cassell’s.  Yearly  Volume.  Illustrated. 
Cities  of  the  World.  Illustrated  throughout  with  fine  Illustrations 
and  Portraits.  Complete  in  Four  Vols.  Each. 

Peoples  of  the  World,  The.  By  Dr,  Robert  Brown.  Illus¬ 
trated.  Six  Vols.  Each. 

Countries  of  the  World,  The.  By  Robert  Brown,  M.  A.,  Ph.D.; 
F.L.S.  F.R.G.S.  Complete  in  Six  Vols.,  with  750  Illustrations. 
Each.  {See  also  37s.  6d.) 

Sunday  Scrap  Book.  Cloth,  gilt  edges.  {See  also 
History  Scrap  Book.  Cloth  gilt,  {See  also 
Daisy  Dimple’s  Scrap  Book.  Cloth  gilt. 

Our  Own  Country.  Complete  in  Six  Vols.  With  200  Original 
Illustrations  in  each  Vol.  Each. 

English  Literature,  Dictionary  of.  By  W.  Davenport 
Adams.  Cloth.  {See  also  10s. 

Shak^ere,  The  Leopold.  Roxburgh.  {See  also  3s.  6d.  and  6s.) 
Sea,  The ;  Its  Stirring  Story  of  Adventure,  Peril, 
and  Heroism.  By  F.  Whymper.  Four  Vols.,  with  400  Original 
Illustrations.  7s.  6d.  each.  {See  also  2$%.) 

World  of  Wonders,  The.  Two  Vols.  Illustrated.  Each. 
World  of  Wit  and  Humour,  The.  With  about  400  Illustra¬ 
tions.  {See  also  los.  6d.) 

Natural  History,  Cassell’s  Concise.  By  Prof.  E.  Perceval 
Wrigiit,  M.A.  Illustrated.  {Roxburgh,  los.  6d.) 

Insect  Variety.  By  A.  H.  Swinton.  Cheap  Edition. 

RELIGIOUS. 

“Quiver”  Volume,  The.  Containing  upwards  ot  250  Original 
Contributions,  With  about  200  Engravings. 

Life  and  Words  of  Christ,  The.  By  Cunningham  Geikie,  D.D. 
Cheap  Edition  in  1  Vol. 

Farrar’s  Life  of  Christ.  Popular  Edition.  Cloth,  gilt  edges. 

{See  also  6s.,  10s.  6d.,  15s.,  21s.,  24s.,  and  42s.) 

Farrar’s  Early  Days  of  Christianity,  Popular  Edilioiu 
Cloth,  gilt  edges.  {See  also  6s.,  los.  6d.,  15s.,  24s.,  and  42s.) 
Farrar’s  Life  and  Work  of  St.  Paul.  Popular  Edition, 
Cloth,  gilt  edges.  {See  also  6s.,  los.  6d.,  15s.,  21s.,  24s,,  and  42s.) 
Bible  Dictionary,  Cassell’s.  With  nearly  600  Illustrations. 
{Sec  also  los,  6d.) 


“Sunday;”  Its  Origin,  History,  and  Present  Obli¬ 
gation  (Bampton  Lectures,  i860).  By  tlie  Ven.  Archdeacon 
Hessey,  D.C.L.  Fifth  Edition. 

Child’s  Life  of  Christ,  The.  With  about  200  Original  Illus¬ 
trations.  Cloth.  also  los.  6d.  and  21s.) 

Child’s  Bible.  Cheap  Edition.  Illustrated.  Cloth.  {Sec  also  10s.  6d.J 
Bunyan’s  Pilgrim’s  Progress.  Illustrated. 


Medical  and  Clinical  Manuals.  A  List  post  free  on  appli¬ 
cation.  {::>cealso  5s.,  6s.,  7s.  6d.,  and  9s.) 


Adventure,  The  World  of.  FuUy  lUustrated. 

Queen  Victoria,  The  Life  and  Times  of.  Complete  in 
TxvoVols.  lUustrated.  Each. 

Our  Earth  and  its  Story.  By  Dr.  Robert  Brown,  F  L.S. 
2  Vols.  With  Coloured  Plates  and  numerous  Wood  Engravings.  Each. 

German  Dictionary,  Cassell’s  NEW,  Half-morocco.  {Sec 
also  j'i.  6d.) 

Gleanings  from  Popular  Authors.  Complete  in  Two  Vols. 
With  Original  lUustrations  by  the  best  artists.  Each. 

Natural  History,  Cassell’s  New.  Edited  by  Prof.  P. 
Martin  Duncan,  M.l).,  F.R.S.  Complete  in  Six  Vols.  Illustrated 
throughout.  Extra  crown  4to.  Each. 

Universal  History,  Cassell’s  Illustrated.  Vol.  I.,  Early 
and  Greek  History.  Vol.  II.,  The  Roman  Period.  Vol.  III.,  The 
Middle  Ages.  Vol.  IV.,  Modern  History.  With  Illustrations.  Eaclg 

England,  Cassell’s  Illustrated  History  of.  With  about 
2,000  Illustrations.  Complete  in  Ten  Vols.  New  and  Revised  Edition. 
Vols.  1.,  II.,  and  HI.  Each. 

Protestantism,  The  History  of.  By  tiie  Rev.  J.  A.  Wylie, 
LL.D.  Three  Vols.  With  600  lUustrations.  Each. 

United  States,  History  of  the  (Cassell’s),  Complete  in 
Three  Vols.  About  600  Illustrations.  Each. 

“Family  Magazine”  Volume,  Cassell’s.  With  upwards 
of  250  Original  Contributions,  and  about  400  Illustrations. 

British  Battles  on  Land  and  Sea.  Three  Vols.  With 
about  600  Engravings.  Each.  also  30s.) 

Battles,  Recent  British.  lUustrated.  {See  also  los.) 

Franco-German  War,  Cassell’s  History  of  the.  Com¬ 
plete  in  Two  Vols.  Containing  500  lUustrations.  E.ich. 

Russo-Turkish  War,  Cassell’s  History  of.  With  about 
500  lUustrations.  Two  Vols.  Each.  {See  also  155.) 

London,  Old  and  New.  Complete  in  Six  Vols.  Each  containing 
about  200  lUustrations.  Each.  {See  also 

Edinburgh.  Cassell’s  Old  and  New.  Complete  in  Three 
Vols.  With  600  Original  lUustrations.  Each. 

London,  Greater.  Complete  in  Two  Vols.  By  Edward  Walford. 
With  about  400  Original  lUustrations.  Each. 

Science  for  All.  Revised  Udilion.  Complete  in  Five  Vols.  Each 
containing  about  350  Illustrations  and  Diagrams.  Each. 

Medical  and  Clinical  Manuals.  A  List  post  free  on  appli¬ 
cation.  {See  also  5s.,  6s.,  7s.  6d.,  and  8s.  6d.) 


School  Registers.  {For  description  see  is.  4d.) 

Battles,  Recent  British.  Library  Edition.  {See  also  gs.) 
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9/- 


Russia,  Truth  about.  By  W.  T.  Stead.  Demy  8vo,  cloth. 
Farrar’s  Life  of  Christ.  Popular  Edition.  Persian  morocco. 

{See  also  6s.,  7s.  6d.,  iss.,  21s.,  24s.,  and  42s.) 

Farrar’S  Life  and  Work  of  St.  Paul.  Popular  Edition. 

Persian  morocco.  also  6s.,  7s.  6d.,  15s.,  21s.,  24s.,  and  42s.) 
Farrar’s  Early  Days  of  Christianity.  Popular  Edition. 

Persian  morocco.  [See  also  6s.,  7s.  6d.,  15s.,  24s.,  and  42s.) 

Child’s  Life  of  Christ,  The.  With  about  200  Original  Illus¬ 
trations  and  Six  Coloured  Plates.  Cloth,  gilt  edges,  {See  also  7s.  6d. 
and  21s.) 

Child’s  Bible.  New  Edition.  With  200  Illustrations  and  Six 
Coloured  Plates.  Cloth,  gilt  edges.  (5^^  also  7s.  6d.) 

Domestic  Dictionary,  The,  Roxburgh.  {See  also  ^s.  t^.') 
Cookery,  Cassell’s  Dictionary  ofi  Illustrated  throughout. 
Roxburgh.  {See  also  7s.  6d.) 

Bible  Dictionary,  Cassell’s,  Cheap  Edition.  One  Vol. 
Roxburgh.  {See  also  7s.  6d.j 

Architectural  Drawing.  By  Phen^  Spiers.  Illustrated. 
Encyclopaedic  Dictionary,  The.  A  New  and  Original  Work 
of  Reference  to  all  the  Words  in  the  English  Language.  Complete 
in  Fourteen  Divisional  Vols.  Each.  {See  also  21s.  and  25s.) 
Bismarck:  an  Historical  Biography.  By  Charles  Lowe,  M.A.  Cheap 
Edition. 

English  History,  The  Dictionary  of.  Cheap  Edition. 
English  Literature,  Dictionary  of.  Roxburgh. 

World  of  Wit  and  Humour,  The.  With  about  400  Illustra¬ 
tions.  Cloth,  gilt  edges.  {See  also  ^s.  td..) 

Arabian  Nights  Entertainments,  The,  With  Illustrations 
by  Gustave  Dor^,  and  other  well-known  Artists.  New  Edition. 
Natural  History,  Cassell’s  Concise.  By  Prof.  E.  Perceval 
Wright,  M.A.  Illustrated.  Roxburgh.  {Sec  also  6d.) 

Poultry,  The  Illustrated  Book  of.  By  Lewis  Wright.  With 
50  Coloured  Plates.  Popular  Edition.  With  Illustrations  on  Wood. 
{See  also  31s.  6d.  and  £2  2s.) 

Gun  and  its  Development,  The.  With  Notes  on  Shooting. 

By  W.  W.  Greener.  With  Illustrations. 

Heroes  of  Britain  in  Peace  and  War.  With  300  Illustra¬ 
tions.  Library  binding,  Two  Vols.  in  One. 


10/- 
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English  Literature,  Library  of.  By  Prof.  Henry  Morley- 
Vol.  II.— Illustrations  of  English  Religion.  Vol.  III.— English  1  lays. 
Vol.  IV.— Shorter  Works  in  English  Prose.  Vol.  V.— Longer  Works 
in  Prose  and  Verse.  Each.  (See  also  js.  6i.,  12s.  6i.,  and  £ss^-') 


Modern  Europe,  A  History  of.  By  C.  A  Fylfe,  M.A. 

Fellow  of  University  College,  Oxford.  Three  Vols.  Each. 
Cassell’s  Miniature  ShaUespeare.  Complete  in  12  Vols. 
In  Box.  {See  also  IS.  and  21s.) 

Under  a  Strange  Mask.  By  Frank  Barrett.  Two  Vols.,  Ulus- 
trated. 


11/6 

12/- 


Cassell  4  Company,  Limited,  Ludgaie  Hill,  London;  Paris,  New  York  and  Melbourne. 
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15/ 


16/- 


18/ 


20/ 

21/ 


Cassell  ^  Company's  Classified  Price  List. 


Great  Painters  of  Christendom,  The,  from  Cimabue 
to  Wilkie.  By  J.  I’ orbes- Robertson.  Illustrated. 

Familiar  Trees.  Complete  in  Two  Series.  With  Forty  Coloured 
Plates.  Each. 

Garden  Flowers,  Familiar.  Complete  in  Five  Series.  Forty 
Coloured  Plates  in  each.  Cloth  g-ilt,  in  cardboard  box,  or  morocco, 
cloth  sides.  Each. 

Wild  Birds,  Familiar.  Complete  in  Four  Series.  By  W. 
Swaysland.  With  Forty  F'ull-page  exquisite  Coloured  Illustrations. 
Cloth  gilt,  in  cardboard  box,  or  morocco,  cloth  sides.  Each. 

Wild  Flowers,  Familiar.  Complete  in  Five  Series.  By  F.  E. 
Hiilme,  F.  I..S.,  I'.S.A.  W'itli  Forty  Full-page  Coloured  Plates  in 
each,  and  Descriptive  Text.  Each. 

Poems,  Shorter  Bn^lish.  By  Professor  Henry  Morley.  With 
upwards  of  200  Illustrations. 

Stock  Exchange  Vear-Book,  The.  By  Thomas  Skinner. 


Representative  Poems  of  Living  Poets. 

Farrar’s  Life  of  Christ,  The.  Popular  Edition,  Tree-calf. 

{See  also  6s.,  7s.  6d.,  los.  6d.,  21s.,  24s.,  atid  42s.) 

Farrar’s  Life  and  Work  of  St.  Paul.  Popular  Edition. 

Tree-calf,  (fiee  also  6s.,  7s.  6d.,  los.  6d.,  2is.,  24s.,  and  42s.) 
Farrar’s  Early  Days  of  Christianity.  Pop^tlar  Edition. 

Tree-calf.  (AV  also  6s.,  7s.  6d.,  los.  6d.,  24s.,  atid  42s.) 

Magazine  of  Art,  The.  Vols.  II.  and  III.  Each.  {See  also 
i6i.  and  21s.) 

Our  Homes,  and  How  to  Make  Them  Healthy.  With 
Illustrations.  a/jdi  i8s.) 

Cassell’s  Concise  Cyclopaedia.  With  600  Illustrations.  A 
Cyclopsedia  in  One  Volume.  {See  also  i8s.) 

Sketching  from  Nature  in  Water  Colours.  By  Aaron 
Penley.  with  Illustrations  in  Chromo-Lithography. 

Shakspere.  The  Royal.  Complete  in  Three  Vols.  With  Steel 
Plates  and  Wood  Engravings.  Each. 

Cassell’s  Pictorial  Scrap  Book.  Containing  nearly  2,oco 
Illustrations.  {See  also  a\%.) 

British  Ballads.  With  Illustrations.  Complete  in  Two  Vols. 
Cloth.  {See  also  7s.  6d.) 

India,  Cassell’s  History  of.  By  James  Grant  With  about  400 
Illustrations.  Two  Vols.  in  One. 

Russo-Turkish  War,  Cassell’s  History  of  the.  Illus¬ 
trated.  Library  Binding  in  One  Vol.  {See  also  gs.) 


Magazine  of  Art,  The.  Yearly  Vol.  With  12  Etchings,  Photo¬ 
gravures,  &c.,  and  Several  Hundred  Engravings.  Cloth  gilt,  gilt 
edges.  {See  also  15s.  a7id  21s.) 

Corn  and  Cattle  Producing  Districts  of  France,  The. 

By  George  Gibson  Richardson.  Illustrated.  Cloth. 

Life  and  Words  of  Christ.  By  Cunningham  Geikie,  D.D. 
Sindejits'  Edition.  Two  Vols.  {See  also  30s.) 

Longfellow’s  Poetical  Works.  Illustrated  throughout.  {Also 
i,3  3S.) 


The  Woman’s  World.  Yearly  Volume.  Illustrated  throughout 
with  high-class  Wood  Engravings. 

Cassell’s  Concise  Cyclopaedia.  Roxburgh.  {For  description 
see  15s.) 

Picturesque  Europe.  Popular  Edition.  Complete  in  Five  Vols. 
^Vith  Thirteen  exquisite  Steel  Plates,  and  numerous  original  Wood 
Engravings.  Each.  (5^^  31s.  6d«,  ;^2r,  ^31  los.,  a«rf;^52  los.) 

Family  Prayer  Book,  The.  Edited  by  Rev.  Canon  Garbett, 
M.  A.,  and  Rev.  S.  Martin.  Morocco.  {See  also  5s.) 

Our  Homes,  and  How  to  Make  Them  Healthy.  Rox¬ 
burgh.  {See  also  155.) 


Cassell’s  Household  Guide.  With  numerous  Illustrations  and 
Coloured  Plates.  New  and  Cheap  Edition,  complete  in  Four  Vols., 
cloth,  tlie  set.  {See  also  £1  ns.  6d.) 

Natural  History  Wall  Sheets.  Set  of  Ten  Plates.  Un- 
mounted. 


C  elebritios  of  the  Century.  Being  a  Dictionary  of  the  Men  and 
Women  of  the  Nineteenth  Century.  Edited  by  Lloyd  C.  Sanders. 
Cloth.  {See  at  so  25s.  i 

Thackeray,  Character  Sketches  from.  Six  New  and 

Original  Drawings  by  Frederick  Barnard,  reproduced  in  Photo¬ 
gravure. 

Shakespearean  Scenes  and  Characters.  By  A.  Brereton. 
With  Engravings, 

Modern  Printing  Machinery  and  Letterpress 
Printing.  By  F.  J.  F.  Wilson  and  Douglas  Grey.  Illustraied. 
Memorials  of  the  Craft  of  Surgery  in  England. 

Illustrated.  By  Jolin  Flint  South. 

Dickens.  Character  Sketches  from.  First,  Second,  and 
Tliird  Series,  By  Frederick  Barnard.  Each  containing  Six  Plates 
printed  on  India  paper.  In  Portfolio.  Each. 

Abbeys  and  Churches  of  England  and  Wales,  The. 

Descriptive,  Historical,  Pictorial. 

The  Magazine  of  Art.  Vols.  IV.,  V.,  VI.,  VII.,  VIII.,  IX.,  X., 
and  XI.  With  about  ^00  Illustrations.  Each,  {See  also  and  it's.) 
Encyclopaedic  Dictionary,  The.  Seven  Double  Divisional 
Vols.,  half-morocco.  Each.  {See  also  los,  6d,  and  25s.) 

Cassell’s  Pictorial  Scrap  Book,  Containing  nearly  2,000 
Illustntions.  {See  also  15s.) 

Dairy  Farming.  By  Prof.  Sheldon.  With  Twenty-five  Coloured 
Plates.  Demy  4to. 

Flower  Garden,  Paxton’s.  Complete  in  Three  Vols.  With 
Thirty-six  Coloured  Plates.  Cloth.  Each. 

Ferns*  European  :  their  Form,  Habit,  and  Culture.  By  Tames 
Britten,  F.  L.S.  With  Thirty  Coloured  Plates. 

Health,  The  Book  of.  {See  also  25s.) 

Family  Physician,  The.  A  Modern  Manual  of  Domestic 
Medicine.  Ne7u  aiid  Revised  Editioii.  {See  also 
Milton’s  Paradise  Lost.  Illustrated  with  Full-page  Drawings 
by  Gustave  Dor^. 

Dante’s  Purgatorio  and  Paradise.  With  magnificent  Illus¬ 
trations  by  Gustave  Dor6. 

Dante’s  Inferno.  With  Full-page  Illustrations  by  Gustave  Dor^. 


Shakespeare,  Cassell’s  Miniature.  Complete  in  12  Vols. 

In  box  with  spring  catch.  {See  also  is.  and  12s.) 

Mechanics,  The  Practical  Dictionary  of.  Containing 
20,000  Drawings  of  Machinery.  Four  Vols.  Each. 

RELIGIOUS  WORKS. 

Dictionary  of  Religion*  The.  By  the  Rev.  William  Bcnham, 
B.D.  Cloth.  {See  also  7$s.) 

Farrar’s  Life  of  Christ,  The.  Illustrated  Edition  with 
about  300  Original  Illustrations.  Cloth,  gilt  edges.  {See  also  6s., 
7s.  6d.,  10s.  6d.,  15s.,  24s.,  42s,) 

Farrar’s  Life  and  Work  of  St.  Paul.  Illustrated 
Edition.  {See  also  6s.,  7s.  6d.,  10s.  6d.,  15s.,  afid  42s.) 

Old  Testament  Commentary  for  English  Readers, 
The.  Edited  by  the  Rev.  C.  J.  Ellicott,  D.D,,  Lord  Bishop  of 
Gloucester  and  Bristol.  Five  Vols.  Each. 

New  Testament  Commentary.  Edited  by  C.  J.  Ellicott, 
D.D.,  Lord  Bishop  of  Gloucester  and  Bristol.  Three  Vols.  Each. 
{See  also  ^4  14s.  6a.) 

Child’s  Life  of  Christ.  The.  With  about  200  Original-  Illus¬ 
trations.  Demy4to,  cloth  gilt,  gilt  edges.  (See  also  7s.  6d.  a7id  ios.6d.) 
Bible  Educator,  The.  Edited  by  Dean  Plumptre,  D.D.  Com¬ 
plete  in  Two  Vols,  (See  also  24s.  a7id  6s.) 

Holy  Land  and  the  Bible.  The.  By  the  Rev.  Cunningham 
Geikie,  D.D.  With  Map.  In  Two  Vols. 

Early  Days  of  Christianity,  The.  By  the  Ven.  Archdeacon 
Farrar,  D.D.,  F.R.S.  Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo.  {See  also  6s.,  7s.  6d., 
los.  6d.,  15s.,  a7id  £"2  2s.) 

Life  of  Christ,  The.  By  the  Ven.  Archdeacon  Farrar,  D.D. 
F.R.S.  Two  Vols.,  cloth.  {See  also  6s.,  7s.  6d.,  los.  6d.,  155.,  21s., 
a7id  42s.) 

Farrar’S  Life  and  Work  of  St.  Paul.  Library  Edition. 

Two  Vols.,  cloth.  {See  also  6s.,  7s.  6d.,  i-S.  6d.  15s.,  21S.,  a7id  42s.) 
Bible  Educator,  The.  Edited  by  Dean  Plumptre.  Complete  in 
Four  Vols.  {See  also  21s.  a7id  6s.) 

Technical  Educator,  Cassell’s.  Complete  in  Four  Vols.,  cloth. 
{See  also  ss.,  6s,,  a7id  31s.  6d,) 


Encyclopaedic  Dictionary,  The.  Seven  Double  Divisional 
Vols.,  half-russia.  Each,  {'tee  also  los.  6d.  a7td  21s.) 

Celebrities  of  the  Century.  Being  a  Dictionary  of  the  Men  and 
Women  of  the  Nineteenth  Century.  Edited  by  Lloyd  C.  Sanders. 
Roxburgh,  {See  also  21s.) 

Dictionary  of  Religion,  The.  By  the  Rev.  William  Benham, 
B.D.  Roxburgh.  {See  also  21s.) 

A  Course  of  Lessons  in  Landscape  Painting  in  Oils. 

By  A.  F.  Grace.  With  Nine  Reproductions  in  Colour,  and  numerous 
examples  engraved  on  Wood. 

Family  Physician.  The.  New  a7id  Revised  EditiC7i.  Half¬ 
morocco.  {See  also  21s.) 

Sea,  The  ;  Its  Stirring  Story  of  Adventure,  Peril, 
and  Heroism.  By  F.  Whymper.  Library  Bi7idi7ig.  Complete 
in  Tw'o  Vols.  {See  also  7s.  6d.) 

Health,  The  Book  of.  Roxburgh.  {See  also  21s.) 

Natural  History  Wall  Sheets.  Ten  Subjects.  Size  26  by 
20  inches.  Mounted.  {See  also  2s.  6d.) 


Protestantism^  The  History  of.  By  the  Rev.  J.  A.  Wylie, 
LL.D.  Containing  upwards  of  600  Original  Illustrations.  Three  Vols. 
^See  also  9s.) 

British  Battles  on  Land  and  Sea.  Three  Vols.  Cloth. 
{See  also  9s.  a7id  30s. ) 

United  States,  History  of  the.  By  the  late  Edmund  Ollier. 

Containing  600  Illustrations  and  Maps.  {See  also  9s. ) 

Edinburgh,  Old  and  New.  Complete  in  Three  Vols.  {See  also 
9s.  a77d  30s.) 


Life  and  Words  of  Christ.  By  Cunningham  Geikie,  D.D. 

Prese7ttalio7i  Editio7i.  Two  Vols.  {See  also  i6s.) 

Edinburgh,  Old  and  New.  Complete  in  Three  Vols.,  library 
binding.  {See  also  9s.  a7id  27s.) 

Protestantism,  The  History  of.  Library  Edition.  {For 
descriptio7i,  see  27s,  See  also  gs..) 

British  Battles  on  Land  and  Sea.  With  about  600  Illustra¬ 
tions.  Library  Edition.  Three  Vols.  {See  also  9s.) 

United  States,  History  of  the.  By  the  late  Edmund  Ollier. 
Library  Edition,  Three  Vols.  {See  also  gs.) 


St  Cuthbert’s  Tower.  By  Florence  Warden.  Tliree  Vols., 
extra  crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt. 

Lady  Biddy  Fane,  The  Admirable.  By  Frank  Barrett. 
Tliree  Vols.,  cloth.  (.Sft’  also  5s.) 

Music,  Illustrated  History  of.  By  Emil  Naumann.  Edited 
by  the  Rev.  Sir  F.  A.  Gore  Ouseley,  Bart.  Illustrated,  Two  \’ols. 

Heavens,  The  Story  of  the.  By  Sir  R.  Staweli  Ball,  LL.D., 
F.K.S.,  F.R.A.S.  Royal  Astronomer  of  Ireland.  With  Sixteen 
separate  Plates,  printed  by  Chromo-lithography,  and  Ninety  Wood 
Engravings.  Demy  8vo,  544  pages. 

Picturesque  Europe.  Popular  Editio/i.  Two  Vols.  in  One, 
forming  the  British  Isles,  {See  also  i8s.,  ;£^2i,  £-^1  los.,  a7ui  £$2  10s.) 

Poultry,  The  Book  of.  By  Lewis  Wright.  With  Fifty  Coloured 
Plates.  Cloth  gilt.  {See  also  los.  6d.  a7td  42s.) 

Pigeons,  The  Book  of.  By  Robert  Fulton.  Edited  and  arranged 
by  Lewis  Wright.  With  Fifty  life-like  Coloured  Plates.  {See  also  42s.) 

Technical  Educator,  Cassell’s.  Complete  in  Two  Vols., 
half-calf.  {See  also  5s.,  6s.,  a7id  24s.) 

Household  Guide,  The.  In  Two  Vols.,  half-calf.  See  also  20%.) 

Bible,  Cassell’s  Illustrated.  Leather,  with  corners. 


Cassell  cD  Company,  Lmiited,  Ludgate  Hill,  London  ;  Paris,  New  York  and  Melbourne. 


21/- 

onfd. 


24/- 


25/- 


27/- 


30/- 


31/6 


Horse,  The  Book  of  the.  By  Samuel  Sidney.  With  Twenty- 
eight  Fac-simile  Coloured  Plates.  Demy  4to.  (See  also  45s.) 
Butterflies  and  Moths,  European.  By  W.  F,  Kirby.  With 
Sixty-one  life-like  Coloured  Plates. 

Dog,  Illustrated  Book  of  the.  By  \'ero  Shaw,  B.A.  Cantab. 
With  Twenty-eight  Fac-simile  Coloured  Plates.  Demy  4to,  cloth 
gilt  {See  also  455. ) 

Canaries  and  Cage-Birds,  The  Illustrated  Book  of. 

By  W.  A.  Blakston,  W.  Swaysland,  and  A.  F.  Y'iener.  With  Fifty-six 
Fac -simile  Coloured  Plates,  and  numerous  Wood  Engravings.  {See 
also  45s  J 


35/- 


36/- 

37/6 

42/- 


45/- 


50/- 

60/ 


Cassell  ^  Company's  Classified  Price  List. 


Shaftesbury*  the  Seventh  Earl  of,  K.G.,  The  Life 
and  Worlc  of.  By  Edwin  Hodder.  With  Portraits.  Three  Vols. 
{See  also ’T-.fidL.'i  _  v- 

Vouth’s  History  of  the  United  States,  The.  From  the 
Discovery  of  America  by  the  Northmen  to  the  Present  Time.  By 
Edward  S.  EUis.  With  Several  Hundred  lUustrations.  Four  Vols. 


Countries  of  the  World,  The.  By  Robert  Brown.  M.A., 
Ph.D..  F.L.S..  F.R.G.S.  Three  Vols.  Library  Binding.  (For 
description,  see  T?..  _ 

Our  Own  Country.  Tluee  Vols.  Library  Binding.  {.For  de- 
scription,  see  6d.) 


Cathedral  Churches  of  England  and  Wales.  Edition 
de  Ltixe.  Descriptive.  Historical,  Pictorial  Roxburgh. 

Rivers  of  Great  Britain,  The  :  Descriptive,  Historical,  Pic¬ 
torial  RIVERS  of  THE  EAST  COAST.  With  numerous  highly- 
finished  Engravings.  Royal  4to,  with  Etching  as  Frontispiece. 
Royal  River,  The  :  The  Thames  from  Source  to  Sea. 
With  Descriptive  1  ext  by  Prof.  Bonney.  F.R.S.,  &c.,  and  a  Series  of 
beautiful  Engravings  from  Original  Designs.  With  Etching  for 
Frontispiece. 

Bore  Gallery,  The.  Popular  Edition.  With  250  Illustrations  by 
Gustave  Dore.  Cloth  gilt,  bevelled  boards. 

Egypt :  Descriptive,  Historical,  and  Picturesque. 
Popular  Edition.  By  Prof.  G.  Ebers.  Translated  by  Clara  Bell, 
with  Notes  by  Samuel  Birch,  LL.D.,  D.C.L.,  F.S.A.  2  Vols.  With 
about  800  Original  Engravings.  {See  also  45s.) 

Picturesque  America.  Complete  in  Four  Vols.,  with  Forty- 
eight  Exquisite  Steel  Plates  and  about  800  Original  Wood  Engravings. 
Each. 

The  liife  of  Christ.  By  the  Ven.  Archdeacon  Farrar,  D.D.  Two 
Vols.  morocco.  (See  also  6s;,  6d.,  10%.  6d.,  21s.,  and 

St.  Paul,  The  Life  and  Work  of.  By  the  Ven.  Archdeacon 
Farrar.  Library  Edition,  morocco.  Illustrated  Edition^  morocco. 
(See  also  6s.,  7s.  6d.,  los.  6d.,  15s.,  aizd  21s.) 

Farrar's  Early  Days  of  Christianity.  Library  Edition. 

Two  Vols.  Morocco.  6s.,  7s.  6d.,  los.  6d.,  15s.,  24s.) 

Poultry,  The  Book  of.  By  Lewis  Wright.  With  Fifty  Coloured 
Portraits,  half-morocco.  (See  also  los.  6d.  and  31s.  6d.) 

Pigeons.  The  Book  of.  By  R.  Fulton.  With  Twenty  Coloured 
I'lates,  lialf-morocco.  (See  also  los.  6d.  and  31s.  6d.) 

Popular  Educator,  The.  In  Three  Double  Vols.,  half-calf. 
{See  also  5s.) 


Egypt:  Descriptive,  Historical,  and  Picturesque. 

\'ol  I.  By  Prof.  G.  Ebers.  Translated  by  Clara  Bell,  with  Notes  by 
Samuel  Birch,  LL.D.  With  the  Original  Magnificent  Illustrations. 
Cloth  gilt.  (Vol  IT,  £2  I2S.  6d.)  Or  the  Two  Vols.  in  cardboard 
box,  ;^4  17s.  6d.  (See  also  ^s.) 

Horse,  The  Book  of  the.  By  Samuel  Sidney.  With  Twenty- 
eight  Fac -simile  Coloured  Plates.  Enlarged  Edition,  Half-morocco. 
(Cloth.  35s.) 

Canaries  and  Cage-Birds,  The  Illustrated  Book  of. 

Half-morocco.  (For  description  see  35s.) 

Dog,  Illustrated  Book  of  the.  By  Vero  Shaw,  B.A.  With 
Twenty-eight  Coloured  Plates.  (See  also  35s.) 


Bible,  Cassell's  Illustrated  Family.  Toned  Paper  Edition. 
Leather,  gilt  edges.  {See  also  70s.  and  75s.) 


Longfellow’S  Poetical  Works.  Fhte  Art  Edition.  Magnifi¬ 
cently  Illustrated  throughout  with  Original  Engravings.  Handsomely 
bound  in  cloth  gilt,  gilt  edges.  (See  also  16s.) 

Shakespeare,  Royal  Quarto.  Edited  by  Charles  and  Mary 
Cowden  Clarke,  and  containing  about  600  Illustrations  by  H.  C. 
Selous.  Three  Vols.,  cloth  gilt.  {See  also £6  ts.) 

Picturesque  Canada.  A  Delineation  by  Pen  and  Pencil  of  all 
the  Features  of  Interest  in  the  Dominion  of  Canada,  from  its 
Discovery  to  the  Present  Day.  With  about  600  Original  Illustrations. 
Complete  in  Two  Volumes.  Each. 


Bible,  Cassell’s  Illustrated  Family^ 

{Also  50s.  ifi  leather,  and  75s.  best  morocco.) 


Morocco  antique. 
Edition  de  luxe,  (See 


The  International  ShakespearOi 

£s  5S.) 

“  King  Henry  IV.”  Illustrated  by  Herr  Eduard  Griitzner. 

“  As  You  Like  It.”  Illustrated  by  Mons.  Emile  Bayard. 
Volumes  in  preparation  : 

“Othello.”  Illustrated  by  Frank  Dicksee,  A.R.A. 

“  King  Henry  VIII.”  Illustrated  by  Sir  James  Linton,  P.R.I. 
“Twelfth  Night.”  Illustrated  by  G.  H.  Houghton,  A.R.A. 


Etching :  Its  Technical  Processes,  with  Remarks  on 
Collections  and  Collecting.  By  S.  K.  Koehler.  With 
Thirty  Full-page  Plates  by  Old  and  Modern  Etchers,  and  numerous 
reproductions  in  the  Text. 


New  Testament  Commentary,  The.  Edited  by  Bishop 
EUicott.  Three  Vols.  in  half-morocco.  ySee  also  21s.) 


England,  Cassell’s  History  of.  With  2,000  Illustrations. 
Library  Edition.  Ten  Vols.  {See  also  9s.) 


English  Literature,  Library  of.  Tiie  Set  of  Five  Vols., 
lialf-morocco.  {See  also  7s.  6d.,  ns.  6d.,  and  12s.  6d.) 

Romeo  and  Juliet.”  Illustrated  by  Frank  Dicksee,  A.R.A. 
Forming  a  Volume  of  “  The  International  Shakespeare."  This  Vol 
was  originally  published  at  ;^3  los.,  but  on  account  of  the  growing 
scarcity  of  copies  was  raised  in  price  to  5s.  {See  also  70s.) 


Shakespeare,  Cassell’s  Quarto. 

tion,  see  £3  3s.) 


Morocco.  (.For  descrip- 


Old  Testament  Commentary,  The.  Edited  by  Bishop 
EUicott.  Five  Vols.  in  half-morocco.  {See  also  21%.) 


63/- 


70/- 


British  Fossil  Reptiles,  A  History  of.  By  Sir  Richard 
Owen,  K.C.B.,  F.R.S.,  &c.  With  268  Plates.  Complete  in  Four 
Volumes. 


Holy  Bible,  The.  Illustrated  by  Gustave  DorA  Two  Vols.,  best 
polished  morocco.  (Also  in  cloth,  ^8.) 


London,  Old  and  New.  Complete  in  Six  Vols.  With  about 
1,200  Illustrations.  Library  Edition.  (See  also  9s.) 


Picturesque  Europe.  Large  Paper  Edition.  Complete  in  Five 
Volumes.  Each  containing  Thirteen  exquisite  Steel  Plates,  from 
Original  Drawings,  and  nearly  200  Original  Illustrations,  with 
descriptive  Letterpress.  Royal  4to,  cloth  gilt.  ;^2i ;  half-morocco, 
£j;t  los. ;  morocco  gilt,  j^52  los.  {See  also  i8s.  afid  31s.  6d.) 


84/- 

94/6 

£5 

£5/5 


£6/6 

£7/17/6 

£12/12 

£15 

£21 


Monthly  Serial  Publications. 


Adventure,  Tlie  World  of.  7d. 
Art,  Magazine  of.  Is. 
Biblewomen  and  Nurses.  2d. 
Bunyan,  Cassell's  Illustrated.  6d. 
Butterflies  and  Moths,  European. 
6d. 

Cabinet  Portrait  Gallery,  The.  Is. 
Cassell’s  Magazine.  7d. 
Cathedrals  and  Abbeys.  7d. 
Celebrities  of  the  Century.  6d.'*^ 
Conquests  of  the  Cross.  7d. 

Dog,  Book  of  the.  Is. 

Dord  Bible.  3d.  (And  Weekly,  Id.) 
Electricity  in  the  Service  of  Blau. 
6d. 

Encyclopaedic  Dictionary.  Monthly 
Part,  Is.  Monthly  Vol.,  cloth, 
10s.  6d. ;  Bi-monthly  Double 
Vol. ,  half-morocco,  21s. ;  half- 
russia,  26s. 

England,  History  of.  7d. 

English  Literature,  Library  of.  6d. 


1  Family  Physician,  The.  6d.* 
Farrar’s  Life  and  Work  of  St.  Paul. 
7d. 

Gardening,  Cassell’s  Popular.  7d. 
Holy  Land,  The,  and 'The  Bible.  By 
the  Rev.  Cunningham  Geikie, 
D.D.  7d. 

Household,  Book  of  the.  7d. 

India,  History  of,  CasseU’s.  7d. 

Little  Folks.  6d. 

London,  Old  and  New.  7d. 

Music,  History  of.  7d. 

National  Library,  Cassell’s 

Weekly.*  3d.  and  6d. 

Old  Testament  Commentary,  The.* 
Edited  by  Bishop  Ellicott.  7d. 
Our  Earth  and  Its  Story.  7d. 

Our  Own  Country.  7d. 

Paradise  Lost.  Illustrated  by  DOR^. 
7d. 

Peoples  of  the  World.  7d. 
Pictorial  Scrap  Book,  Cassell’s.  6d. 
Picturesque  America.  2s.  6d. 


Picturesque  Australasia.  7d. 
Pigeons,  lUustrated  Book  of.  6d. 
Popular  Educator,  Cassell’s  NEW. 
6d. 

Poultry,  Hlustrated  Book  of.  6d. 
Protestantism,  History  of.  7d. 
Quiver,  The.  6d. 
Russo-Turkish  War.  7d. 

Saturday  Journal,  Cassell’s. 

6d.  (And  Weekly,  Id.) 

Sea,  The.  7d.  [7d. 

Shakespeare,  Cassell’s  Illustrated. 
Story  of  the  Heavens.  7d. 
Technical  Educator,  Cassell’s.  6d. 
Universal  History,  CasseU’s.  7d. 
Wild  Flowers,  Familiar.  6d. 
Woman’s  World.  Is. 
Work.  6d.  (And  Weekly,  Id.) 


Cassell’s  Railway  Time  Tables  and 
Through-Route  Glance  Guide.* 
Price  4d. 


All  are  Ilbistrated  except  those  indicated  by  an  asterisk. 

Letts’s  Diaries  and  other  Time-Sfiving  JPuhlications  are  now  published  by  Cassell 
&  Company,  and  particulars  will  be  forwarded  post  free  on  application  to  the  Publishers, 

Cassell  &  Company,  Limited,  Ludgate  Hill,  London;  Paris,  New  York  and  Melbourne, 


'.Y..n'<'v.v  ^»•.V1H  >' 


